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PREFACE. 


Thb  Conspiracy  of  the  Count  Fiesco,  a 
remarkable  episode  which  occurred  in  the 
history  of  Grenoa  during  the  administra- 
tion of  Andrew  Dona,  seemed  to  present 
sufficient  material  for  the  composition  of 
the  following  tale. 

In  1546,  Andrew  Doria,  who  had  pre- 
viously seceded  from  the  French  King,  and 
joined  the  Emperor,  Charles  V.,  was 
the  ruling  power  in  Genoa,  and  grown 
old,  he  looked  upon  his  grand-nephew, 
Giannetino,  as  the  best  depository  of  the 
authority  personally  possessed  by  himself. 
His  own  rule,  though  secret,  almost  de- 
spotic, never  seemed  to  be  actually  such, 
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for  personally  liked,  the  popular  mind 
being  replete  with  the  memory  of  great 
benefits  conferred  upon  his  country  by 
this  pater  pairuB,  the  majority  obeyed 
without  questioning  the  authority  ot  the 
chief.  The  ambition  to  reign  was  as  strong 
in  Giannetino,  as  the  absence  of  the  qualities 
best  calculated  to  secure  success  was  visi- 
ble. Haughty,  vain,  insolent  to  equals  and 
inferiors,  he  gained  the  hatred  of  many,  the 
contempt  of  some,  and  the  dislike  of  all ; 
while  he  presented  his  faults  to  the  con- 
stant criticism  of  the  multitude.  The 
Count  Fiesco  saw  and  sympathized  with 
the  popular  feeling.  His  views  expanded 
when  he  remarked  the  tone  of  the  public 
mind ;  and  circumstances,  perhaps,  more 
than  his  own  wishes,  made  him  ambitious 
of  the  chief  power  in  Genoa.  In  another 
State  he  might  have  been  an  emulous 
citizen,  struggling  for  the  public  good : 
in  Genoa,  chafed,  his  passions  weighed 
with  the  nice  eye  of  the  cunning  politi- 
cians of  his  age,  he  was  first  regarded  as 
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an  instrament,  until  his  ambition  rendered 
him  a  Conspirator.  Perhaps  we  have 
more  sympathy  with  him  in  his  moumfni 
death,  than  interest  in  his  hopes.  His 
history,  full  of  ambition  as  it  was,  perhaps 
tinged  with  crime,  proves  that  he  loved 
Genoa ;  and  those  stories  told  to  his  disad- 
vantage were  more  the  current  rumours  of 
the  Doria  faction,  than  historical  truths. 
It  is  certain  that  he  opposed  the  assassina- 
tion of  the  Dorias,  recommended  by  his 
partizans;  and  if  his  revolt  be  void  of 
excuse,  it  is  strongly  palliated  by  the  con- 
duct of  Giannetino,  who  twice  or  thrice 
attempted  his  life.  His  death,  in  the  midst 
of  victory,  was  a  heavy  punishment  for 
his  error,  or  it  may  be — crime. 

This  conspiracy  is  undoubtedly  amongst 
the  most  extraordinary  attempts  in  the 
annals  of  history.  It  grew  and  flourished, 
extended  itself  amongst  all  classes,  yet, 
witbit  before  their  eyes,  the  parties  most 
interested  in  its  suppression,  seemed  blind- 
folded in  the  midst  of  their  dangers.    The 
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mask  of  pleasure  worn  by  Fiesco,  suflj- 
ciently  disguised  his  intentions;  and  the 
gay  Count  of  Lavagna  was  considered  more 
likely  to  plot  a  fBte,  than  the  downfall 
of  a  government.  It  may  be  truly  said 
of  him,  that  his  virtues  were  his  own  ; 
his  vices  and  crimes,  the  result  of  his  posi- 
tion. 

Of  the  remaining  characters  introduced, 
some  are  fictitious,  others  real.  To  give  an 
idea  of  the  opulence  and  luxury  of  Genoa  at 
this  period  of  her  history,  even  when  greatly 
fallen  from  her  previous  power,  it  was 
necessary  to  introduce  representatives  of 
the  higher  classes  in  the  State;  and  the 
style  of  living  adopted  by  the  Count  was 
but  the  type  of  his  order.  Three  centuries 
have  now  passed  since  the  occurrence  of 
the  scenes  sketched  in  the  present  volumes; 
and  while  we  may  regard  the  Genoa  of 
1547  as  the  sign  of  the  downfall  of  the 
Italian  Republics,  the  events  of  the  present 
hour  seem  to  point  to  the  Grenoa  of  1846 
as  the  source  from  which  may  spring  the 
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liberty  and  prosperity  of  Italy.  Perhaps 
there  is  no  portion  of  Europe  regarded 
at  the  present  time  with  more  interest  by 
the  speculative  politician,  than  that  country. 
An  ancient  land,  replete  with  noble  associa- 
tions ;  a  nurse  in  the  arts ;  the  cradle  of 
music;  the  early  protector  of  literature; 
famed  when  other  nations  were  struggling 
to  rise  above  the  helplessness  of  their  in- 
fancy; Italy  has  many  claims  upon  the 
politician,  the  artist,  the  author,  and  above 
all  upon  those  who  would  desire  to  see  the 
favoured  institutions  of  this  empire  not 
confined  within  its  own  limits,  but  its  uni- 
versal benefits  shared  by  the  entire  world. 
Events  are  rapidly  approaching  to  a  crisis, 
and  public  opinion  is  assuming  a  tone 
which  must  ultimately  lead  to  the  establish- 
ment of  principles,  that  in  their  healthful 
operation  will  tend  to  raise  that  country 
to  the  rank  which,  from  her  situation 
in  Europe,  her  population  and  resources, 
she  should  maintain.  To  see  Italy  assum- 
ing its  natural  and  legitimate  position,  is  a 
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hope  expressed  by  all  who  have  read  its 
early  history,  marked  its  more  matured 
struggles,  and  now  lament  its  fallen  great- 
ness. By  directing  attention  to  its  past 
history,  public  curiosity  may  be  roused, 
public  mterest  excited,  and  when  these  two 
great  engines  of  regeneration  are  once  put 
in  motion,  there  is  reason  to  expect  the 
best  results  from  their  combined  opera- 
tions. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

'*  Ho  I  my  masters,  a  boat !"  exclaimed 
a  young  man  who  stood  on  the  edge  of  the 
Grand  Canal  in  Venice,  a  few  yards  below 
the  Rialto,  and  pointed  to  two  gondoliers 
who  slowly  and  lazily  impelled  their  boat 
towards  him  from  the  other  side.  ''  Quick, 
or  you  lose  a  fare/'  he  continued,  turning 
as  he  spoke  to  another  person  who  stood 
by  his  side  wearing  a  broad  slouched  hat 
drawn  over  his  brows,  and  having  his  arms 
folded  under  a  short,  sombre  coloured  cloak 
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that  was  wrapped  round  his  shoulders.  He 
seemed  some  years  older  than  his  com- 
panion, who  could  not  have  counted  more 
than  twenty  summers,  and  not  unlike  one 
of  those  strange  pillars  of  State  upon  which 
Venetian  policy  so  much  rested,  when  the 
unscrupulous  Ten  preferred  plivate  removal 
to  a  public  execution  of  those  who  incurred 
their  suspicion  or  displeasure.  "  What  say 
you,  Sebastian  ?  Fm  for  St.  Mark's — wilt 
gor 

"  To  the  church  ?"  asked  his  companion, 
glancing  down  the  canal  on  which  floated 
a  throng  of  gondolas  hastening  in  that 
direction. 

The  other  nodded  an  aflirmative. 

'*  Not  I !"  rejoined  his  companion. 
'*  Prayer's  not  to  my  taste  ;  and  somehow 
I  feel  more  disposed  to  try  the  vintage  oi 
mine  host  of  the  *  Three  Crowns,'  than  spend 
a  summer's  evening  in  a  dull  church. 
Let's  cross  the  bridge — the  house  is  famed 
for  its  liquors." 

*'  I'm  no  toper,"  rejoined  the  other  care- 
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lessly;  "  and  even  if  I  were,  I  must  to  busi- 
ness before  pleasure,"  he  continued  as  the 
boat  now  shot  forward  to  the  edge  of  the  canal 
beneath  his  feet ;  ''  and  I  go  to  St.  Mark's 
to  look  at  Venice,  as  I'll  warrant  the  cathe-b 
dral  just  now  a  good  picture  of  the  city, 
the  Ten,  and  all." 

*'  Why  not,"  asked  his  companion,  draw- 
ing him  back  for  a  moment,  ''  go  at  once  to 
the  palace,  claim  the  admission  of  a  relative, 
and  then  act  as  circumstances  may  warrant? 
The  bolder  we  are,  the  more  successful  wq 
may  be." 
.  *'  True  :  the  advice  is  good.  Yet  some- 
how I  have  a  fancy  to  visit  the  church, 
and  will  give  the  whim  a  loose  rein.  Tut ! 
'twill  pass  the  time,  and  be,  if  nought  else, 
a  novelty  to  boot,  for  religion  and  we  have 
been  strangers  of  late.  There  now — to 
boat.  Turn  her  point  this  way,"  he  con- 
tinued, addressing  the  boatmen  ;  and  enter- 
ing the  gondola,  he  was  slowly,  and  seem- 
ingly without  much  relish,  followed  by  his 
companion. 
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The  two  gondoliers  received  their  direc- 
tions to  convey  them  to  St.  Mark's,  and  the 
young  man  who  had  asked  their  services 
threw  himself  carelessly    across  the   seat 
•which  was  nearest    to   the  boat's  prow, 
while  the  other  burying  his  features  behind 
the  shade  of  the  dark  awning,  which  cano- 
pied a  portion  of  the  gondola  and  afforded 
protection  against  the  heat  of  the  sun,  drew 
his   hat   still  more  over  his  features,  and 
began  to  trace  with  a  keen  eye,  as  they 
swept  rapidly  down  the  canal,  the  fronts  of 
the    various  noble    edifices,   palaces,   and 
churches,  that  lined  both  its  sides.  Behind 
them  lay  the  Rialto  with  its  lofty  single 
arch  spanning  the  canal,  and  throwing  its 
deep  shadow  far   over  the  surface  of  the 
waters ;  and  before  them  gleamed  a  long 
line  of  palaces,  the  marble  steps  that  led 
up  to  them  gently  laved  by  the  still  waters, 
while  here  and  there  the  fronts  and  spires 
of  many  a  church  produced  variety,  and 
imparted  grandeur  to  the  scene. 

In  the  decorations  of  the   edifices  that 
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lined  this  great  thoroughfare  through  the 
heart  of  Venice,  every  grace  that  art,  and 
skill,  and  wealth  could  lend  to  architecture 
had  been  unsparingly  employed,  and  pillars, 
pediments,  cornices,  and  mouldings — ^the 
chaste  products  of  Grecian  genius,  or  the 
fantastic  devices  of  Saracenic  taste  were 
profusely  employed  to  accumulate  ornament 
and  increase  effect. 

As  the  gondola  now  turned  the  bend  in 
the  canal,  which  had  previously  excluded 
from  view  the  five  domes  of  St.  Mark,  the 
scene  on  the  water  became  more  varied  and 
animated.  Multitudes  of  other  boats  passed 
and  repassed  them,  some  hired  like  their 
own,  and  many  belonging  to  the  nobles 
and  wealthy  merchants  of  the  great  mis^ 
tress  of  the  Adriatic ;  most  of  them  carry* 
ing,  conspicuous  on  their  sides,  the  arms  of 
their  several  proprietors.  Over  all  this 
scene,  so  replete  with  life,  changing,  and 
ever  presenting  some  new  features,  prevailed 
a  stillness  and  absence  from  tumult  or  noise, 
the  peculiar  coatrast  of  Venice  with  other 
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cities ;  and  the  boats  glided  through  the 
calm,  unruffled  waters  of  the  canal,  which 
reflected  their  figures  on  their  smooth  sur- 
face, with  an  easy  motion  that  hardly 
created  a  ripple  as  their  prows  gently 
parted  them.  The  evening  too  was  one  of 
those  clear  Italian  evenings,  when  not  a 
doud,  not  even  a  speck,  dims  the  surface 
of  the  sky,  which  seemed  a  pure  sheet  of 
silver,  so  cloudless  and  bright  did  it  appear. 
The  gondoliers  propelled  their  boat 
rapidly  forward,  and  neither  of  its  occu* 
pants  had  exchanged  words  since  they 
entered  it,  for  the  younger  of  the  two  had 
hardly  altered  his  position,  but  lay  with  his 
head  turned  from  his  companion,  whose 
attention  seemed  completely  absorbed  in 
the  contemplation  of  the  buildings  on  both 
sides  of  the  canal,  and  of  the  gay  scene  on 
its  surface.  All  the  beauties  of  the  Piazza 
were  bursting  on  their  view.  The  steps  at 
the  Ducal  Palace  were  crowded  with  the 
passengers  landing  from  the  various  gon- 
dolas that  almost  covered  the  broad  space 
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before  thein;  and  the  Tariegated  dresses 
worn  by  travellers  froni  the  East  and  West, 
the  turbaned  Turk  and  the  gay  cavaliers  of 
France,  the  rich  merchants  of  the  LoW 
Countries  and  Arfaienia,  with  visitors  frond 
England,  and  statdiy  Dons  from  Spain, 
harmonized  well  with  the  graver  and  more 
sober  garbs  of  the  native  Venetians*  The 
lingering  rays  of  the  sun  still  touched  the 
top  of  the  lofty  Campanile,  as  stratige  and 
lonely  it  stood  like  a  guardian  genius  over 
the  five  mos<que<-likd  domes  of  the  Cathedral, 
and  relieved  the  d&rker  shadte  of  the  bronie 
horses^  that  guairded  its  edtranbe^  while  here 
and  there  a  straying  ray  lighted  lip  the 
front  of  the  great  public  library.  Opposite 
to  this  seat  of  Venetian  policy  and  type  of 
its  wealth  and  gibndeurlay  many  a  wealthy 
argosy  and  stately  barge,  and  the  huge 
Bucentaur,  its  sides  relieved  by  gay  colours, 
and  an  ample  flag  floating  from  its  single 
mast  was  moored  before  St.  Giorgio 
Majore,  whose  architectural  beauties  were 
the  children  of  Palladio's  genius. 
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The  gondola  stopped  before  the  steps  at 
the  Ducal  Palace,  the  boatmen  with  diffi- 
culty getting  forward  amongst  the  crowd, 
for  the  landing  was  greatly  thronged,  and 
the  water  covered  with  boats.  After  some 
delay,  they  succeeded  in  making  a  landing, 
and  the  two  men  leaped  out,  while  the  boat 
was  soon  jostled  out  of  its  place  to  make 
way  for  others  arriving  after  it.  The  younger 
of  the  two  now  paused  for  some  moments 
at  the  base  of  one  of  the  two  tall  columns 
that  faced  the  sea,  and  ran  his  eyes  over 
the  throng  that  eagerly  approached  the 
entrance  to  the  Church  of  St.  Mark — ^for  it 
was  the  evening  of  a  day  more  than  ordi- 
narily reverenced  by  the  Venetians,  that  of 
the  festival  of  their  patron  saint — while 
his  companion  appeared  little  to  mark  the 
scene  or  the  purpose  that  induced  them  to 
mix  in  it.  The  twenty-fifth  of  April,  in  the 
year  1524,  showed  no  diminution  in  the 
zeal  of  the  Venetians  for  the  service  of  their 
Patron,  under  whose  protection  they  had 
grown  in  power  and  wealth,  rich  in  com- 
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merce,  prosperity,  and  arms.  The  religious 
feeling  was  not  restricted  to  class  or  sex, 
but  seemed  to  pervade  all  ranks  in  the  city ; 
and  the  strangers  found  themselves,  as  they 
now  strove  to  proceed  to  the  church,  jostled 
by  nobles,  craftsmen,  mechanics,  dames,  old 
and  young,  soldiers  and  sailors,  bearded 
Armenians,  and  converted  children  of 
Israel. 

"Well,  Sebastian,  what  sayest  thou  to 
this  boast  of  Venice  ?'*  whispered  the 
younger  of  the  two,  as,  after  an  eflfort,  they 
found  themselves  at  the  cathedral  door. 
'*  Genoa  has  nought  that  can  equal  it." 

"  Nothing,  indeed !  The  fiend  take  them, 
how  they  push;'*  and  borne  on  with  the 
throng  that  jostled  and  rolled  forward,  they 
at  last  entered  the  building,  separated  from 
each  other  by  the  motion  of  the  crowd,  and 
the  younger  stranger  found  himself  alone  in 
the  midst  of  it,  for  though  of  Venice,  not 
an  eye  there  recognized  him,  nor  did  he 
court  acquaintance.  Glancing  over  the  in- 
terior of  the  building,  rich  in  every  decora- 
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tion  which  gold  could  purchase  or  genius 
and  art  produce,  he  slowly  backed  out  of 
the  throng,  and  gaining  a  position  close  be- 
side one  of  the  five  hundred  pillars  of  bril- 
liant marble  that  supported  the  lofty  roof, 
his  looks  ranged  over  its  golden  surface, 
and  then  settled  on  the  floor  inlaid  with 
jasper  and  porphyry,  from  whence  they 
turned  to  the  Pala  d'oro,  said  to  contain  the 
relics  of  the  saint,  where  the  sheen  of  gold 
and  silver,  and  the  star-like  sparkle  of  pre- 
cious stones  gleamed  and  glistened,  as  their 
light  was  occasionally  shaded  by  the  motions 
of  the  crowd. 

**Well,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  and 
something  like  a  feeling  of  pride  in  the 
place  lighted  up  his  features,  •*  if  their  patron 
saint  forget  the  Venetians,  the  fault  is  in 
their  prayers,  and  not  in  any  niggardly 
commemoration  of  his  existence,  for  they 
seem  to  have  beggared  nature  and  art  to 
raise  this  building  to  his  memory,"  and 
leaving  the  place  to  walk  nearer  to  the 
shrine,  he  had  almost  stumbled  over  two 
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elderiy  females  who  were  kneeling  at  the 
other  side  of  the  column. 

"  Signor — Signor/*  exclaimed  one  of  them 
peevishly,  'Mook  were  thou  goest,  and  if 
thou  can'st  not  pray,  don't  trample  on  those 
who  do." 

"I  crave  your  pardon,"  rejoined  the 
other  with  a  ready  and  graceful  courtesy ; 
**  and  if  I  have  been  rude,  my  anxiety  to 
examine  the  treasures  which  your  country- 
men have  collected  into  this  most  mag- 
nificent pile  must  plead  my  excuse." 

"True,  Signor,  true,"  answered  the 
woman,  and,  like  a  true  daughter  of  St. 
Mark,  she  forgot  self  in  the  compliment  to 
the  church.  "  Thou  art  not  of  Venice, 
then,"  and  as  the  stranger  nodded  a  gesture 
she  might  construe  into  an  affirmative  or 
not  as  she  pleased,  she  was  resuming  her 
conversation  with  her  companion,  which 
seemed  to  be  the  devotion  the  stranger  had 
interrupted,  and  he  was  moving  forward  to 
join  his  comrade,  who  had  proceeded  to- 
wards the  vestry,  when  a  name  uttered  near 
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him  caused  him  again  to  pause  and  look  for 
the  speaker,  whom  he  found  in  the  female 
that  had  just  addressed  him. 

**  Why  all  Venice  knows,"  she  observed 
in  an  under  tone,  but  every  word  rung 
audibly  in  the  ears  of  the  listener,  who  ap- 
peared anxiously  to  scan  the  objects  round 
him,  in  order  that  his  own  espionage  might 
escape  detection,  **  every  one  knows  that 
Battista  Verrina  was  too  wild  a  profligate 
to  inherit  aught  but  his  father's  curse/' 

'*He  died  wealthy,  too,"  observed  the 
other  female. 

"  Wealthy  !  The  word  wants  meaning. 
He  was  too  rich.  His  name  was  in  every 
mouth  in  Venice.  Nor  was  he  churlish 
with  his  gold  ;  for  the  richest  jewel  in  the 
Pala  d'oro  was  a  present  from  him  when  the 
argosy  named  after  his  young  wife  escaped 
the  infidel  Turks." 

"  It  was  strange  he  married,  and  that  too 
at  his  years." 

**N6 — no!"  said  the  other,  carelessly. 
**'  Battista  had  gone  too  far  to  be  forgiven. 
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and  he  married  to  cut  him  out  with  the 
hope  of  a  new  heir ;  and/'  continued  the 
narrator,  "  no  later  than  yesterday,  after 
making  some  arrangements  with  her  notary, 
his  young  widow  told  me  that  her  child,  if 
a  boy,  and  if  he  lived,  would  be  able  to 
rank  with  the  highest  heads  under  St. 
Mark's/' 

**  And  if  a  girl  ?"  asked  the  other. 

"  Ah  1  the  poor  lady's  cheek  grew  pale 
when  I  asked  the  same  question ;  for  the 
old  man  must  support  his  name,  and  his 
daughter  would  receive  but  a  sorry  portion, 
while  Battista  succeeds  as  heir  to  the  family 
inheritance." 

"  I  hope  the  child  may  be  a  boy,"  said 
the  other. 

"  It  is  my  own  prayer,"  echoed  her  com- 
panion. 

'*  And  thus  make  a  beggar  of  the  eldest 
bom,"  muttered  the  stranger.  **  By  St. 
Mark,  he'll  hardly  endure  it,  had  she  fifty 
boys;"  and  tapping  the  female  on  the 
shoulder,    he   added    aloud ;    '^  Methinks, 
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dame,  you  and  Vemce  are  long  and  well 
acquainted.  You  know  most  of  its  g^reat 
names." 

"Yes,  truly,  most  of  them,  for  it's  now 
nearly  sixty  years  since  first  we  knew  each 
other,  and  few  Venetians  of  note  have 
escaped  my  memory.  Tliere  were — "  )and 
with  the  garrulity  of  age  she  was  beginning 
to  catalogue  the  families  she  knew^  when 
the  other  interrupted  her  by  askibg : 

"  How  fares  the  old  Signer  Guido  Ver- 
rina  ?  I  knew  a  son  of  his  at  Genoa,  and 
he  had  heard  that  some  eighteen  months 
back,  or  more,  the  old  gentleman  had  taken 
unto  himself  a  young  spouse,  and  was  for- 
getting age  in  matrimony.  How  fares  he 
now?" 

**  He's  dead,  Signor,"  replied  the  female, 
shortly,  and  looking  fixedly  on  the  ques- 
tioner. 

"  Indeed  !  And  the  young  widow  ?  I'll 
warrant  me  she's  as  gay  as  a  kitten  at  play 
under  this  heavy  loss.  Heigho  I  old  men 
only  put  another  nail  in  their  coffins  by 
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such  odd  tricks.  Young  wives,  dame, 
should  have  young  husbands.  For  her 
then  it's  a  happy  change." 

''  No,  indeed,  Signer,  rather  a  sad  one, 
for  she  liked  the  old  man,  and  her  chief 
comfort  is  now  in  the  hope  of  soon  be- 
coming a  mother,"  replied  the  other,  ex- 
amining the  questioner's  features  as  closely 
as  the  dim  lights  in  the  great  cathedral 
would  permit  her,  and  sometimes  she 
thought  they  exhibited  stronger  interest 
than  a  stranger  could  feel. 

'^  Indeed,"  said  the  other,  quickly  com- 
posing his  features,  ''  and  the  Signer  Guido 
Verrina  has  been  hurried  away  before  he 
could  see  the  face  of  his  heir,  yet  not  soon 
enough,  by  your  tale,  to  save  the  birthright 
of  his  first-bom.  Death  and  Battista  will 
be  sworn  foes  after  this." 

"  The  young  Verrina  was  a  wild  youth, 
Signor,"  observed  the  dame. 

*'  Yet  his  sire's  harshness  will  hardly  cure 
the  distemper ;  for  beggary  is  a  bad  legacy, 
and  often  promotes  the  vices  it  is  meant  to 
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check.  So  his  widow  you  expect  will  soon 
become  a  mother.'* 

"  We  are  hourly  waiting  that  event,  and 
it  was  with  some  difficulty  that,  being  in 
attendance  on  her,  I  could  be  spared  to 
come  to  St  Mark's  to  oflfer  up  a  prayer  for 
her  safety." 

*'  Ah,  the  event  is  then  at  hand !''  said 
the  inquirer,  carelessly.  *^  I  owe  you  thanks 
for  your  ready  information,"  and  again 
thanking  her,  he  moved  forward  through 
the  church,  sauntering  leisurely  amongst 
the  kneeling  crowd,  now  somewhat  thinned, 
and  paying  but  little  attention  to  the  beau- 
ties of  the  building,  or  to  the  people  round 
him.  He  reached  the  entrance  to  the 
vestry,  and  found  his  companion  leaning 
against  one  of  the  brazen  gates  leading  up 
to  it. 

''  Eh !  hast  prayed  long  and  piously, 
Sebastian  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  other  ;  "  prayed 
most  devoutly  for  a  midnight  lodging  beside 
the  Pala  d'oro ;  a  few  trusty  hands,  and  a 
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day's  ride  in  advance  of  the  Seignory.  What 
sayest  thou  ?  Wilt  join  in  a  bold  venture 
to  turn  the  shrine  to  profit  ?*' 

"  Out  on  it,  man.  No.  I  am  of  Venice, 
and  won't  rob  St.  Mark's.  Keep  thy  designs 
to  thyself,  or  thou  mayest  find  nursing 
mothers  among  the  Ten,  who  pillow  such 
innocently-minded  babes  mostly  under  the 
Bialto.  So  if  thou  covetest  drier  lodgings, 
let's  go,  for  my  piety  has  flown  before  an 
old  wife's  gossip,  and  the  time  for  action  is 
nearer  by  days  than  I  imagined;"  and  leading 
the  way,  both  now  proceeded  towards  the 
great  doors  of  the  principal  entrance,  while 
the  two  women,  induced  by  the  conversa- 
tion just  related,  and  their  curiosity  excited 
by  some  vague  surmises,  hurried  after 
them,  and  reached  the  porch  of  the  church 
as  soon  as  they.  The  rays  of  light  shed 
from  a  large  lamp  fell  upon  the  features  of 
the  taller  of  the  two  as  he  turned  towards 
the  interior,  and  his  eyes  met  the  eager 
glances  of  the  woman  with  whom  he  had 
conversed.     She  drew  back,    raised    her 
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hand  as  if  to  shade  the  light  from  her  eyes, 
and  as  he  turned  away  whispered  seem- 
ingly to  herself, 

^^  Battista  Verrina,  or  sight  and  memory 
fail  me." 

"  Where  ?"  exclaimed  the  other  eagerly. 

"  He — there — gone !  May  the  saints  pro- 
tect the  young  widow !"  and  before  either, 
after  the  first  shock  of  astonishment,  could 
gain  the  street,  the  stranger  had  disap- 
peared amongst  the  crowd  that  still  hung 
about  the  church  door. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

Thrbb  days  had  elapsed  since  the  feast 
of  St.  Mark,  and  Battista  Verrina  was  now 
with  one  chosen  companion,  a  resident  in 
the  house  of  his  childhood,  from  which, 
during  the  last  few  years  of  his  father's  life- 
time, he  had  heen  carefully  excluded.  The 
young  widow  could  not  refuse  his  request 
to  be  permitted  the  privilege  of  resting 
under  her  roof  during  the  period  of  his  stay 
in  Venice,  since  the  rapidly  approaching 
future  would  in  a  few  days  decide  whether 
she  or  he  remained  possessor  of  old  Guide's 
palace ;  and  she  was  too  wise  needlessly  to 
irritate  one  who  might  have  much  in  his 
power,  and  whom  report  described  as  not 
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over-scrupulous  in  the  way  he  repaid 
injuries.  During  the  last  five  years  of  his 
life,  he  had  been  resident  in  Genoa,  and 
with  a  plausibility  of  manner  that  covered 
his  natural  disposition  with  a  frankness 
not  unbecoming  in  youth,  an  easy  and 
courteous  grace  charming  in  female  society, 
he  had  gained  esteem  with  some  of  the 
nobles  of  that  Republic,  living  few  knew 
how.  His  wild  profligacy  while  in  Venice 
had  completely  turned  against  him  the 
heart  of  his  father,  destroying  the  last 
remnant  of  his  afiection  for  him,  and  excit- 
ing such  a  bitter  hatred  against  vices  he 
could  not  control  or  overlook,  that  in  the 
extreme  of  his  irritation  he  married  the 
daughter  of  a  poor  though  haughty  noble, 
whose  long  descent  was  nearly  his  only 
heritage,  and  as  Guido  Verrina  had  acquired 
immense  wealth  by  successful  commerce, 
the  merchant  supported  by  his  gold  the 
previously  waning  glories  of  his  wife's 
house  and  family.  He  even  exceeded  the 
expectations  of  her  father,  for  in  his  anger 
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at  his  son's  excesses,  he  announced  his 
determination,  if  Providence  sent  him  an 
heir,  to  strike  out  Battista's  name  from  his 
will,  and  make  his  second  bom  the  inheritor 
of  all  his  wealth  and  property.  A  still 
greater  advantage  was  taken  of  his  aversion 
to  his  eldest  child ;  and  the  noble,  proud  of 
his  descent,  and  conscious  that  the  mer- 
chant's gold  could  still  add  to  its  lustre, 
determined  that  if  Guido  had  a  son  born  to 
him,  that  he  should  bear  his  mother's 
name  of  Beniti.  The  merchant  agreed; 
but  as  wealth  had  given  him  also  a  taste 
for  family  importance,  his  consent  could  be 
brought  no  farther  than  the  disinheritance 
of  his  eldest  bom,  and  the  maintenance  of 
his  wife's  family  name,  for  on  the  death  of 
a  son,  or  the  birth  of  a  daughter,  all  re- 
verted to  Battista. 

The  conditions  of  this  agreement  were 
well  known  to  the  party  most  interested  in 
their  non-fulfilment,  for  his  father  made  no 
secret  of  their  existence  ;  and  the  younger 
Verrina  had  determined  to  render  them,  if 
possible,  ineffectual.      Not  long  after  his 
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second  marriage,  Guido  was  gathered  to  his 
tomb,  leaving  behind  him  a  young  widow, 
soon  to  become  a  young  mother.  While  on 
his  death-bed  he  would  hear  of  no  reconci- 
liation with  Battista  ;  and  the  conditions  of 
Ids  will,  as  far  as  he  was  concerned,  remained 
anchanged.  Time  rapidly  progressed. 
A  few  weeks  soon  narrowed  down  to  a  few 
days,  and  Battista,  when  the  young  widow 
was  hourly  expecting  to  become  a  mother, 
appeared  in  Venice. 

It  was  about  an  hour  past  midnight.  The 
streets  were  silent,  for  hardly  one  soUtary 
wanderer  of  the  multitude  which  but  a  short 
time  before  thronged  every  thoroughfare  of 
the  then  densely  populated  Venice,  awaked 
by  his  footfall  the  slumbering  echo.  The 
sky,  clear  and  unruffled  lay  like  a  canopy 
of  silver  over  the  city  of  marble  palaces 
beneath  it ;  while  not  a  cloud  dimmed  its 
still  beauty,  not  a  breath  stirred  the  smooth 
surface  of  the  calm  waters  beneath,  so 
profoundly  quiet  did  all  appear  buried  in 
the  solemn  silence  of  the  hour.  Late,  how- 
ever, as  the  time  was,  a  lamp  still  burned 
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in  a  remote  apartment  of  the  Verrina  palace. 
It  was  a  small  chamber,  and  its  occupants 
were  Battista  Verrina  and  the  Genoese,  his 
companion  in  St.  Mark's  Church,  named 
Sebastian  Larcero.  On  a  table  before  them 
were  the  remains  of  some  viands  on  which 
they  had  supped ;  two  flasks  of  wine  and 
Venetian  glasses  to  drink  with,  though 
neither  of  them  seemed  to  care  much  for 
drinking,  so  deeply  and  earnestly  were 
they  engaged  in  conversation.  Whatever 
was  the  subject  that  occupied  their  atten- 
tion, it  possessed  no  common  interest  with 
both,  for  they  had  been  long  closeted 
together,  and  even  now,  when  the  night 
was  fast  merging  into  the  coming  day,  did 
they  sit  in  silent  meditation  or  exchange 
short  questions  and  shorter  replies. 

"  In  conscience,  Larcero,"  said  Verrina, 
rising  from  his  chair  and  beginning  to  pace 
through  the  apartment;  '^  I  find  that  my 
necessities  must  be  relieved  before  they 
overwhelm  me,  since  my  name  is  not 
worth    a    single    ducat.     Bonds    stare   at 
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me  here  and  in  Genoa,  and  when  I  walk 
the  streets,  I  almost  fear  to  meet  a  creditor 
in  every  man  I  see." 

*'  No  pleasant  position/'  returned  the 
other. 

*^  'Sdeath,  man,  it's  a  very  hell,  and  one 
out  of  which  I  must  come,  for  I  will  not 
suffer  the  maudlin  humours  of  dotage  to 
damn  me  eternally.  You  know  how  my  late 
worthy  sire's  will  stands,  and  that  this  child, 
if  a  hoy,  will  come  between  me  and  the 
possession  of  this  palace  with  all  the  wealth 
belonging  to  it ;  if  a  girl,  why  in  God's 
name,  she  is  safe.  But  a  boy,  Sebastian — 
and  of  late  I  have  become  somewhat  of  a 
prophet,  and  dreamed  twice  that  her  brat 
was  jostling  me  out  of  my  lawful  inheri- 
tance— a  boy  must  sleep  under  those 
waters,"  and  he  pointed  from  the  window 
to  the  surface  of  the  canal  which  shone  clear 
and  bright  beneath.  '*  He  must  sleep  there." 

"  And  suppose  I  consent  to  be  wet-nurse 
on  the  occasion,  how,"  asked  Larcero,  **  am 
I  to  obtain  the  situation  ?" 
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"  Thus,"  and  Verrina  in  a  few  words 
stated  the  plan  on  which  he  intended  to  act, 
should  old  Guido's  posthumous  child  be  a 
son.  "  You  see  there  is  but  little  risk, 
while  the  reward  I  promise  might  tempt 
you,  even  were  the  danger  fourfold." 

''  I  am  thine/'  said  Larcero,  after  a  mo- 
ment's pause,  and  extending  his  hand  as  he 
spoke,  while  Verrina  grasped  it  firmly  and 
warmly  in  his  own.  "  Thine,  on  this  ven- 
ture!" 

*'  Then  our  bargain  is  finished,  and  the 
ti^e  for  action  approaches.  Every  moment 
is  precious,  and  not  one  must  be  lost,"  said 
Verrina  walking  over  to  the  door  which  he 
slowly  and  cautiously  opened.  *'  Hist!" 
he  exclaimed  after  an  anxious  pause,  ^*  a 
child's  cry,  by  St.  Mark !"  and  the  other 
sprung  to  his  side. 

"  A  lusty  boy's  shout !"  muttered  Lar- 
cero,  in  a  deep,  under  tone.  "  That  note  is 
worth  gold,  any  how." 

"  Yes.  Listen  for  a  moment,"  and  Ver- 
rina spoke  as  if  the  words  came  hissing 

VOL.  I.  c 
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from  between  his  clenched  teeth.  "  'Tis 
the  shout  of  an  enemy  who  must  be  re- 
moved. Be  at  the  steps  on  the  canal  in 
half  an  hour.  Light  or  dark  we  must  work 
now.  Go;  this  venture  brings  wealth  to 
both  of  us." 

''  And  death  to  a  third,  perhaps  a 
fourth,"  muttered  Larcero. 

*'  True,"  said  Verrina  to  himself,  as  the 
other  crept  noiselessly  along  the  corridor 
leading  from  the  room.  **  True,"  and  his 
eye  lighted  up  with  a  peculiar  expression 
as  if  he^ would  look  the  thoughts  he  feared 
to  clothe  with  words.  '*  The  victim  is  but 
the  sign  of  the  destruction  of  its  destroyer. 
To-morrow,  and  only  I  represent  my  house ! 
A  day  or  two  more,  and  the  evidence  of 
this  guilt  will  have  perished,"  and  gloomily 
he  turned  towards  the  window,  and  gazed 
out  upon  the  sleeping  city  over  whose  roofs 
the  morning  was  breaking,  yet  still  it  lay  in 
the  depth  of  repose,  while  not  a  breath 
stirred  the  waters  of  the  canal ;  not  an  oar- 
stroke  broke  the  silence,  for  the  gondolas 
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were  chained  up  to  the  marble  steps  that 
here  and  there  descended  to  the  water's 
edge,  and  not  even  the  howl  of  a  hungry 
dog  sent  back  its  echo  to  disturb  the  uni- 
versal tranquillity.  Slowly  Verrina  turned 
from  the  window,  and  quitted  the  apart- 
ment. 


c  2 
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CHAPTER  III. 


Two  old  women  occupied  the  chamber  of 
the  young  widow,  now  become  a  young 
mother.  It  was  a  lonely,  dark  looking 
apartment,  fitted  up  rather  with  an  idea  of 
solemn  magnificence  than  with  a  tasteful 
appreciation  of  what  was  becomingly  useful. 
The  furniture  was  heavy  and  antique,  while 
a  thick,  dark  drapery  covered  the  walls,  and 
gave  to  the  room  a  sad  and  forbidding  as- 
pect. Both  the  women  sat  opposite  to  the 
fire  which  had  burned  almost  out,  for  in 
the  interest  of  their  conversation  they  had 
forgotten  to  replenish  it ;  and  now  the  wood 
embers,  charred  and  black,  or  occasionally 
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emitting  a  partial  spark,  aided  to  increase 
the  solemnity  which  the  apartment  was  so 
well  calculated  to  produce.  Beside  them 
was  placed  a  small  cot,  covered  with  a 
rich  silken  quilt,  its  sides  festooned  with 
gay  looking  ribbons,  the  top  being  canopied 
with  purple  velvet,  and  in  it  rested,  in  gentle 
slumber,  the  child  of  Guido  Verrina's  old 
age,  bom  when  he  himself  was  lying  in  his 
cold  and  silent  tomb.  They  were  the  same 
women  whose  conversation  Battista  had 
interrupted  in  the  Church  of  St.  Mark — 
one  of  them  an  attached  personal  attendant 
upon  the  young  widow,  the  other  an  old 
and  trusted  gossip,  who  was  employed  to 
assist  her  upon  this  occasion.  Their  con- 
versation, deeply  interesting  to  both,  was 
carried  on  in  whispers,  and  many  signifi- 
cant looks  were  directed  by  each  to  a  lofty 
canopied  bed  which  was  placed  in  a  recess 
of  the  apartment,  its  black  velvet  hangings, 
unrelieved  by  any  light,  seeming  a  portion 
of  the  dark  arras  that  covered  the  walls,  so 
sombre  and  lifeless  did  they  appear.     Evi- 
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dently  the  minds  of  both  were  depressed, 
and  then:  imagination  of  evil  was  excited  and 
increased  by  the  cold,  dark  appearance  of 
the  apartment ;  the  lonely,  solemn  looking 
couch  occupied  by  the  widow ;  and  some 
internal  monition  that  warned  them  of  the 
approach  of  coming  danger. 

''  I  would,"  said  one  of  them,  hardly 
speaking  above  a  whisper,  '^  that  the  widow 
was  once  well  again,  for  it  is  fearful  being 
thus  alone  in  this  old  palace  with  her  in 
sickness,  and,"  she  sank  her  voice  still 
lower,  ''  one  under  the  roof  who  is  not  her 
friend." 

'*  How  bears  he  this  event  ?"  asked  the 
other,  **  since  now  he  is  without  hope  of 
succeeding  to  his  father's  wealth.  It  is  a 
lusty,  hale  infant,"  and  she  pointed  to 
the  couch,  ''  for  seldom  St.  Mark  looks 
upon  a  finer  or  healthier  boy.  May  the 
saints  protect  him !  and  Battista  may  bid 
farewell  to  the  heirship,  if  it  depend  upon 
his  life.     Has  he  yet  seen  him?" 

"  Seen  him?"  reiterated  the  other.  "Yes, 
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truly  he  has,  and  taken  him  in  his  arms, 
caressed  and  fondled  him,  called  him  his 
little  brother,  and  his  old,  dead  father's 
likeness ;  yet  methinks/'  and  she  paused  for 
a  moment,  and  placed  her  hand  impres- 
sively upon  the  other's  arm ;  **  methinks 
there  was  little  joy  in  his  heart,  for  a  strange, 
frightful  light  gleamed  from  his  dark  eyes, 
and  his  countenance  grew  pale  as  he  blessed 
him.  Battista  Verrina's  blessing,  may 
the  saints  guard  us  I  is  like  good  men's 
curses,  terrible  to  hear,"  and  the  old  woman 
marked  her  forehead  with  the  sign  of  the . 
cross.    "  His  are  prayers  I  like  not." 

"  They  bode  no  great  good,"  her  compa- 
nion observed. 

"  True,  too  true ;  and  now,  dame,  that  I 
must  for  a  short  space  leave  you,  I  will  trust 
to  your  protection  against  evil.  Be  careful 
that  you  watch  well,  for  I  have  fears.  In 
a  little  time  I  will  be  with  you  again." 

''  Do  not  be  uneasy,"  said  the  other. 
**  There  is  no  cause  for  fear." 

''  I  hope  not,  but  did  anything  happen  to 
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him,  I  would  not  answer  for  her  life/'  and 
as  she  spoke,  she  pointed  first  to  the  sleep- 
ing infant,  and  then  to  the  bed,  where  lay 
its  young  mother*  *'  She  is  ailing  as  it  is, 
and  the  loss  of  the  child  would  be  her 
death,"  and  again  receiving  assurances  of 
its  perfect  safety,  she  quitted  the  apart- 
ment. 

The  chamber,  as  we  have  said,  was  large 
and  dark,  for  the  single  lamp  that  shed  a 
pale,  sickly  light  over  the  infant's  couch, 
barely  illumined  the  confined  space  upon 
which  its  beams  directly  fell,  and  left  the 
more  distant  parts  of  the  apartment  shrouded 
in  a  thick,  hazy  twilight,  that  seemed 
rather  the  medium  between  light  and  dark- 
ness  than  to  belong  to  either.  Every  thing 
round  and  near  the  bed  was  silent.  The 
heavy  velvet  hangings  appeared  part  of  the 
darkness  that  shrouded  that  end  of  the 
chamber,  for  the  misty  light  hovered  near 
them,  to  be  lost  in  the  gloom  they  seemed 
to  create. 

As  the  child  would  sometimes  move  un- 
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easily  in  its  cradle,  or  perhaps  the  sound  of 
a  breathing  deeper  than  usual  was  borne 
from  the  bed  to  the  old  woman's  hearing, 
she  began  to  feel  alarmed,  listened  with 
bushed  breath,  became  almost  afraid  to 
raise  her  eyes,  and  soon  a  strong  sensation 
of  terror  was  creeping  over  her  mind,  and 
taking  possession  of  her  reason,  produced 
by  her  position  in  a  lonely  dark  apartment, 
remote  from  immediate  assistance,  while 
she  herself  was  oppressed  by  some  indefi- 
nite notions  of  personal  risk  and  danger, 
feelings  increased  in  their  intensity  by  the 
general  belief  of  the  age  in  spiritual  visi- 
tants at  the  lonely  and  solemn  hour  of  mid- 
night.    * 

The  waters  of  the  Grand  Canal  washed 
the  steps  that  led  up  to  the  Verrina  palace, 
and  frequently  did  she  tremble  and  most 
devoutly  wish  for  her  companion's  return, 
as  she  heard  the  light  ripple  of  the  waves 
that  played  over  the  marble  which  partially 
arrested  their  progress,  for  her  imagination, 
now  most  active,   had  converted  the  most 

c  3 
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trifling  circumstances  into  dangers,  and  she 
could  fancy  the  sounds  of  footsteps  in  the 
gentle  ripple  of  the  almost  still  waters. 
Frequently  did  she  turn  round,  and  peer 
anxiously  through  the  large  apartment,  as 
the  sound  of  some  distant  noise  was  borne 
to  her  ears,  and  more  than  once  did  she 
start  and  tremble,  for  she  fancied  she  could 
hear  the  velvet  hangings  rustle  as  if  moved 
or  gently  shaken.  It  was,  however,  but 
the  action  of  an  imagination  operated  upon 
by  the  hour,  her  own  position,  and  her 
fears. 

Time  somewhat  relieved  her.  She  rose 
and  trimmed  the  lamp ;  looked  at  the  sleep- 
ing infant,  as  in  the  perfect  tranquillity  of 
its  young  innocence  and  absence  from  all 
fear,  it  lay  with  a  smile  playing  round  its 
mouth ;  then  she  even  ventured  to  cross 
the  apartment,  shake  back  the  bed  cur- 
tains, and  look  upon  the  upturned  face 
of  the  young  widow,  whose  sleep  was 
interrupted  by  convulsive  starts.  Having 
returned    to  her   chair,  she   resumed  her 
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seat,  and  as  she  felt  the  solitariness  of 
her  position  producing  a  drowsy  sensa-> 
tion,  she  found  her  head  droop,  her  eye- 
lids grow  heavy;  and  struggling  against 
sleep,  she  was  at  last  compelled  to  yield  to 
its  potency.  She  had  slept  a  considerable 
time,  when  a  noise  awakened  and  fright- 
ened her.  Springing  up,  she  turned 
quickly  in  the  direction  of  the  sound,  a^d 
discovered  a  tall  figure  completely  muffled, 
and  his  face  concealed  by  a  black  velvet 
mask,  standing  beside  the  infant's  couch. 

She  would  have  shouted  for  aid,  but  her 
tongue  refused  to  move,  and  when  she 
attempted  to  advance  towards  the  door,  a 
hand  was  placed  on  her  shoulder  that 
clutched  her  as  if  with  fingers  of  steel,  and 
a  small  dagger,  whose  highly  polished 
blade  shone  clear  before  her  in  the  light  of 
the  lamp,  was  pointed  at  her  bosom. 

**  Move  or  call,  and  thou  diest !"  whis- 
pered her  strange  visitor  in  tones  whose 
very  lowness  made  them  creep  almost  into 
her  heart.      She  shook  under  his  strong 
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grasp,  and  her  fears  prevented  her  disobey- 
ing his  orders. 

"  Assist  me/'  he  continued,  "  and  this  is 
your  reward,"  pointing  to  a  purse  of  gold, 
which  he  placed  on  the  table  beside  her. 
*'  Refuse  me,"  and  he  drew  the  dagger 
back,  as  if  about  to  plunge  it  into  her 
heart,  "  refuse  and  die.  Do  not  speak, 
but  signify  your  choice,  death  or  life,  by 
touching  one  or  the  other, — the  gold  or  the 
weapon." 

She  stood  puzzled  for  a  moment,  too 
confused  to  shape  out  any  intermediate 
course  for  herself,  or  to  devise  a  means  of 
escaping  the  danger  which  then  threatened 
her,  while  hope  of  life  was  stronger  within 
her  than  any  desire  of  gain,  as  she  touched 
the  gold  to  save  her  existence,  and  felt  the 
touch  was  a  crime. 

"  You  have  done  well,"  said  the  other, 
who  watched  her  momentary  hesitation  with 
ill-concealed  anxiety,  "well — ^in  choosing  life 
before  death ;  and  now  listen  and  act  as  I 
order  you." 
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Then  he  directed  her  to  raise  the  sleeping 
infant  from  its  couch,  to  wrap  it  closely  in 
the  silken  coverleti  then  quietly  and  with- 
out noise  to  open  the  window  of  the  apart- 
ment, while  partially  opening  his  cloak,  (for 
during  all  the  time  he  had  remained  so 
muffled  and  disguised,  that  neither  his  dress 
nor  face  was  visible),  he  drew  from  under 
it  a  strong  cord,  and  fastening  it  to  the 
quilt,  before  she  could  interfere  by  act  or 
speech,  he  was  rapidly  lowering  the  infant 
through  the  open  window. 

'*  Signer  !"  exclaimed  the  woman  in 
terror,  "  Signor !" 

'*  Hush,  or  by  the  Saviour — " 

And  while  the  motion  of  the  cord  ceased, 
he  quickly  closed  the  window  —  turned 
towards  her,  the  dagger  glistening  and 
flashing  in  his  uplifted  hand,  and  with  a 
rapidity  of  action  which  she  could  neither 
anticipate  nor  prevent,  for  her  thoughts 
were  on  the  formidable  weapon  bared  before 
her,  he  wrapped  her  head  in  some  loose 
linen  that    lay    upon   the   child's    couch. 
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swung  her  heavily  upon  a  chair,  and  ex- 
tinguishing the  lamp,  he  had  quitted  the 
apartment  before  she  could  disengage  her- 
self or  call  for  assistance. 

In  a  few  moments  she  had  recovered 
from  her  surprise  and  dread.  She  started 
up,  tore  the  bandages  from  her  head,  and 
groping  in  the  dark,  reached  the  door, 
but  found  it  closed  and  seemingly  secured 
on  the  outside,  since  she  was  completely 
unable  to  open  it.  With  her  greatest 
strength  she  tugged  and  pulled  at  it,  but 
found  that  it  would  not  yield  to  her  efforts. 
To  call  she  was  afraid,  lest  her  voice  should 
waken  the  young  mother,  who  still  slept, 
unconscious  of  what  had  been  done  in  her 
very  presence,  for  there  had  been  no  noise 
to  disturb  her  during  the  whole  scene  which 
had  occurred,  and  she  dreaded  the  danger 
that  might  result  from  suddenly  disturbing 
her. 

Thus  alarmed  and  doubting,  not  knowing 
how  to  act,  she  stood  before  the  unoccupied 
cradle,  when  a  quick  step  without  warned 
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her  of  some  one's  approach.  The  door  was 
suddenly  and  rudely  pushed  open,  while 
Battista  Venina,  sword  in  hand,  and  hold- 
ing over  his  head  a  Ughted  lamp,  strode 
rapidly  into  the  apartment.  His  counte- 
nance was  dark  and  convnlsed  with  passion, 
and  turning  fiercely  upon  the  woman, 
whose  alarm  was  not  relieved  by  his  sudden 
appearance,  he  exclaimed  in  a.  voice,  the 
tones  of  which  roused  from  her  deep  sleep 
his  father's  widow : 

''  Woman,  what  is  this  ?  Robbery  in  my 
father's  palace  1  Speak,  or  thou  never 
movest  with  Ufe.  What  is  stolen  ?"  and 
he  swung  round  the  lamp  until  its  light  fell 
upon  the  empty  couch  where  the  child  had 
lain,  when  glancing  at  it  for  a  second, 
he  turned  round  as  if  horror-stricken, 
shouting,  "  Ho  !  Without  there !  Ughts ! 
search  the  streets,  and  to  boat !  Saints !  the 
child  is  gone,"  and  as  the  servants,  roused 
by  his  call,  thronged  to  the  apartment,  he 
pointed  to  the  empty  couch,  reiterated  his 
directions ;  then,  as  if  he  had  previously 
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forgotten  in  the  greatness  of  the  loss  the 
presence  of  the  nurse,  he  seized  her  by 
the  arm :  "  Speak,  woman !  speak !  Where 
is  the  child  ?" 

"  The  child !"  was  uttered  in  a  shriek, 
that  sounded  through  every  room  and  hall 
in  the  vast  palace.  "  The  child !  Mother  of 
mercies,  my  child  !*'  and  the  young  widow 
tottered  towards  the  empty  couch,  and 
started  back  when  she  found  it  unoccupied. 
*'  Stolen — gone !    Where  is  my  boy  ?" 

"  Ay,  helldame  !"  exclaimed  Verrina 
fiercely  to  the  woman,  "  where  is  the  child? 
Where  ?  Who  are  thy  accomplices  ?  Ha  ! 
gold !  Traitress,  thou  hast  sold  thy  charge ! 
Without  there  !  To  boat— to  boat !"  and 
flinging  the  lamp  on  the  table,  he  snatched 
up  the  purse  which  lay  on  it.  "  This  for 
the  man  who  brings  aught  of  news  about 
the  poor  infant.  Away !  Why  do  you 
stand  there  ?"  he  continued,  addressing  the 
servants  who  still  crowded  the  doorway  : 
'*  Away  1"  and  as  the  men  rushed  from  the 
room,  he  turned  towards  the  young  mother. 
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who  stood  gazing  with  vacant  look  upon 
the  untenanted  bed.     "  Be  calm — " 

"  My  child !  where  is  my  child  ?** 

"  The  Signer  Verrina  can  best  tell," 
said  the  nurse,  who  hastily  summoned  from 
her  own  home,  then  entered  the  apartment. 
''  He  alone  has  an  interest  in  its  destruc- 
tion.   He  knows  his  father's  will." 

"  Thou  ravest,"  said  Verrina,  calmly, 
''  and  wouldst  screen  under  this  charge  some 
foul  scheme — ^what  I  know  not — ^but  this 
woman  is  thy  friend,  left  by  thee  in  charge 
of  the  infant.  It  is  now  gone.  How  ? 
Where  ?  There  lies  the  gold,  the  reward  of 
her  guilt.  Clear  her  and  thyself,  ere  thou 
chargest  me." 

"  Is  this  true  ?"  asked  the  nurse  in 
amazement  from  the  woman  whom  she  had 
left  behind  her/    "  Art  thou  guilty  ?" 

"  No,  no !  by  the  virgin,  no !"  and 
rapidly  and  truly  she  related  everything  that 
had  occurred  in  the  chamber,  while  stupi- 
fied,  terror-stricken,  and  faint  with  illness, 
the  mother  hung  over  the  empty  couch. 
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and  Verrina  with  unchanged  look  heard 
her  to  an  end. 

''  As  the  Lord  lives,  I  tell  the  truth." 

"  Why  not  call  for  help  ?"  asked  Verrina. 

*•  If  I  did,  I  should  have  lost  my  life—'* 

''  And  thou — ^thou  takest  charge,  and 
allowest  thy  trust  to  be  broken  for  fear  of 
thy  miserable  life  !  Go — take  her  hence, 
and  keep  her  close.  Venice  must  be 
searched — the  canak  dragged." 

"  I  fear  me,  Signer,  it  would  be  useless," 
said  one  of  the  servants,  entering  into  the 
apartment.  **  Jacopo  found  this  upon  the 
grand  canal,"  and  he  placed  in  Verrina's 
hands  the  silken  coverlet  in  which  the 
infant  had  been  wrapped,  and  it  was  now 
wet  and  torn. 

"  This — ^good  God  !'*  exclaimed  Verrina, 
at  the  same  time  unfolding  and  exhibiting 
it  before  the  aching  eyes  of  the  young 
widow. 

"  My  child  I"  she  shrieked,  springing 
forward  and  clutching  at  it,  then  recoiling 
as  she  found  by  her  grasp  that  it  was  wet. 
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''He  is  drowned— dead !  Oh !  Sayiour, 
pity  me  I''  and  she  sunk  fainting  to  the 
floor,  while  Battista  and  the  women  raised 
and  conveyed  her  to  bed.  She  recovered 
almost  immediately,  and  turned  towards 
Verrina.  "  Be  silent — this  is  thy  work. 
Cruel!  thou  wouldst  mock  me  with  this 
hollow  seeming  of  pity.  Go,  thy  work  is 
done !  Go — ^my  heart  is  breaking  1 — Go, 
that  I  may  die  in  peace." 

Verrina  dropped  on  his  knees.  He  took 
her  hand,  but  when  he  strove  to  speak,  she 
waved  him  from  her  side,  turned  her  head 
away,  and  in  a  minute  after  she  was  beyond 
the  hopes  of  joy,  or  power  of  woe.  Verrina 
rose  slowly  from  his  knees.  He  did  not  look 
again  upon  the  dead  body,  nor  upon  the 
faces  of  the  women  or  servants,  but  with  fal- 
tering steps  he  retired  from  the  apartment. 

*'  What,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  as 
with  an  energy  he  collected  his  scat- 
tered thoughts,  ''  what  is  life  ?  A  dull 
dream  without  a  reality — a  vision,  never 
what     it     seems — ^a    delusive    hope    that 
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grows  but  to  deceive — a  coin  that  is  spent 
without  expectation  of  return  in  this  world. 
This  is  life,  and  for  this" — he  paused, 
and  passing  his  hand  over  his  brow  threw 
back  the  hair  that  had  clustered  upon  it ; 
then  turning  to  the  hall  of  the  palace  he 
muttered,  "  I  must  now  act,  not  moralize. 
Pooh !  what  is  it  after  all  ?  This  deed  was 
against  disgrace  and  poverty,  and  I  am  not 
yet  prepared  to  go  an  errant  to  the  wars,  or 
take  to  a  trade.  I  cannot  recal  it,  and  I 
must  bury  in  eternal  oblivion  every  record 
connected  with  it.  This  one  victim  de- 
mands another,  and  the  sacrifice  must  be 
made." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Two  days  passed,  and  there  was  no  trace 
of  what  had  become  of  the  posthumous 
child  of  old  Guido  Verrina.  Dark  suspi- 
cion settled  upon  Battista,  but  none  in 
Venice  dared  to  bring  against  him  such 
an  accusation,  if  it  could  not  be  supported 
by  positive  and  powerful  evidence.  The  Be- 
niti  family,  a  daughter  of  whose  proud  house 
had  been  sacrificed  without  any  apparent 
advantage,  (for  all  hopes  of  assistance  from 
old  Guide's  death  seemed  now  fruitless) ,  en- 
raged and  insulted,  adopted  every  means 
within  their  power  to  discover  either  posi- 
tive proof  of  the  child's  death,  or  to  trace 
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its  fate.  All  efforts  were  in  vain.  Even 
Beniti  openly  charged  Verrina  with  the 
crime ;  and  though  his  brow  darkened  at 
the  accusation,  he  smiled — said  he  par- 
doned the  old  man's  intemperate  warmth — 
used  expressions  of  pity  for  the  fate  of  his 
little  brother,  and  signified  his  willingness 
to  adopt  any  plan  that  seemed  likely  to 
penetrate  the  mystery.  This  open  charge 
was  a  death-blow  to  any  intercourse  between 
the  two  families,  and  as  the  noble  had  no 
longer  the  hope  of  supporting  the  tottering 
state  of  his  own  house  by  the  gold  of 
Guido's  successful  commerce,  the  remains 
of  the  young  widow  were  removed  from  the 
Verrina  palace,  while  Battista  signified  his 
intention  to  quit  the  city  as  soon  as  his 
affairs  could  be  arranged,  and  in  the  mean- 
time he  strictly  secluded  himself  from  all 
connexion  with  its  inhabitants. 

On  the  evening  of  the  third  day,  the 
tomb  closed  over  the  remains  of  the  hapless 
young  widow,  and  at  almost  the  same  hour 
when  her  relatives  were  returning  from  this 
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mourniiil  ceremony,  a  man  and  woman, 
mounted  together  on  a  strong  horse,  the 
female  carrying  at  her  bosom  a  young 
infant,  quitted  Venice,  taking  the  road  to- 
wards the  north.  The  dusky  shades  of  the 
evening  were  creeping  down  upon  the  earth, 
and  enveloping  in  their  misty  darkness 
the  domes  and  spires  of  the  receding  Venice. 
The  city  lay  behind  them,  and  as  they  in* 
creased  their  distance  from  it,  the  buildings 
were  becoming  rapidly  more  indistinct, 
blending  together  into  one  confused  mass, 
and  seeming  to  settle  down  into  the  sea 
from  whence  they  had  arisen.  The  dark* 
ened  lines  upon  the  sky  above  it  were  be- 
coming momentarily  of  deeper  shade,  while 
one  bright  spot  to  the  south,  tinged  above 
by  the  grey  of  the  increasing  twilight,  and 
its  lower  edges  resting  upon  the  dim  outline 
of  the  city,  marked  the  direction  of  the  sea, 
and  ever  as  the  travellers  turned  to  look  at 
the  city  behind  them  it  remained  bright, 
until  the  night  threw  its  pall  over  the  whole 
scene,  annihilating  its  distinct  features. 
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They  had  travelled  thus  far  in  almost 
comparative  silence,  the  woman  occasionally 
fondling  the  child  which  nestled  its  head 
closer  into  her  bosom,  as  the  chill  of  the 
night  began  to  be  felt  by  it,  and  the  man 
appearing  to  be  deeply  engaged  with  his 
own  thoughts,  and  directing  the  horse.  The 
night  was  now  rapidly  gathering  roxmd 
them,  and  of  the  distant  Venice  not  even  a 
solitary  light  was  visible. 

'*  We  have  three  hours*  riding  before  us 
yet,  my  girl,"  said  the  man,  spurring  on  the 
horse,  '*  and  by  the  way  the  night  sets  in 
we  shall  be  late  for  supper  with  Joseph." 

''  I  care  not  for  myself,  but  the  child  may 
take  cold." 

''  It  has  had  a  marvellous  escape  as  it  is," 
said  the  other,  ''  and  must  not  die  out  of 
our  hands,  when  it  may  become  useful. 
There's  no  harm  done ;  and  here  we  are 
with  a  fair  share  of  the  Signor's  gold,  and  an 
order  on  Genoa  for  more.  How  he*ll  frown 
when  we  demand  a  renewal — eh  ?  He's 
tricky,  but  we're  up  to  him." 
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"  You  hav^  escaped  a  crime,  and  made 
him  yours  for  life/'  said  the  woman. 

*^  Pooh !  the  crime  was  the  least  of  it;  but 
when  one  does  a  thing  of  that  kind — why 
it's  done.  You  get  your  bargain,  and  there's 
nothing  more  about  it,  and  then  when  the 
money's  gone,  you  can  demand  no  more. 
Here,  however,  the  Signer  is  bound,  and  I 
have  strong  thoughts  of  being  honest  for 
life." 

''  Ah,  Sebastian  1"  said  the  woman,  press- 
ing his  arm,  ''what  a  good  word!  How 
happy  we  could  be !  We  would  marry  and 
settle  in  our  own  quiet  village  beside  Flo- 
rence, and  there  would  be  no  more — Holy 
Virgin!"  she  added  in  a  low  whisper — 
''  look  how  those  shrubs  tremble."  And  the 
man  turned  his  head  towards  a  low  row  of 
dwarf  trees  that  lined  that  side  of  the  road 
to  which  she  had  pointed. 

"  Tut,  girl !  it  is  fancy.  There's  nought 
there.  Ho!  hoi  that's  my  good  fellow," 
and  patting  his  horse,  he  gently  urged  him 
on,  while  his  companion  clung  closer  to 
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him,  and  the  horse  quickened  his  step,  in 
obedience  to  the  rider's  wish.  **  When  we 
reach  Genoa,  we  will  plan  for  the  future," 
he  continued ;  "  but  we  must  provide, 
Zinetta,  for  that  burthen  of  thine  first." 

*'  Oh  I  the  child  can  stay  with  me." 

**  And  trust  to  Battista — tell  him  we  have 
this  little  claim  on  his  good-will.  Tut !  tut ! 
child,  thou  art  an  age  too  soft ;  for  did  he 
know  the  urchin  lived,  there's  not  the  power 
in  Italy  would  save  it.  No — we  must  be 
close — must — " 

**  Hist !" 

•'Well— what  now?" 

**  Holy  Virgin  save  us  !  Sebastian,  spur 
on."  But  the  warning  came  too  late,  for  be- 
fore the  horse  could  move  forward,  two  men 
masked  and  disguised  sprang  at  his  head, 
and  seizing  the  rein,  held  him  fast,  notwith* 
standing  his  efforts  to  move,  and  a  third 
pulled  down  the  woman,  while  another 
plunged  a  dagger  into  the  rider's  thigh. 

**  Fly,  Zinetta,"  shouted  the  man,  clutch- 
ing his  antagonist,  ''  mind  thyself  and  not 
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me,"  and  as  the  woman  stood  irresolute,  one 
of  the  attacking  party  caught  her  arm,  and 
the  others  dropping  the  horse's  reins,  turned 
upon  her  companion.  ''  Do  you  want  life  ?" 
he  asked,  facing  round  and  attempting  to 
parry  their  blows.  "  life  or  money — "  but 
they  only  pressed  harder  on  him ;  ''  Ha  I 
I  see  it  all.  The  cursed  villain  I  Oh  I 
saints  1"  His  antagonists  never  spoke,  but 
folding  their  short  cloaks  round  their 
left  arms,  so  as  to  make  them  serve  for 
bucklers,  they  pressed  more  determinedly 
on  him,  until  a  thrust  from  behind  threw 
him  on  the  ground,  and  then  in  a  second 
more  their  three  daggers  were  plunged  into 
his  prostrate  body.  It  quivered  for  a  mo- 
ment, then  lay  in  a  heap  as  it  had  fallen. 
They  paused,  and  looking  on  it  for  some 
time,  one  of  them  stooped  down,  unbuttoned 
the  doublet  of  the  fallen  man,  and  soon 
rifled  its  contents,  while  another,  as  if  dis- 
satisfied with  what  had  been  done,  passed 
his  hand  over  the  body,  and  then  calmly 
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pushed  his  dagger  into  it ;  but  not  a  limb 
moved. 

"  What  says  the  Apulian?** 

''  Dead.  Corpo  di  Bacco,  and  a  strong 
man  too,  yet  he  fell  gently.'* 

"  Yes,  Pietro  did  for  him  from  behind. 
How  stands  the  account  ?" 

"  A  sealed  paper  and  a  canvas  bag." 

*'And  the  woman?  Shall  we  throw  her 
into  the  bargain  ?" 

**  No ;  we  will  not  commit  crime.  The 
Signer  pays  but  for  one  death.  Addio, 
Zinetta.  Addio^  bellissima*^  and  glancing 
again  at  the  dead  body,  they  swept  past, 
while  the  woman,  speechless,  terror-stricken, 
hardly  knew  what  they  said  or  did  beyond 
the  one  terrible  deed  which  had  just  been 
performed. 

In  the  grey  light  of  the  next  morning, 
some  mendicant  friars  were  travelling  to 
Venice  on  the  business  of  their  order,  and, 
when  about  two  leagues  from  the  city,  they 
found  lying  upon  the  road-side  an  apparently 
lifeless  body.    A  female  was  sitting  beside 
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it,  and  a  child  was  asleep  at  her  feet.  The 
body  was  stabbed  in  many  places ;  yet  as 
they  examined  it,  they  found  that  the 
wounds  were  not  dangerously  situated. 
With  much  difficulty  they  obtained  from 
the  female  an  account  of  the  attack ;  but 
whether  unable  or  unwillingi  she  would 
mention  no  person  or  motive  as  an  in- 
ducement to  commit  such  a  crime.  The 
friars  attentively  examined  the  body,  and 
imagining  not  a  trace  of  life  remained,  they 
were  about  to  concert  some  means  for 
bringing  it  into  Venice,  when  one  of  them, 
either  more  skilled  than  his  companions,  or 
induced  by  curiosity  again  examined  it,  and 
thought  he  detected  symptoms  of  still  exist- 
ing life.  Induced  by  this  hope,  and  using 
some  simple  restoratives  they  had  with 
them,  they  found  after  a  time  that  he  was 
not  dead. 

''He  lives!''  exclaimed  the  woman,  as 
the  first  faint  appearances  of  returning  ani- 
mation began  to  exhibit  themselves,  and  all 
her  previous  inaction  was  succeeded  by  an 
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activity  and  quickness  of  decision  that  sur- 
prised the  fathers.  She  chafed  his  hands, 
wiped  the  wounds,  and  with  the  assistance 
of  the  friars  he  was  conveyed  to  a  cottage 
about  half  a  league  from  the  place  where  he 
had  been  attacked.  The  signs  of  life  were 
not  fallacious,  for  before  the  friars  departed, 
they  saw  that  he  was  sensible  and  able  to 
speak;  but  when  asked  as  to  his  suspicions, 
he  gravely  shook  his  head,  but  gave  no  an- 
swer to  the  question.  He  entreated  them 
not  to  mention  the  circumstance  at  Venice 
— nor  did  they. 

"  Thou  wilt  live,"  said  the  female,  when 
they  were  alone,  and  the  fathers  on  their 
way  to  Venice. 

'*  Ay,  for  an  age,  my  girl — I  couldn't  die 
now — couldn't,  I  say ;  and  I'll  make  last 
night  a  dark  hour  for  some.  Cheer  up, 
Zinetta,  I  won't  die.  How  does  the 
youngster?  It  has  had  but  little  luck  so  far." 

**  Still  it  is  well,  and  crowing  merrily." 

"  Tend  it  then— I'll  live—"  and  he  did 
live. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

The  Italian  Republics  were  the  sunset  of 
Roman  grandeur.  Their  enterprize — their 
commercial  success,  and  their  magnificence, 
either  the  taste  of  the  entire  State,  or  that 
of  a  private  individual,  who  imparted  his 
own  acquirements  to  the  State  to  which  he 
belonged, — all  conjoined  in  keeping  alive, 
after  a  lapse  of  many  centuries,  some  faint 
idea  of  the  power  of  the  old  Roman.  His 
full  sun  had  set ;  but  still  some  of  its  rays 
shone  over  Italy.  The  taste  for  patronage 
cultivated  genius — ^the  appreciation  of  art 
produced  undying  models,  and  in  some  of 
the  republics  there  breathed  a  liberty  which 
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could  then  find  a  habitation  no  where  else. 
They  had  great  wealth — Venice  especially — 
great  enterprize,  and  they  raised  up  monu- 
ments of  power  and  skill,  some  of  which 
Time  has  touched  and  destroyed ;  others 
still  stand  young  and  beautiful  as  in  the 
spring  of  their  existence.  The  ancient 
rivalry  that  once  existed  between  Venice 
and  Genoa,  had  ceased,  for  the  astute  and 
singularly  governed  Republic  of  the  Adri- 
atic had  shadowed  her  less  fortunate  oppo- 
nents, and  while  she  remained  great  and 
outwardly  flourishing,  Genoa  was  only  free 
by  toleration.  She  had  exchanged,  not 
protectors,  but  masters. 

Twenty  years  have  elapsed  since  the 
events  narrated  as  having  occurred  beside 
the  Lagune.  Many  changes  took  place 
within  that  long  period  of  time,  and  of  most 
of  the  characters  with  which  our  tale  opened, 
but  few  remained ;  whilst  others  produced 
by  the  events  and  agency  of  the  times  have 
come  forward.  Battista  Verrina  remained 
in  Venice  but  a  few  days  after  the  burial  of 
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father's  widow,  and  of  her  own  family  there 
was  not  now  a  member  in  that  city.  A  few 
years  after  her,  the  head  of  their  house  had 
been  gathered  to  the  tomb,  while  her  brothers 
joined  the  active  services  of  France  or  Spain, 
and  some  fell — some  prospered ;  but  Venice 
no  longer  knew  them.  Verrina  settled  every 
detail  connected  with  his  property  in  that 
city,  and  removed  to  Genoa,  to  which  State 
our  scenes  now  all  change,  and  there  he 
matured  by  a  magnificence  which  his  wealth 
enabled  him  to  maintain  for  twenty  years, 
the  acquaintance  commenced  under  less 
fortunate  circumstances.  He  appeared  to 
have  no  aim  or  object  in  life,  but  to  live  for 
the  passing  gratification  afibrded  by  his 
apparent  wealth  and  position.  During 
this  time,  he  had  on  some  occasions 
quitted  Genoa  for  a  short  time,  and  when 
questioned  as  to  bis  absence,  his  answer 
was,  **  that  he  had  been  in  Venice."  His 
manners — his  wealth,  and  style  of  living 
procured  for  him  a  ready  acquaintance 
amongst  the  young  nobles  of  that  State ; 
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and,  though  now  forty  years  of  age  or  per- 
haps more,  he  chiefly  associated  with  the 
younger  members  of  the  nobility,  for  as  yet 
he  had  made  no  matrimonial  connexion, 
though  much  courted,  and  able  to  ally  him- 
self with  some  of  the  proud  families  of  the 
Genoese  Republic. 

It  was  mid-day  then,  some  twenty  years 
after  the  opening  of  our  tale,  and  two  young 
nobles  sauntered  carelessly  past  the  front  of 
the  Ducal  Palace  in  Genoa,  occasionally 
lifting  their  plumed  caps  to  some  acquain- 
tance, and  one  of  them  blowing  kisses  to 
whatever  pretty  burgher  maiden  would  catch 
his  eye,  or  smiling  his  recognition,  if  he 
chanced  to  know  her.  They  were  both  of 
high  name  and  lineage  in  Genoa — ^the  one 
of  the  family  of  the  Spinola — the  other  of 
the  Balbi.  The  latter  was  of  considerably 
graver  appearance  than  his  companion,  who 
seemed  to  join  to  his  youthful  age  that  gay, 
and  easy,  and  careless  manner  such  a  time 
most  frequently  produces.  He  laughed  mer- 
rily at  whatever  roused  his  gaiety,  and  after 
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they  had  walked  backwards  and  forwards 
past  the  palace  for  some  half  dozen  times, 
he  proposed  the  dice  to  his  companion. 

**Thouknowe8t,  Gnino,  Inever  e^amble," 
said  Balbi. 

''  I  had  almost  forgotten  thy  prudent  rea- 
sons, but — **  and  he  paused,  **  the  Signor 
Verrina  back  to  Genoa,  or  my  eyes  deceive 
me !''  for  as  they  had  again  turned,  a  tall 
man,  richly  dressed,  slowly  approached 
them,  while  Spinola  sprung  from  his  com- 
panion to  his  side.  **  Ha,  Signor — so  soon 
back — ^methinks  Venice  has  few  pleasant 
memories  for  you,  since  she  cannot  hold 
you  long  within  her  embrace.  Welcome 
still  to  Genoa  1  When  didst  return  ?  " 

"  Guino,  my  dear  friend  ;  my  Lord  Balbi, 
I  rejoice  to  see  you  both,"  and  as  he  spoke, 
a  dark,  strange  expression  passed  over  his 
face.  **  Signers,  my  moments  in  your  fair 
city  have  been  of  the  shortest,  or  I  should 
have  pressed  your  hands  ere  this.  You  are 
both  well?" 

'*  I,"    said  Spinola,  before  Balbi,   who 
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courteously  bowed  to  the  other's  salute, 
could  answer  the  question  :  **  I  am  far  gone 
in  consumption/'  and  drawing  his  short 
cloak  jauntily  round  his  person,  he  placed 
his  arm  within  Verrina's.  **  These  morn- 
ings in  February  are  rather  chill,  and  might 
increase  my  ailment." 

*' Indeed;  thou  jestest,  my  Lord  Balbi." 

**  No  authority  in  my  case — " 

**  None  in  truth,"  laughed  Balbi. 
*'  Signors,  I  must  leave  you,  for  pleasure 
should  yield  to  business,  and  in  the  mean- 
time, Guino,  thou  canst  explain  the  symp- 
toms of  disease  that  beset  thee,  for  methinks 
thy  consumption  is  no  physical  ailment. 
Adieu,"  and  entering  the  palace,  he  left 
them  together. 

'*  True — true,"  said  Spinola,  as  the  other 
turned  away.  "  I  lack  not  health,  but 
wealth." 

"  The  dice-box  plays  thee  foul  then  ;  and 
now  that  I  remember,  thou  hadst  a  won- 
derful facility  in  throwing  low  figures. 
Persevere,  and  thou  may'st  yet  succeed." 
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**  And  80  have  I,  until  my  purse  hardly 
contains  a  ducat,  and  I  begin  to  wonder 
from  whence  may  come  my  next  demand, 
for  I  stake  and  lose  ;  or  if  fortime  in  one  of 
her  wayward  moods  is  sometimes  kind,  she 
would  but  lure  me  on  to  greater  loss." 

'*  Quit  the  amusement  then/'  said  Ver- 
rina  carelessly. 

"  'Tis  good  advice,  and  what  I  must 
soon  adopt.  No  matter  now,  we'll  change 
the  subject.  What  news  from  the  Adria- 
tic ?" 

"  None  of  importance.  How  fare  you 
all  in  Genoa?  An  hour  since  I  passed  old 
Doria,  and  he  looked  full  of  life  and  health. 
His  nephew  was  in  his  train,  and  seems  to 
play  the  future  Duke  with  no  common  air. 
He  succeeds  Andrew  ?" 

"  He  may,  or  may  not,"  said  Guino, 
carelessly ;  ''  though  a  plague  on  him,  he 
won  some  two  hundred  ducats  the  night 
before  last ;  and  when  I  asked  revenge  and 
another  hour's  play,  he  said,  we  should 
meet  at  Lomellino's  to-morrow  evening." 

"  Indeed !  What  of  the  Signer  ?" 
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"  Oh  !  You  arc  just  arrived,  or  you 
would  have  heard  that  he  gives  a  supper 
on  the  morrow  evening  ;  and — I'll  bet  yoa 
fifty  crowns,  you  cannot  guess  the  cause  of 
his  unusual  liberality." 

"I  fear,  I  cannot." 

"  Come— fifty  to  forty." 

•*  Nay,  nay—" 

"  To  twenty — to  ten !"  Verrina  nodded 
a  negative.  "  Pooh  !  the  Venetian  air  has 
cooled  your  courage.  But,  no  matter ;  our 
friend  Fiesco  will  be  married  on  the  follow- 
ing day." 

"  There  is  news  in  that  certainly,"  said 
Verrina,  pausing  for  a  moment  in  thought ; 
**and — "  he  instantly  stopped,  for  as  he  had 
spoken,  two  persons  passed  together  on  the 
opposite  side.  One  of  them  was  young,  the 
other  somewhat  of  Verrina's  own  age, 
perhaps  older,  his  countenance  bronzed  and 
darkened  by  exposure  to  the  air,  and  his 
bearing,  half  military,  half  the  swagger  of  a 
town  bully.  His  beaver  was  worn  on  one 
side  of  his  head,  and  a  black  feather  shaded 
his  cheek,  while  the  handle  of  his  sword 
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was  SO  placed,  that  he  could  most  readily 
use  the  weapon,  and  there  was  in  his  man- 
ner that  saucy  look  which  would  point  him 
out  as  more  ready  with  blows  than  speech. 
Verrina  paused  and  gazed  intently  upon 
the  two  retreating  figures.  His  colour,  his 
manner  had  changed,  and  the  young  Spinola 
could  feel  him  dutch  his  arm,  with  a  grasp 
that  pained  him. 

"  What  now,  Signor,"  he  at  length  asked, 
glancing  at  the  other's  working  features; 
"artiU?" 

"  The  dead  do  not  return  to  life ;  yet  I 
cannot  mistake — cannot!"  muttered  Ver- 
rina to  himself,  regardless  of  his  com- 
panion's question.  "  And  the  other !  by 
the  saints,  I  should  almost  think — ^but — 
pshaw !" 

"  Does  the  Signer  Verrina  rave,  or  dream, 
or  —  r' 

**  Your  pardon,  my  dear  Guino,"  said 
Verrina,  recovering  himself  after  a  power- 
ful effort,  **  but  I  have  been  astonished  at 
a  strange  resemblance  between  one  of  those 
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two  persons,  who  this  moment  passed,  and 
an  acquaintance  long  since  believed  dead, 
that  his  sudden  appearance  has  sent  my 
wits  wandering,"  and  smiling,  he  instantly 
changed  the  subject  to  something  conaected 
with  Genoa,  and  the  whole  matter  had  de- 
parted from  Spinola's  mind,  when  the 
sounds  of  horses'  hoofs  caused  him  to  turn 
round. 

"  Oh !  here  comes  Fiesco,"  he  exclaimed ; 
and  as  Verrina  also  turned  when  his  com- 
panion spoke,  he  saw  advancing  towards 
them,  three  mounted  horsemen,  who  rode 
a-breast  along  the  narrow  street,  followed 
by  several  richly  equipped  and  well 
appointed  lackeys.  The  centre  horseman 
rode  a  shghtly  formed,  though  very  beau- 
tiful, dark  barb,  that  borrowed  its  proud 
arching  neck,  its  finely  formed  head  and 
crest,  its  thin,  extended  nostrils,  which 
almost  seemed  transparent,  as  in  the  idle- 
ness of  play  it  tossed  and  pulled  upon  the 
rein,  from  its  African  sire,  and  exhibited 
in  the  straight  light  limbs,  that  appeared  to 
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bend  under  it,  and  in  the  texture  of  its 
smooth,  soft,  and  silken  skin,  its  close 
alliance  with  the  pure  blood  of  the  famed 
Andalusia.  The  rider  himself  was  one  of 
those  men  whose  first  appearance  stamps 
upon  memory  an  impression,  which  the 
current  of  onward  time,  and  all  the  changes 
incidental  to  its  progress,  may  the  more 
strengthen,  but  cannot  efface.  Young, 
wealthy,  powerful,  he  sat  with  the  ease  and 
grace  of  a  master,  while  the  barb  curvetted 
and  bounded  under  him,  and  many  a  cap, 
from  the  humble  covering  of  the  poor  arti- 
san to  the  plumed  and  jewelled  bonnet  of 
the  wealthy  Signer,  was  raised  by  those 
who  met  or  passed  him.  His  own  dress  of 
velvet,  trimmed  and  slashed  with  white 
satin,  his  short  cloak  clasped  at  the  throat 
by  a  lion's  paw,  ornamented  with  a  jewel  of 
great  price,  was  in  the  richest  style  of  the 
period,  yet  free  from  any  vulgar  ostentation 
of  ornament,  and  so  fitted  as  to  exhibit  the 
graceful  carriage  of  his  person.  In  height,  he 
seemed  from  contrast  with  the  two  men  who 
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rode  beside  him,  and  who  were  both  taU, 
portly  looking  personages,  somewhat  above 
the  middle  size.  His  face  was  rather  paie, 
and  his  hair  of  raven  black  fell  in  thick, 
rich  curls  over  his  shoulders,  while  his 
lofty  forehead,  so  clear  that  the  small  blue 
veins  shone  in  it  like  minute  pencillings 
upon  a  surface  of  marble,  his  full,  dark, 
searching  eye,  and  his  mouth,  which  was 
small,  with  lips  delicately  and  accurately 
chiselled,  gave  to  the  whole  cast  c^  his 
features  a  mingled  expression  of  sweetness 
and  command. 

"  How,  Guino,  out  so  early  ?"  he  ex- 
claimed, addressing  the  young  Spinola,  as 
he  reined  in  his  barb,  when  they  met 
"  The  Doria  revelry  was  soon  over,  or  we 
should  not  have  thee  here  at  this  hour. 
But,  your  pardon,"  and  he  spurred  qq  a 
step,  for  while  he  spoke  to  the  young  Spi- 
nola, Verrina  was  exchanging  greetings 
with  the  other  horsemen,  the  Signer  Lo. 
mellino,  and  a  Senator  of  the  Republic 
."  The  Signer  Verrina  is  welcome  back  to 
Genoa." 
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"  I  return  you  my  thanks,  my  Lord 
Ciount,"  said  Verrina  grasping  in  his  the 
hand  which  the  other  extended  to  him. 
"  I  see  you,  I  hope,  in  full  health,  and  on 
the  eve  of  a  happy  change.  May  I  congra* 
tulate  you,  or  does  the  report  circulate 
without  credit?" 

*'  Nay ;  it  is  of  better  coin.  The  prospect 
of  change  is  so  far  certain,  and,"  he  added 
with  a  peculiarly  fascinating  smile  playing 
round  the  comers  of  his  mouth,  ''  my  hopes 
lead  me  to  believe,  that  when  it  comes,  it 
will  be  a  happy  one." 

"  Not  more  so  than  I  could  wish  it," 
said  Verrina*  *^  Yet,  methinks  it  is  a 
perilous  venture,  this  leap  towards  matri- 
mony, and  though  often  tempted,  the  ter- 
ror of  the  danger  has  still  been  with  me 
stronger  than  the  power  of  the  lure." 

*^  Out  upon  thee  for  a  recreant.  Oh  I 
Guino,  what  says  the  young  Spinola  to 
this  ungallant  remark  ?"  asked  Fiesco, 
laughingly. 

"  He  threw  high  doubtless,"  said  Spinola, 
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who  was  relating  to  the  Senator  the  ventures 
of  the  preceding  night,  **  and — " 

"  Nay,  nay,  Guino,  do  not  let  us  inter- 
rupt thee.  The  Signor  Lomeliino  has  heard 
our  question,  and  knows  its  import.  He 
will  answer  as  a  gentle  Italian  should," 
observed  the  Count,  as  he  saw  Spinola 
about  to  reply.  "  Now,  Signor,  think  of 
the  bright  eyes  of  Genoa." 

^*  Ah !  they  are  dear  treasures,"  said 
Lomeliino,  a  tall,  elderly  man,  somewhat 
corpulent,  though  report  averred,  more 
given  to  live  at  any  other  palace  than  his 
own.    **  They  are  dear  treasures." 

**  Rightly  and  truly  spoken,"  exclaimed 
Fiesco. 

*'  And  with  a  double  meaning  to  boot,'* 
added  Verrina.  **  The  Signor  Lomeliino  is 
a  shrewd  man,  and  calculates  his  merchan- 
dize by  its  price,  thinking  that  even  jewels 
can  be  sold  above  their  value." 

"  Thou  art  incorrigible,  or  Venice  has 
stalled  thy  gallantry.  Go  to,  Signor  Lo- 
meliino, use  thy  spur." 
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"  Pardon  me,  my  Lord  Count,  for  a  mo- 
ment," said  Lomellino,  pushing  over  his 
horse  towards  Verrina,  whom  he  addressed. 
"  Signor,  a  few  friends  condescend  to 
honour  my  home  with  their  presence  to- 
morrow evening  for  supper.  Thine  absence 
from  our  city  must  plead  my  excuse  for  this 
late  engagement,  yet  even  now  I  will  claim 
the  favour  of  thy  company." 

"  You  confer  a  high  honour  upon  me, 
which  I  shall  be  too  happy — "  began  Ver- 
rina. 

"  Pardon  me,"  interrupted  Lomellino, 
"  the  honour  will  be  mine  ;"  and  as  he 
spoke,  an  expression  of  triumph  passed 
over  his  features.  "  My  Lord,  you  may 
now  proceed  ;  I  follow  you.  Adieu,  until 
then,  Signor  Verrina.  My  Lord  Spinola, 
we  shall  have  no  dice — not  a  solitary 
ace." 

''Ha!  Guino,  he  has  thee  there,"  ex- 
claimed Fiesco  gaily.  **  The  Signor  strikes 
home  when  he  hits." 

''It  is  the  only  thing  he  ever  does  at 
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home  for  which  he  may  claim  credit/' 
laughed  Spinola.  **  Go,  go,  both  of  you," 
and  as  they  all  bowed  their  adieus,  Spinola 
placed  his  arm  inside  of  Verrina's.  *'  Come, 
Signor,  I'll  throw  the  main  for  a  hundred 
crowns." 

"  Not  now,  I  think—" 

''  Pooh  !  thou  wast  not  always  so  careless. 
Let  us  on,"  and  both  passed  down  the 
street  after  the  horsemen,  mingling  with 
the  gay  crowd  who,  as  the  day  advanced, 
now  thronged  every  thoroughfare. 

In  the  middle  of  the  sixteenth  century, 
Genoa  yielded  to  few  if  any  European 
cities,  in  splendour  or  wealth,  and  her  cele- 
brity as  a  manufacturer  of  some  of  the  most 
costly  fabrics  then  worn  in  dress,  had  en- 
riched the  coffers  of  her  merchants  who 
carried  on  a  lucrative  trade  with  France, 
the  wealthy  towns  in  the  Netherlands,  and 
the  other  States  of  Italy.  Richly  dressed 
cavaliers,  and  gay  signoras  rustling  in  all 
the  luxury  of  silks  and  velvets,  jostled 
against  each  other  in  the  narrow  streets. 
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^et  notwithstanding  the  liveliness  of  the 
scene,  Verrina  remained  constrained,  and 
moody,  and  silent.  The  glitter  and  splen- 
lour  of  the  shops,  then  advancing  towards 
:hat  point  of  taste  and  refinement  which 
inited  ornament  and  utility ;  their  rich 
md  varied  merchandize,  their  costly  silks 
ind  rich  stuffs ;  the  products  of  manufac- 
:uring  Venice,  and  the  gorgeous  extrava- 
gance of  Eastern  talent — precious  jewels 
glistening  and  flashing  in  the  sun's  rays, 
md  strange  workmanship  in  gold  and  silver, 
[lot  even  these,  or  the  valuable  remains  of 
Roman  magnificence  or  Grecian  taste  that 
3very  where  attracted  the  eye  to  dazzle  it, 
seemed  to  have  borrowed  from  Verrina  a 
massing  thought.  They  went  on,  Guino 
chatting  with  acquaintances  as  he  met  them, 
3r  hazarding  various  remarks  on  different 
subjects,  to  all  of  which  his  companion 
vrouchsafed,  if  any,  but  a  short  reply. 

"  Here  is  the  residence  of  my  old  draper 
ind  fashioner,"  said  Guino  stopping  before 
I  plain,   substantial  shop,  which   differed 
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much  in  its  appearance  from  that  of  the 
others  that  flanked  it  on  either  side,  since 
it  had  all  the  features  of  the  old  school 
about  it,  as  if  its  owner  feared  the  dangers 
of  innovation  and  carefully  avoided  them. 

''  I  must  enter  for  a  moment,  and  order 
a  new  cloak,  for  this  month  is  chill,  and  I 
think  I  shall  try  purple  and  white  satin. 
You  will  not  touch  the  dice,  and  I  must 
get  rid  of  my  spare  hour  as  I  can." 

"  Go  on,"  said  Verrina  mechanically. 
"  I  follow  you/' 

''  Good  day,  most  noble  Signers,''  said  an 
old  man  advancing  towards  them  as  they 
entered.  '*  How  can  I  please  your  tastes? 
Here  are  velvets  not  a  day  old — ^rich  satins 
and  silks.  Philip,  show  my  Lord  and  the 
worthy  Signer  whatever  they  may  fancy. 
I  should  recommend  this  article  in  vel- 
vet." 

"Indeed!  Verrina,"  asked  Guino,  "  what 
says  your  Venetian  taste  to  this  for  a 
cloak  7  It  is  light  and  graceful,  me- 
thmks." 
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But  Verrina  appeared  to  have  neither  eyes 
to  see,  nor  a  tongue  to  answer  the  question, 
for  he  stood  like  one  rooted  to  the  floor, 
his  gaze  fixed  convulsively  upon  the  ap- 
prentice who  showed  the  goods,  and  his 
hands  firmly  clenching  the  counter  upon 
which  he  leaned. 

''  The  Signor  is  unwell,"  exclaimed  old 
Adtony  Calva.  '*  Run,  Philip,  get  water. 
Rest  ye,  Signor." 

*'  No,"  answered  Verrina  impatiently, 
''  I  want  a  minute's  conversation  mth  you ; 
but  one  moment.  My  Lord  Spinola  will 
examine  these  velvets  until  we  return." 

And  he  passed  into  a  little  room  that 
opened  upon  the  end  of  the  shop,  followed 
by  the  old  draper  in  much  amazement  at 
his  conduct  and  request.  He  closed  the 
door  carefully;  examined  the  apartment,  as 
if  he  feared  intrusion,  then  turning  abrupt- 
ly to  the  old  man,  he  laid  his  hand  upon  his 
shoulder. 

"  Listen  to  me.  You  have  a  youngster 
in  your  shop  whose  name  I  would  know. 

VOL.    I.  £ 
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He  is  not  your  son,  for  I  believe  you  are 
alone  in  the  world,  without  wife  or  child, 
and  there  is  such  a  strange  resemblance 
between  him  and  a  once  dear  friend  of  mine, 
that  I  think  I  am  right  in  saying,  he  daims 
no  blood  with  you." 

"  None,  Signor,  not  a  drop.  He  is 
more  likely,  if  appearances  be  taken  for 
proof,  to  call  the  Signor  Verrina  sire,  than 
old  Antony  Calva." 

''  Pooh!  age  has  dimmed  your  eyesight; 
but  as  this  is  a  matter  of  some  consequence, 
I  would  know  who  the  youth  is." 

''  And  by  the  Virgin,  Signor,  you  seek 
to  fathom  a  mystery  I  never  could,  for 
there  he  stands,  and  beyond  his  name, 
there  is  not  a  man  in  Genoa,  who  does  not 
know  as  much  of  him  as  I  do." 

'*  What  mean  you  ?"  asked  Verrina  sur- 
prised. "  Would  you  impose  upon  my 
credulity,  or  think  me  fool  enough  to  believe 
that  you  have  admitted  to  your  confidence, 
and  entrust  with  your  property,  one  of 
whom  you  know  neither  his  parentage  nor 
name." 
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"  Neither,  Signor.  He  bears  my  own 
name  for  want  of  better  or  worse,  and  as  to 
his  parentage,  my  sister's  son,  a  wild 
youth,  and  I  fear  me,  a  bad  one,  is  the  only 
person  who  can  tell  much  about  it.  Ask 
him.  He  has  not  been  many  weeks  in 
Genoa,  yet  the  name  of  Sebastian  Larcero 
is  in  every  man's — " 

"  Larcero — Sebastian  Larcero,"  exclaim- 
ed Verrina,  before  the  old  draper  could 
finish  what  he  intended  to  say.  "  Now, 
by  the  saints,  I  am  fooled,  knaved — out- 
witted. Curses  on  my  stupidity  to  trust 
the  scoundrel !  Here,"  and  in  a  second 
overcoming  the  last  remnant  of  his  pas- 
sion, he  drew  the  old  man  towards  him, 
sunk  his  own  voice  to  a  whisper,  and 
poured  some  strange  statement  into  Calva's 
ear.  "  Say  you  will  do  it,  and  name  your 
reward." 

The  draper  looked  amazed — awe-stricken 
— then  gradually  his  pale,  thin  face  grew 
crimson  with  the  hue  of  indignant  pas- 
sion.    He   eyed  Verrina  sternly;  pressed 

B  2 


76  THB  will;  or, 

his  fingers  tightly  together,  and  then 
loosening  them,  pointed  slowly  to  the 
door. 

''  Go — ^go/'  and  his  words  sounded  like 
the  hissing  of  hot  iron  when  planged  in 
water.     "  Go/* 

'*  Hear  me  for  a  moment/'  said  Ver- 
rina. 

''  Not  a  second.  Thy  words  would  palsy 
me,"  retorted  the  old  man  passionately,  and 
he  moved  to  the  door.    "  Philip—" 

"  It  is  well — ^we  know  each  other.*' 

''  Antony  Calva  never  forgets  the  Signer 
Verrina,*'  said  the  draper  in  an  luider  tone. 
*'  Never,  while  he  lives." 

"  Well,  Guino,  thou  hast  swept  the  shop 
by  this  time  ?  A  rare  taste,  in  good  trath! 
Purple  velvet  and  white  satin?  Thoult  trick 
my  Lady  Fiesco's  bridemaidens  out  of  their 
fancies,  when  they  see  thee  in  this  gay 
holiday  cloak,"  exclaimed  Verrina,  when 
he  joined  the  yoimg  Spinola.  *'  Come,  let 
us  off.  Good  day.  Master  Calva.  Com- 
mend me  to  thy  sister's  son,"  and  thus 
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with  a  forced  gaiety,  which  his  companion 
did  not  detect,  however  the  draper  might, 
Verrina  left  the  shop. 

"  Where  now  ?*'  asked  Spinola. 

"  Wherever  thou  wilt." 

"  You  play  the  main  then  for  the  hun- 
dred ?" 

"  A  thousand,  my  Guino,  if  thou  desirest 
it,"  said  Verrina. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


Thb  Signer  Lomellino  was  the  last 
descendant  and  representative  of  a  family 
famous  for  its  greatness  in  the  mercaatile 
transactions  of  the  period,  for  the  inhabi- 
tants of  Genoa  had  always  been  the  assi- 
duous promoters  of  trade,  drawing  from 
their  success  and  commercial  industry 
their  chief  greatness.  Her  nobles  were 
merchants — her  merchants,  nobles ;  and  in 
a  State,  where  every  man  that  desired  it 
might  venture  his  wealth  in  business, 
without  sharing  in  the  absurd  obloquy  then 
commonly  attached  to  those  who  existed  on 
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the  profits  of  trade,  a  new  class  sprung  up, 
not  less  powerful,  not  less  patriotic,  and  in 
a  few  years,  not  less  refined  than  the 
ancient  aristocracy  ;  replete  with  their 
graces,  mostly  free  from  their  vices ;  and 
Genoa  saw  in  her  wealthy  merchants  a 
second  order  of  rank,  that  soon  fused  with 
its  noble  predecessors,  and  made  a  body 
strong,  united,  and  prodigally  wealthy,  as 
well  as  luxuriously  generous.  Society  was 
at  the  highest  pitch  of  refinement  of  which 
the  age  was  susceptible.  Genius  had  burst 
the  bonds  which  ages  of  barbarism,  devas- 
tation, foreign  invasion,  and  internal  war 
had  cast  round  it,  and  emerged  glorious 
and  rich  with  the  promises  of  a  future 
immortality,  when  Leo  the  Tenth  filled  the 
pontifical  throne,  and  sculpture,  painting, 
and  poetry  charmed  the  age,  elevated  the 
taste,  and  refined  the  understanding.  The 
wealthy  families  of  the  celebrated  Italian 
Republics  were  amongst  the  very  first  to 
take  advantage  of  this  favourable  conjunc- 
tion of  circumstances,  and  to  them  we  owe 
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the  beauties  and  splendour  of  Venice,  and 
the  magnificence  of  Genoa. 

The  Spinola,  the  Grimaldiy  the  fleschi, 
and  the  Doria,  (the  last  name  rendered 
brighter  by  the  reflection  of  the  glories  of 
the  great  '*  Sea  Captain"  of  his  age, 
Andrew  Dona),  after  the  turbxdence  of  the 
baronial  feuds,  had  softened  down  before  the 
gentle  influence  of  commerce,  began  to  run 
a  new  race,  and  rival  each  other  more  in 
the  arts  of  peace,  than  in  the  horrors  of 
war. 

Twenty  years — years  of  prosperity  and 
liberty  in  Genoa — had  now  elapsed  since 
Andrew  Dona's  desertion  of  the  French 
King,  and  while  he  himself  cultivated  the 
good-will  and  affections  of  the  inhabitantSi 
neither  decreased  since  the  time  they  had 
crowned  his  statue,  and  hailed  him  as 
'*  The  father  of  his  country  and  the  restorer 
of  her  liberty."  A  spirit  of  dissatisfaction 
was  gradually  growing  up  amongst  all 
orders,  who  although  they  respected  the 
silent  deposit  of  power  in  Andrew,  feared 
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its  open  descent  to  his  grand-nephew  Gian*- 
netino. 

The  mantle  of  despotic  authority  would 
not  sit  well  upon  the  shoulders  of  one, 
arrogant  in  his  temper,  haughty  and  un- 
bending in  his  disposition,  and  who  looked 
upon  free  Genoa  as  an  hereditary  appanage 
in  his  family.  Many  of  the  lower  orders 
also  remembered  their  own  power  in  their 
previously  democratic  government,  and 
while  the  haughtiness  of  the  younger  Doria 
displeased  the  nobility,  the  restraints  of 
oligarchy  operated  upon  the  people.  Yet 
old  Andrew  Doria  and  the  authorities  of  the 
Republic  slumbered  through  all  these  signs 
of  commotion.  Giannetino  heeded  not  the 
displeasure  of  his  own  order ;  he  was  too 
haughty  to  attend  to  the  symptoms  of 
change  amongst  the  multitude. 

In  a  low,  closet-like  apartment  of  his 
palace  sat  the  Signer  Lomellino.  A  large 
book  lay  on  a  table  before  him,  and  its 
open  page  was  studded  with  figures.  The 
apartment  itself  was  remarkable  for  nothing, 
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save  a  heavy  iron  strong  box,  that  filled 
one  corner  of  it,  and  seemed,  from  the 
massiveness  of  its  construction — it&  sides 
being  bound  with  strong  bars  of  solid  iron, 
the  many  locks  that  garnished  its  front, 
and  the  reverence  with  which  the  Signor 
frequently  regarded  it — to  be  particularly 
valuable.  A  pen  also  lay  on  the  table 
beside  a  small  bronze  standish,  and  the 
Signor  frequently  took  it  up,  and  with  a 
sigh  made  an  additional  figure  on  the  open 
page  before  him. 

^'  Seventeen  crowns  for  spices  and  some 
new  condiments  ?  I  am  robbed — openly 
robbed.  Five  and  three  make  eight,  and 
six  are  fourteen — fourteen  and  seventeen 
are — are — thirty-one.  By  St.  Benedict,  1 
shall  marry  and  quit  supper-giving.  Why 
invite  to  my  table  a  set  of  idle  youngsters 
who  will  never  pay  me  for  the  expense  they 
cost  and  the  trouble  they  bring  ?  *Tis  true 
Spinola  gambles,  and  borrows,  and  even 
pays.  The  younger  Balbi  would  borrow  too 
— but  I  must  inquire  as  to  his  resources, 
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and  Verrina — this  Venetian  is  my  mystery. 
I  have  a  secret,  a  prime  secret,  and  the 
Signor  sups  with  me.  He  shall  buy  it — 
shall  I  say?" 

And  closing  the  great  book,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  open  the  iron  chest.  Lock  after 
lock  was  removed,  the  lid  opened  slowly 
and  heavily,  and  the  red  lurid  glare  of  the 
single  lamp  shed  a  half  misty  light  upon  the 
contents  of  the  safe.  Lomellino  gazed  upon 
them  for  a  few  moments.  There  was  the 
glitter  of  gold  ;  the  bright  sheen  of  silver, 
and  the  rare  sparkling  lustre  of  many  a 
precious  stone  glanced  back  upon  his  eager 
eye,  dimming  by  their  splendour  the  pale 
light  of  the  lamp.  He  lifted  the  book,  de- 
posited it  in  the  chest,  and  closed  it. 

Great  and  anxious  had  been  his  prepara- 
tions for  this  entertainment,  which  he  had 
determined  to  give.  His  palace,  like  the 
abodes  of  most  of  his  order,  was  through  the 
generous  luxury  of  his  predecessors  filled 
with  much  that  was  rare  in  the  arts,  when 
Palladio  held  the  chisel,  and  Titian  breathed 
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upon  canvas  the  diyinity  of  seeming  life. 
Rich  furniture,  costly  hangings,  and  all 
the  elegant  appurtenances  of  social  life 
attested  the  splendid  liberality  of  his  mer^ 
chant  ancestors ;  while  daring  himself  on 
this  occasion  to  be  generous,  gold  had  not 
been  spared  to  make  his  own  state  in  keep- 
ing with  his  position.  He  looked  with 
satisfaction  upon  his  preparations,  glanced 
approvingly  upon  his  own  dress  and  appear* 
ance,  and  then  seated  himself  to  ¥rait  the 
coming  of  his  guests. 

The  doors  of  the  apartment  were  thrown 
open,  and  Verrina,  pale,  though  sedulously 
and  richly  dressed,  entered. 

*'  Here  comes  my  Veneziano,"  murmured 
Lomellino  to  himself. 

"  r  hope,"  said  Verrina,  advancing  with 
easy  grace,  ^'  I  see  the  Signer  Lomellino 
well?" 

^'  In  truth,  yes  ;  but  as  to  yourself,  yea 
seem  pale.  No  illness  I  trust  ?  We  should 
all  regret  that  the  air  of  Grenoa  did  not  agree 
with  you." 
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"  None  would  regret  it  more  than  myself, 
since  Genoa  has  become  my  home/' 

"  You  make  a  poor  change,  Signor.  The 
marble  halls  of  Venice — *' 

'*  Would  dread  no  rivalry,  if  Genoa  did 
not  exist.  But  the  Doge  of  Venice  might 
well  change  with  Signor  Lomellino/'  ob- 
served Verrina,  glancing  round  the  apart- 
ment, '*  and  be  better  lodged  than  he  is  in 
the  Adriatic's  sea-born  city." 

"  You  flatter,  Signor.  We  are  well 
enough  off.  But  here  comes  my  Lord  Spi- 
nola,  and  the  young  heir  of  the  noble  Balbi. 
Welcome,  Signers." 

"  Ha,  Lomellino — ^by  and  by  I  shall  be 
with  jrou,  but,  pardon  me,  the  Signor  Ver- 
rina  first  claims  my  attention." 

And  drawing  the  Venetian  aside,  the 
young  Spinola  entered  into  earnest  conver- 
sation with  him,  while  Lomellino  continued 
to  receive  his  guests  as  they  entered.  The 
grave  Paul  Pansa,  old  Jerome  Canevale, 
and  the  severe  Bernard  Castagno  were* 
amongst  the  number. 
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**  The  CouDt  Fiesco  is  still  topng  with 
faiis  to-morrow's  bride,"  remarked  Amiibal 
Baibi  to  Paul  Pansa.  ''  He  is  not  wont  to 
be  late  on  festive  occasions." 

"'  He  has  a  fair  excuse." 

"Ah,  Signers,  yes,"  observed  Lomellioo, 
who  overheard  the  remark.  "  The  fairest 
lady  in  Genoa." 

"  There  is  one  exception,"  said  young 
BaIbi  with  a  sigh.  **  The  beautiful  Leonora 
may  rival,  but  she  cannot  eclipse,  the  grace- 
ful Verona." 

"  Tush!"  muttered  Castagno.  "  The 
Count!" 

And  Fiesco,  his  countenance  flushed,  his 
eyes  sparkling,  patrician  like,  slowly  and 
gracefully  entered  the  apartment.  His 
dress  appeared  to  have  been  chosen  for  his 
lady's  bower.  The  costliest  velvets,  the 
finest  silks  had  been  fashioned  and  arranged 
with  a  care  that  made  them  harmonize 
with  his  figure  and  face.  A  small  sword, 
its  handle  studded  with  gems,  was  sus- 
pended by  a  broad,    rich    belt   from  his 
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shoulder,  and  his  dark,  luxuriant  hair  fell 
in  long  waving  curls  upon  a  collar  of  the 
produce  of  the  Mechlin  looms. 

**  To-morrow,  Lomellino,  must  plead 
this  dela3r'8  excuse.  My  dear  friend,  the 
Signer  Pansa  pardons  me,  and  Annibal 
Balbi  can  find  sympathy  for  me.  Ha, 
Guino!  Signor  Verrina,  I  see  you  in 
health,"  said  Fiesco,  bowing  gracefully  to 
the  party. 

"  Pooh  !"  exclaimed  Guino.  "  My  Lord 
Fiesco,  your  star  is  eclipsed.*' 

''How?" 

Guino  smiled,  pointed  to  the  door,  and 
as  he  did,  a  shade  passed  rapidly  over 
Fiesco's  countenance,  while  the  Senators 
fell  back,  even  Lomellino  paused,  as  if  in 
doubt  how  to  act,  and  as  the  door  of  the 
apartment  closed,  Giannetino  Doria  strode 
haughtily  into  the  centre  of  the  group. 
Fiesco  stood  with  folded  arms,  his  head 
erect,  and  his  dark  eye  fixed  upon  the 
younger  Doria. 

"Signor  Lomellino,  I  greet  you,"  said 
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Giannetino  after  a  pause.  **  My  Lord  Spi- 
nola,  how  fares  your  father?  My  unde 
would  speak  with  him  on  the  morrow.*' 

'*  He  can  send  a  messenger  to  state  his 
pleasure  then.  I  am  neither  a  state  lackey, 
nor  the  servant  of  my  father's  conve- 
nience." 

''  Good,  my  young  friend.  You  speak 
with  much  discretion/'  sneered  Doria. 
**  Signer  Pansa,  I  rejoice  that  you  are  well 
My  Lord  Fiesco,  may  I  congratulate  you  on 
the  prospects  of  the  morrow." 

''  I  should  be  most  churlish  to  refuse  the 
favour/'  answered  Fiesco  haughtily. 

''  In  truth  we  must  tender  our  best 
thanks  for  this  kindness. — ^The  Signor 
Verrina,  or  I  mistake?" 

''  My  Lord  Doria  sees  correctly/*  said 
the  Venetian  quietly. 

''  Ah  II  had  almost  overlooked  the  Signor 
Balbi/'  exclaimed  Giannetino  with  assumed 
carelessness. 

'*  It  is  a  strange  term  from  a  Doria  to 
one  of  our  house/'  answered  Balbi,  much 
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piqued  by  Giannetino's  assumed  supe- 
riority. 

**  Forgotten,  I  should  have  said,  I  crave 
your  pardon,  I  am  resident  in  Genoa, 
and  you  are  now  almost  strange  to  it. 
Foreign  travel  invents  new  terms  of 
speech." 

**  One  of  us,  at  least,  might  be  improved 
by  the  practise,  then,''  said  the  young 
Spinola,  glancing  at  Giannetino. 

^*  We  shall  not  all  forget  the  lesson,  nor 
the  master,"  observed  Doria,  ''  Signor  Lo- 
mellino,  let  us  to  supper,"  and  marshalled 
by  their  host,  the  party  proceeded  to  the 
apartment  where  they  were  to  sup. 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 


Distance  in  time  has  too  frequently  le&t 
unmerited  glory  to  the  past.  We  look 
through  the  vista  of  centuries  at  the  actions 
pf  bygone  ages,  and  the  mind  realizes  pic- 
tures from  the  contemplation  of  shadows. 
Many  of  our  conceptions  want  form,  yet 
more  of  them  are  but  the  children  of  ima- 
gination ;  the  first  exhibiting  a  crude  some- 
thing, the  latter,  the  vapours  that  float 
idly  over  the  world  of  fancy.  The  glory  of 
Rome  is  but  a  day-dream,  dimly  conjured 
up  from  the  truth  of  its  barbarity.  The 
liberties  of  Greece  are  the  mockery  of  free- 
dom—  the    toys    of  noisy    patriots,    and 
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scheming,  turbulent  demagogues,  relieved 
for  a  day  by  the  purity  of  one  free  heart, 
to  be  plunged  into  an  eternal  night  of  real 
slavery.  Empires  fall — ^new  ones  rise  on 
their  ruins,  new  in  power,  new  in  their  very 
appearance.  The  legions  of  Rome  that 
conquered  and  enslaved  the  world,  are 
remembered  as  the  ensigns  of  a  superior 
despotism ; — ^the  empire  is  marked  out  by  its 
fragments,  perhaps  remembered  for  its 
cruelties.  Yet  the  power  of  the  **  Eternal 
City''  is  but  changed  in  name,  for  her 
authority  is  more  extensive  than  when 
Augustus  closed  the  Temple  of  Janus;  more 
venerable,  than  all  the  pageantry  of  anti- 
quity could  make  it ;  more  decisive  than  the 
Consular  fasces  or  the  Imperial  edicts  could 
render  it.  Rome  once  ruled  the  world  by 
the  sword.  With  a  more  glorious  destiny, 
she  now  governs  it  through  the  peace  of 
religion. 

If  we  turn  to  the  States  of  Italy,  which 
during  the  middle  ages  supported  the  expir- 
ing greatness  of  that  country,  we  find  much 
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that  was  refined  in  civilization,  and  free  in 
government,  mixed  with  a  hollowness  of 
feeling  and  a  depth  of  despotism,  that 
sapped  their  foundations,  until  .the  very 
weight  of  their  glories  sank  them,  and 
revealed  their  true  natures.  Venice  was  a 
terrible  and  secret  despotism;  Genoa,  a 
struggling  oligarchy,  and  at  the  time  of  ov 
tale,  more  than  half  ruled  through  the  wiD 
of  Andrew  Doria,  and  the  caprice  of  hii 
grand-nephew  Giannetino.  At  this  diatanoe 
of  time  we  dimly  perceive  in  these  States 
the  shadow  of  liberty,  we  cannot  embrace 
the  reality. 

Giannetino  had  insulted  his  own  orderly 
a  haughtiness  which  they  could  not  endure; 
and  they  in  turn  had  alienated  the  peopIe> 
for  they  did  not  oppose  the  younger  DoiUi 
because  they  feared  for  the  state,  sinee 
their  dread  was  an  apprehension  of  the  k« 
of  their  own  power. 

Vincent  Lomellino's  supper  had  evokri 
the  applause  of  his  guests.  His  taste  had  evci 
called  forth  praise  from  the  venerable 
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Lomellino  thus  gratified,  though  sometimeg 
a  chill  crept  over  him,  when  he  dared  to  cal- 
culate, or  even  glance  at  the  probable 
expense,  carried  the  graces  of  the  host 
to  the  satisfaction  of  alL 

''  Signer  Verrina,  the  wine  stands  un- 
touched by  your  side.  Allow  me  to  press 
on  you  this  produce  of  Germany.  My  Lord 
Doria  proclaims  its  character,''  said  Lomel- 
lino to  the  Venetian. 

''  I  can  add  my  mite  of  approbation,'' 
observed  Pansa. 

''  And  I  also,"  added  Annibal  Balbi, 
''  though  I  fear  Castrucci  haunts  the  Signor 
Verrina  ;  for  dulness  was  no  mark  of  his 
presence,  when  last  in  Genoa." 

"  The  charlatan  I"  said  Doria. 

''  An  arrant  knave !"  exclaimed  old 
Jerome  Canevale. 

"Yet  report  speaks  strangely  of  him," 
observed  Fiesco.  "  Whatever  may  be  his 
motives,  he  is  more  than  generous  to  the 
poor.    He  is  prodigally  extravagant." 

''  And  to  my  own  knowledge,"  said  the 
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young  Balbi,  ''  he  has  made  strange  dis- 
closures." 

"  Yes,"  exclaimed  Guino  Spinola,  "  he 
met  me  some  weeks  back  on  the  bridge  (rf 
Carignano,  and  though  not  knowing,  nay, 
never  having  before  seen  him,  he  stopped 
and  addressed  me  by  name.  Our  conver- 
sation was  short  and  rather  strange.  *  Thoa 
playest  with  the  Signor  Pisani  of  Florence, 
and  Lorelac  of  Paris  ?  Beware — the  Floren- 
tine uses  loaded  dice,  and  the  Gaul  is  his 
confederate.'  He  would  have  passed  on, 
but  I  was  indignant  at  being  thus  addressed, 
and  spoke  sharply.  '  You  are  warned  for 
your  own  advantage,*  he  said  in  reply. 
By  whom?  I  asked.  *  Castrucci — ^Fare- 
well,' and  before  I  could  speak  again,  he 
had  crossed  the  bridge,  and  disappeared 
amongst  the  trees  that  surround  the 
church." 

'*  It  was  the  trick  of  a  crafty  impostor," 
sneered  Doria. 

'*  But  we  now  know,"  said  Balbi,  "  that 
the  warning  was  required,  for  on  that  very 
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night  both  Pisani  and  Lorelac  were  detected 
cheating  at  play.  Lorelac  escaped,  but 
the  Florentine  was  run  through  the  heart 
by  some  burgher  whom  he  had  thus 
robbed." 

''  Some  confederate  of  theirs  has  imparted 
this  knowledge  which  this  would-be-pro- 
phet has  then  turned  to  good  account.  How 
did  you  reward  him  for  his  information, 
Guino  ?"  asked  Pansa. 

''  By  obeying  him;  and  thus  saving  my 
gold." 

"  My  Lord  Spinola,"  said  Doria,  while 
his  lip  curled  with  the  sneer  he  could  not 
repress,  "  seems  to  have  thus  profited  by 
this  strange  warning." 

*'  True,"  observed  Guino  quietly,  "  and 
had  the  advice,  not  to  play,  always  been 
before  my  eyes,  I  should  have  been  richer, 
and  my  Lord  Doria  poorer,  by  two  hundred 
crowns." 

*'  Youth  is  not  always  cautious — " 

"  Nor  always  to  be  sneered  into  servility," 
remarked  Guino  in  reply. 
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*^  Hush,  hush  1  my  Lords,'*  said  Fkuisa, 
alarmed. 

''  Nay ;  there  is  no  cause  for  diead/' 
observed  Doria,  smiling,  with  an  assumed 
superiority  in  his  look.  "  Signor  Lomd- 
iino,  do  not  disturb  yourself;  Guino  is 
privileged." 

'^  A  truce  to  this,"  said  Lomellino. 
''  Signers,  we  will  change  the  subject  for  a 
fairer  one.  Pass  round  the  wiue  and  fill 
your  glasses.  I  give  the  health  of  the  beau- 
tiful Leonora  Cibo." 

"  Which  we  all  drink  with  no  common 
pleasure,"  said  Paul  Pansa.  **  May  she  be 
happy !" 

''  Her  fate  is  in  good  hands,"  observed 
Bernard  Castagno.  ''  My  Lord  Fiesco 
will  preserve  the  treasure  which  he  has 
won." 

'*  With  my  life,"  said  Fiesco  passionately. 
''  Signor  Lomellino,  you  have  my  thanks, 
and  to  you.  Signers,  I  am  grateful  for  this 
kindness,"  he  continued,  seeing  in  the 
looks  of  those  round  him  encouragement 
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and  regard,  except  in  the  countenance  of 
Giannetino  Doria,  whose  lip  curled  with 
an  expression  of  ill-concealed  dislike,  while 
Fiesco,  who  sat  opposite  to  him,  glanced 
with  haughty  contempt  upon  this  manifes- 
tation of  his  hatred. 

The  conversation  became  general,  yet 
even  then,  the  influence  of  Doria  was  visi- 
ble, for  Lomellino  paid  ready  court  to  him  ; 
even  the  Senators  were  not  all  free  from  the 
charge  of  flattery,  but  Verrina  never  lost 
his  own  self-esteem,  and  treated  him,  as 
Fiesco  did,  with  the  courtesy  of  a  haughty 
equal.  Still  Verrina  was  not  at  his  ease. 
His  eye  frequently  met  the  glance  of  Lomel- 
lino fixed  upon  him  with  an  intensity  of 
interest  that  made  him,  practised  and  self- 
possessed  as  he  was,  shrink  before  the 
other's  gaze.    What  could  he  know  ? 

"  Guino !  The  wine  ! — ^pledge  me !  I  will 
drink  to  thy  lady-love." 

*•  She  is  as  yet,  Signor,  a  vision.  Balbi 
would  toast  the  fair  Verona." 

"  Tush  1"  exclaimed  Balbi,  turning  round, 

VOL.  I.  F 
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as  a  slight  noise  attracted  his  attention 
towards  the  door.  "  Castrucci,  by  the 
saints  !'' 

Lomellino  sprung  from  his  chair  as  he 
heard  the  name  pronounced.  Giannetino 
Doria  followed  more  slowly  his  example 
clutching  with  his  right  hand  the  jewelled 
hilt  of  his  dagger.  The  young  Spinola 
seized  Verrina,  next  to  whom  he  sat,  by  the 
arm,  and  Annibal  Balbi  stood  gazing  in 
amazement  upon  the  sternly  handsome 
countenance  of  the  intruder,  while  Paul 
Pansa  and  the  Senators  shook  in  every 
limb,  although  they  endeavoured  to  assume 
an  aspect  of  haughty  composure.  Castrucd 
glanced  calmly  from  one  to  the  other. 
Those  who  had  never  before  seen  him  could 
not  fail  to  remark  the  brilliant  light  of  his 
dark  eyes ;  and  though  many  of  them  by 
education  and  experience  were  above  the 
superstition  of  their  age,  the  appearance 
of  the  man,  so  calm,  so  majestic  in  his 
peculiar  beauty,  so  unlooked  for  and  un- 
expected, operated  in  a  degree  upon  all, 
save  perhaps  Fiesco,  who  alone  had  sat  un- 
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moved  during  the  strange  scene  that  fol- 
lowed his  entrance.  He  moved  towards 
Lomellino.  The  latter  would  have  spoken ; 
but  with  a  manner  full  of  the  dignity  of 
birth,  Castrucci  waved  his  hand,  and 
said : — 

**  Signor,  I  claim  your  hospitality,  though 
no  invited  guest.  My  Lord  Spinola  is  one 
of  my  old  acquaintances,  and  if  I  mistake 
not,  all  have  heard  of  Castrucci.  Your 
knaves  would  hardly  admit  me ;  yet,"  h€ 
added,  while  a  smile  of  curious  meaning 
hovered  round  his  lips,  and  the  tones  of  his 
voice  sounded  like  gentle  music,  '^  my  name 
was  talismanic,  for  on  its  announcement 
your  doors  flew  open.*' 

'*  We  are  honoured,"  began  Lomellino. 

*'Hold!"  exclaimed  Doria,  interrupting 
him,  and  as  he  spoke,  a  dark,  lowering  ex- 
pression passed  over  Castrucci's  face,  so 
fierce  and  ominous,  that  even  Doria,  with 
all  his  haughtiness  and  pride  of  spirit,  quailed 
before  it  for  the  moment.  He  instantly  re- 
covered himself.  **  I  consort  with  the  nobles 
of  Genoa,  not  with  a  miserable  charlatan." 

F  2 
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*'I  too  am  noble,"  said  Castruccii  un- 
moved at  Giannetino's  language,  while  as 
he  spoke,  his  dark  eyes  flashed,  and  an  un- 
definable  expression  of  grandeur  was  im- 
parted to  his  features,  "I  am  noble  by 
birth,  yet  even  nobler  by  destiny.  The 
genius  of  the  past  will  produce  a  glorious 
harvest  for  the  labours  of  the  future,  as  it 
now  sanctifies  those  who  struggle  for  the 
present,  laying  the  foundation  of  a  race, 
before  whose  brilliancy,  titles,  family,  and 
arms  will  fade — the  race  of  mind." 

"  'Tis  a  marvellous  statement,*'  observed 
the  young  Spinola  in  an  under  tone,  edging 
towards  Annibal  Balbi. 

"  True,  Signor,"  and  Guino  was  silent, 
for  he  never  imagined  that  his  words  had 
reached  Castrucci's  ears. 

"  Most  true ;  but  I  will  proceed.  Not  an 
hour  past,  I  was  styled  an  impostor.  I  am 
here  to  vindicate  my  character,  and  pray 
your  attention,  Signers."  None  spoke.  "All 
silent,"  he  continued,  "  then  I  may  proceed. 
Signers,  my  tale,  though  brief,  is  in  the  eyes 
of  some  most  important,  and  I  will  relate  it 
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plainly,  craving  your  leniency,  as  I  am  no 
proficient  in  the  art  of  narration.  Two  short 
years  have  passed  since  a  wealthy  noble  of 
— we  shall  say — Genoa  visited  Rome,  dis- 
guised as  a  merchant."  Doria  turned  his 
eyes,  before  averted,  now  full  upon  the 
speaker.  ''  The  holy  Father,  it  is  said,  likes 
not  Andrew  Doria.  Perhaps  that  merchant's 
visit  might  have  been  thus  private  for  the 
purposes  of  State  policy ;  perhaps — " 

"  Signor  Lomellino/'  said  Doria. 

"Nay,  nay;  not  now,  my  Lord,"  con- 
tinued Castrucci  in  a  tone  that  awed  and 
commanded,  for  even  Fiesco,  before  whom 
the  whole  scene  had  previously  seemed  but 
a  clever  imposition,  became  interested ;  ''I 
must  on.  His  visit  was  extended  to  weeks, 
then  months.  The  objects  of  the  State  were 
disregarded ;  others  occupied  his  attention, 
for  during  his  stay,  one  of  the  Roman 
maidens  fell  a  victim  to  his  fascination. 
Pure  ere  his  arrival,  the  morning  of  his  de- 
parture proclaimed  his  absence  and  her  dis- 
grace. She  fled  with  him ;  resigned  herself 
to  his  power,  and,  deluded  by  seeming  love, 
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never  dreamt  her  betrayer  the  possessor  of  a 
wedded  heart.  My  Lords,  your  judgment 
— the  man  was  married  !** 

''He  was  a  foul  villain,"  exclaimed 
Fiesco,  with  generous  warmth. 

"What  says  my  Lord  Doria/'  asked 
Castrucci,  slowly  rising  from  the  table. 
''  He  would  speak  before.  Let  us  hear  him 
now." 

"  Out,  knave !"  exclaimed  Doria  angrily. 
'*  Out!  or  by  the  Virgin,  PU  dirty  this  blade 
with  thy  vile  blood ;"  and  he  laid  his  hand 
on  his  dagger. 

''Then,"  said  Castrucci  in  a  low  tone, 
moving  rapidly  to  Doria's  side,  and  bis 
words  came  hissing  into  his  ear^  unheard 
by  the  others,  "  the  Roman  loses  her  pro- 
tector— the  merchant  and  thou  are  one!'' 
Doria  sank  pale  on  his  seat 

"Thou  hast  marvellous  power,**  said 
Verrina.  "  My  Lord  Doria  is  convinced — 
what  next  ?'* 

"  Ha !  I  had  almost  forgotten.  A  word 
in  thine  ear,  my  noble  Signer.  Thou  art  of 
Venice,"  and  he  again  sunk  his  voice  into 
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his  peculiar  whisper.  "  Thy  secret  lives. 
The  Grand  Canal  could  not  conceal  it.  Ho ! 
some  water,  the  Signor  Verrina  would 
drink." 

"  This,  this — "  said  LomeUino  terror- 
stricken. 

"  Thy  turn  next,"  exclaimed  Castrucci, 
interrupting  him.  **  Make  gold  by  com- 
merce, not — thou  understandest  me.  Adieu, 
Signors,"  and  moYing  to  the  door,  he 
paused  ere  he  reached  it,  and  turned  round 
to  the  party,  all  silent,  all  amazed.  '*  My 
Lord  Fiesco,  one  word  of  advice.  The  path 
of  ambition  is  strewed  with  perils.  The 
chair  of  power  is  placed  under  the  suspended 
sword,"  and  opening  the  door,  he  was 
gone. 

"  After  him !"  shouted  Verrina,  springing 
from  his  seat. 

**  No,"  said  Fiesco  calmly,  "  truth  should 
win  rewards,  not  punishment."  The  Signor 
LomeUino  was  dumb. 

An  hour  after,  and  the  host  was  alone. 
His  guests,  after  this  most  extraordinary 
interruption,   did  not  recover  their  usual 
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tone  of  spirits.  Their  gaiety  was  constrained 
and  fitful,  for  Castrucci's  words  had  filled 
with  anxiety  and  terror  those  to  whom 
he  more  particularly  addressed  himself; 
while  the  rest  imagined,  that  they  had 
merely  escaped  for  the  time  from  his  whis- 
pered communications  ;  at  another  season 
he  might  also  prostrate  them.  Verrina  for 
a  time  was  boisterously  gay;  Giaanetino 
Doria,  sullenly  reserved  ;  Guino  Spinola  and 
the  Balbi  astonished  more  than  awed  ;  the 
Senators  were  overwhelmed,  and  Vincent 
Lomellino  was  too  much  amazed  at  the 
stranger's  comprehension  of  his  most  secret 
thoughts  to  exhibit  any  equality  of  temper. 
He  jumped  to  gaiety,  and  sank  back  to 
despair.  The  lamps  and  tapers  still  burned 
in  the  apartment  now  deserted  by  all  save  its 
master,  and  he  sat  leaning  his  head  on  his 
hand  like  one  immersed  in  deep  thought. 

"How  strange,  how  marvellously  strange!" 
he  muttered.  "  This  impostor  or  devil,  may 
the  fiend  rot  him  1  reads  men's  hearts  like  a 
printed  book.  Now  here,  now  there,  no 
place  is  proof  against  his  intrusion.     The 
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doors  fly  open,  the  varlets  quail  at  the  very 
mention  of  his  name,  and  he  passes  on.  He 
knows  more  than  I  would  dare  to  imagine, 
and  even  now  I  tremble  at  the  eflfects  of  his 
words  upon  the  Venetian.  Ho !  some  water ; 
the  Signor  Verrina  would  drink.  The  words 
still  hiss  in  my  ears ;  and  Doria  too — all 
stricken,  all  terrified !  By  the  saints,  the 
man  is  a  pupil  of  Satan  I"  and  rising  from 
the  table,  he  left  the  apartment 


F  3 


106  THE   WILL  ;   OR, 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

The  darkness  of  the  winter's  night  had 
settled  heavily  upon  the  marble  palaces  of 
Genoa,  shrouding  in  an  almost  impene- 
trable obscurity  their  walls  and  turrets, 
and  covering  like  a  funeral  pall  the  dwell- 
ings of  the  city.  Vincent  Lomellino's 
guests  had  long  before  retired  to  their 
homes,  and  the  sounds  of  revelry  were 
hushed ;  the  hum  of  trafBc  was  no  longer 
audible,  and  in  the  narrow  streets  of  Genoa 
hardly  a  single  passer-by  was  visible.  The 
great  buildings,  churches  and  public  edi- 
fices loomed  dark  and  shapeless  through  the 
thick  haze  that  had  descended  upon  them  ; 
hardly  a  sound  broke  the  stillness  that  had 
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succeeded  the  stir  of  day,  and  the  streets 
were  hushed  like  paths  in  a  desert,  so  calm 
and  silent  was  the  aspect  of  the  city.  Man 
slept,  and  nature  was  husbanding  her  re- 
sources to  draw  from  the  darkness  of  the 
dead  night  the  glorious  beauties  of  the 
living  morrow. 

Yet  at  that  hour  a  figure  might  have 
been  seen  stealing  cautiously  and  slowly 
from  under  the  shadow  of  the  columns  that 
adorned  the  front  of  the  Doria  palace.  A 
large  cloak,  concealing  both  his  person  and 
dress,  was  cautiously  wrapped  round  him ; 
and  a  black  velvet  mask,  while  it  hid  from 
observation  his  other  features,  sometimes 
allowed  the  flashing  of  two  dark  eyes  to  be 
visible.  The  clank  of  weapons  could  also 
be  heard  as  he  descended  the  steps  and 
reached  the  street,  where  he  paused  for  a 
moment,  then  rapidly  walking  forward, 
turned  towards  the  gate  that  led  to  San 
Pier  d' Arena,  a  lovely  suburb,  where  the 
merchants  of  Genoa  had  built  their  sum- 
mer palaces,  and  which  even  the  immortal 
Palladio  had  honoured  with  a  creation  of 
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his  own  genius.  He  passed  the  sentries  by 
giving  the  word,  and  quickening  his  pace, 
soon  reached  the  entrance  to  the  suburb. 
The  way  was  lined  with  lofty  trees,  their 
trunks  clothed  and  warped  by  shrubs  and 
ivy,  while  vistas  of  cleared  space  here  and 
there  presented  themselves,  terminated  by 
some  proud  villa  rich  with  all  the  orna- 
ments of  architecture. 

Rapidly'  he  proceeded,  until  he  reached 
one  small  villa  separated  from  the  others, 
and  so  completely  buried  in  the  trees  that 
on  all  sides  environed  it,  as  to  be  hardly 
visible  until  beside  it.  A  small  portico 
supported  on  Ionic  columns  formed  its 
front,  and  marble  vases  filled  with  flowers 
and  shrubs,  that  even  then  cast  an  odour 
upon  the  night  air,  lined  the  steps.  Round 
it  dwelt  the  silence  of  sleep,  and  save  for 
the  presence  of  a  single  lamp,  that  burned 
in  a  window  above  the  portico,  and  shed  a 
steady  light,  like  a  sailor's  beacon  to  lead 
him  into  port — neither  Ufe  nor  its  appear- 
ance was  visible.  The  muffled  figure  passed 
under  the  portico,  sounded  a  small  silver 
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call,  and  the  next  moment,  the  light  was 
gone;  the  door  was  opened,  and  he  en- 
tered the  hall.  Laying  aside  his  cloak  and 
mask,  he  mounted  a  broad  flight  of  marble 
stairs  that  led  to  a  long  corridor,  whose 
floor  was  formed  of  alternate  squares  of 
black  and  white  marbles,  and  advancing 
towards  a  half-closed  door,  noiselessly 
opened  it. 

The  room  was  small,  yet  exquisitely  fur- 
nished. A  bright  lamp  burned  on  a  table, 
on  which  also  lay  a  lute  and  an  open  book, 
while  supported  on  cushions,  reclining 
before  the  fire,  rested  a  female  figure.  Her 
small  and  beautifully  formed  head  was 
turned  towards  the  fire,  and  the  eyes — half 
shut — emitting  only  a  dreamy  look  of  con- 
sciousness, gazed  upon  the  wood,  as  it 
gradually  mouldered  away,  creating  while  it 
burned,  strange  figures,  which  the  imagina- 
tion of  the  gazer  had  more  than  once  filled 
with  life.  Something  in  these  dreamy 
creations  had  peculiarly  arrested  attention, 
for  they  seemed  to  have  struck  upon  some 
powerful  chords  in  her  heart,  and  rising 
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upon  one  arm  so  as  to  bring  her  face  oppo- 
site to  the  light  of  the  lamp,  she  murmured, 
loud  enough  to  be  heard  by  her  listener : 

"  Oh !  how  much  we  barter  for  love — " 

•'  Not  too  much,  surely,  Giulia.  Thou 
receivest  more  in  return,"  exclaimed  her 
listener,  quickly  advancing  towards  her. 

"  Ah  !  my  Leone,  thou  here  !  This  is 
kind,"  and  she  threw  herself  into  his 
arms,  "  I  feared  me  thou  wouldst  not 
come.  Nay,  nay;  do  not  be  angry  with 
thy  Giulia,  because  she  says  so,  for  1  know 
thou  art  not  master  of  thy  time,  and  per- 
chance— " 

'*  Nothing  could  force  me  to  break  an 
engagement  with  thee,  dearest.  I  promised, 
and  am  here  ;  but  thou  lookest  dull/'  and 
he  gazed  into  her  bright  clear  eyes,  and 
shading  from  her  face  the  luxuriant  curls 
that  hung  carelessly  arranged  over  her 
white  forehead,  kissed  her  cheek,  for  to  all 
he  could  be  haughty,  to  her  tender ;  "  thou 
art  too  confined,  and  thy  health  suffers," 
and  circling  her  waist  with  his  arm,  he 
seated  himself  on  a  cushion  by  her  side. 
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She  smiled  and  nestled  her  beautiful 
h^ad  on  his  bosom  ;  it  was  the  guileless, 
though  unfortunate  trust  of  love. 

"  Thou  pinest  for  thy  Roman  home," 
said  her  companion  tenderly.  '*  But  Genoa 
will  be  thy  home.'* 

"  The  desert,  Leone,  any  place  with 
thee  V 

''  Tut,  my  Giulia,  I  am  a  useless  appen- 
dage. In  the  ancient  glories  and  present 
splendour  of  the  holy  Father's  residence, 
Leone  would  be  forgotten.'* 

"No!"  said  the  Roman  energetically,  "all 
have  been  left  for  thee;  father,  mother, 
sisters,  all,  since  thou  art  dearer  than  all. 
Beings  that  proclaimed  their  love  in  the 
silent  outpourings  of  their  affections  — 
hearts  that  more  openly  acknowledged 
their  feelings  and  sought  my  sympathy  in 
return  ;  all  these  are  left,  and  I  stand  alone 
by  thy  side,  alone  lo(A  up  to  thee." 

She  turned  her  eyes  towards  his,  and  as 
with  a  smile  he  sought  to  assure  her  of  the 
constancy  of  his  affection,  a  shade  half 
mournful,  half  joyous,  passed  over  his  coun- 
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tenance.  He  raised  her  slender  fingers  to 
his  lips,  and  bending  over  her  hand  sought 
to  conceal  his  emotion. 

"My  Giulia,  I  acknowledge  thy  sacri- 
fices." 

"  Sacrifices !"  she  exclaimed,  interrupting 
him,  and  gazing  proudly  on  his  face  as  she 
shaded  back  her  thick,  clustering  hair. 
"Not  sacrifices,  the  term  is  a  hard  one; 
they  are  love's  offsprings,  perhaps  the  seed 
of  evil,  yet  sown  in  the  hope  of  good.  But 
no  more  of  this  now.  Thou  hast  promised 
me  a  glance  at  this  princely  Genoa;  its  edi- 
fices, its  palaces,  its  churches,  which  thou 
hast  boasted  almost  rival  the  glories  of  my 
own  loved  Rome.  Ah,  Rome  1"  and  she 
gazed  intently  on  the  burning  and  half  con- 
sumed wood  ;  '^  methinks,  were  we  Italians 
half  as  brave  as  our  ancestors,  Rome  might 
be  once  more  the  capital  of  Italy,  if  not  of 
the  world.  When,  Leone,  dost  thou  keep 
thy  promise  ?*' 

"  In  a  few  days  at  most.  On  the  mor- 
row there  will  be  a  review  of  the  city  com- 
panies, when  I  may  not  see  thee ;  and  the 
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day  following  I  have  .  another  important 
engagement ;  but  the  third  morning  from 
this  brings  me  here.  Then  I  am  thine,  and 
we  shall  see  Genoa." 

'^Be  it  so  then/' and  contented  with  this  pro- 
mise, she  changed  the  conversation  to  other 
subjects,  and  talking  of  various  matters,  to 
others  common-place,  to  her  most  important, 
they  spent  an  hour  or  more  until  the  progress 
of  time  reminded  her  companion  that  he  must 
soon  leave  her ;  yet  the  minutes  still  fled  on, 
for  there  was  a  fascination  in  her  society,  and 
a  purity  sprung  from  her  love,  that  in  its 
expression,  while  it  entranced  and  gratified 
her  lover,  more  frequently  agonized  his 
heart,  and  weighed  it  down  with  a  force  he 
could  not  resist. 

"  Thou  chidest  me  for  my  melancholy," 
said  the  fair  Roman  sighing,  *'  when  but 
for  thee,  I  might  be  lonely  and  spiritless. 
Yet  why  art  thou  so  often  in  a  more  cheer- 
less mood  thyself?" 

"The  labours  of  the  day.  We,  Senators — " 

"  None  of  thy  dull  cares  of  office,  Leone. 

I  will   have  none  of  them,"  and  lightly 
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tapping  his  cheek  with  her  small  hand  whidi 
he  seized  and  covered  with  his  kisses,  she 
added,  "  I  have  a  cure  for  all — my  own 
and  thine.'* 

"  Name  it,  my  beautiful  physician,  my 
own  Giulia !" 

"  Bear  with  me  kindly  thenl  ,  A  week 
from  the  morrow,  I  shall  have  numbered 
another  birth-day — two  years  thy  wife. 
My  own  family  believe  I  bear  a  dishonoured 
name,  but  thanks  to  the  Virgin,  it  is  stfll 
pure  and  free  from  stain ;  yet  Leone,  there 
is  a  pang  at  my  heart ;  the  appearance  of 
crime  too  often  brings  with  it  the  pain  of 
the  reality,  and  oh  I  dearest,  I  would  be  thy 
avowed  wife.  Thou  hast  promised  this,  and 
let  the  day  that  brings  on  another  circle 
of  time  to  add  to  those  already  passed, 
place  me  in  the  position  of  avowed  honesty. 
Thou  art  angry,  Leone  ;  yet — ^yet,"  and 
she  burst  into  tears. 

'*  Tut,  tut!  what  more  wouldst  thoo 
desire  ?"  said  her  lover  somewhat  reproach- 
fully, for  she  could  read  in  his  glances  bis 
dissatisfaction.      "Wealth,    thou    hast   it 
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Peace,  these  shades  afford  it.    Love,  my 
heart  is  thine." 

''  Add  to  the  number  an  honest  name. 
Ab,  Leone!  little  dost  thou  know  what 
I  may  suffer  when  the  dream  of  the  past 
floats  over  the  reality  of  the  present ;  when 
I  remember — " 

"Not  a  word,  my  Giulia,  thy  request 
is  granted,"  said  her  lover,  hastily.  **  It 
is  little  too.  This  scene  must  sometime 
change,  and  why  not  now  ?" 

*'  Thou  wilt  openly  avow  our  marriage  ?" 
asked  the  Roman,  eargerly. 
"  Be  satisfied  :  I  will.'* 
"  Introduce  me  to  thy  family." 
'•To  all !— to  Genoa's  noblest." 
"  Thou  art  my  own  Leone ;  my  best — 
my  only  love  !"  exclaimed  the  Roman,  with 
passionate    eagerness.      ''We    shall    visit 
home:  my  father — my  mother.   Ah,  Leone! 
this  is  surely  a  dream.     I  am  awake,  and 
thou — thou — how    happy    I    feel!"     and 
folding  her   arm  round  him,  she  laid  her 
head  on  his  bosom,  and  shed  the  tears  of 
happy  expectation. 
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"  The  hour  wears  late,  my  Giulia,"  said 
Leone,  **  and  thou  art  aware  that  Genoa 
has  obtrusive  eyes,  and  tongues  that  prate 
most,  when  most  they  should  be  silent 
I  must  leave  thee;  for  the  wife  of  the 
Durazzo  should  be  like  thine  old  coun- 
tryman's, beyond  reproach." 

"  Wife  I"  was  echoed  by  their  sides. 

^'Histl"  exclaimed  the  Roman,  "didst 
hear,  Leone  ?" 

"  Tush  1— Nought  but  the  echo,"  re- 
joined the  other,  carelessly,  while  his  eyes 
glanced  searchingly  round  the  apartment. 
*'The  trees,  sweet  love,  whisper  in  the 
midnight  winds,  and  thy  fancy  coins  their 
language  into  words.  Call  thy  maids,  for 
my  time  is  up,"  and  gently  withdrawing 
himself  from  her  embrace,  he  took  both 
her  hands  in  his,  and  after  kissing  them, 
quitted  the  apartment.  The  Roman  sunk 
down  listlessly  upon  the  cushions  which 
she  had  risen  from,  as  if  life  and  hope  had 
departed  with  him. 

Having  reached  the  hall,  he  again  re- 
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sumed  his  mask,  and  enveloped  himself 
in  the  cloak  which  he  had  previously  worn ; 
and  as  he  quitted  the  house,  and  entered 
the  road  that  led  to  Genoa,  the  whispered 
word  that  had  so  suddenly  arrested  the 
Roman's  attention,  again  occurred  to  him. 
Although  he  strove  to  persuade  himself 
that  the  sound  was  but  the  offspring  of 
fancy,  yet  he  could  not  divest  his  mind 
of  the  supposition,  that  there  was  more 
of  reality  than  imagination  in  the  sound. 

"  Were  this  known,"  he  muttered  to 
himself  as  he  hastened  forward,  being 
anxious  to  reach  the  city  before  any  of 
its  inhabitants  would  be  stirring,  *'  I  might 
quit  Genoa  for  ever,  and  bid  a  long  fare- 
well to  the  visions  of  power  that  now  float 
before  me.  The  family  is  powerful  in 
Rome.  His  Holiness — V  he  paused,  and 
turned  rapidly  round,  for  the  sound  of 
quick  footsteps  was  audible,  and  he  had 
hardly  time  to  turn,  and  grasp  the  hilt 
of  his  sword,  when  a  stranger,  muffled  and 
masked  closely,  stood  by  his  side. 

"  Your    Lordship    journeys    late,    and 
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badly  attended,"  said  the  new  comer, 
proceeding  as  if  he  would  walk  along 
with  him. 

''That  is  my  own  affair,  and  does  not 
require  the  prying  intrusion  of  idle  curio- 
sity. Good  Sir,  my  way  does  not  request 
company.     I  can  find  it  myself." 

''  Tut  !  We  are  both  for  Genoa.  The 
road  is  short — society  agreeable ;  and  we 
may  journey  together  that  distance." 

"  I  would  go  alone." 

*'  Be  it  so,  then.  The  pleasant  remem- 
brance of  your  Lordship's  late  interview 
requires  mental  digestion." 

**  How,  sirrah  !"  asked  the  other,  angrily, 
throwing  back  his  cloak,  and  striking  the 
hilt  of  his  sword  heavily  with  his  hand. 
"  We  are  but  two — " 

"  Nay,  nay,  my  Lord  Dor — I  crave  your 
pardon — my  Lord  Leone  Durazzo,  I  would 
not  offend ;  nor,  in  truth,  am  I  just  now 
over-anxious  for  the  sight  of  cold  steel. 
I  am  a  peaceful  man.*' 

''  And  an  honest  one  to  boot,"  remarked 
Leone,  sneeringly. 
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"  I  cannot  pledge  myself  to  the  truth 
of  that  statement,"  said  the  other,  with 
momentary  hesitation;  "yet  I  do  not 
steal  weak  and  trusting  hearts  under  false 
names ;  nor  married,  lure  others  with  the 
hope  of  marriage." 

"  Villain !"  exclaimed  Leone,  vehemently, 
turning  round  as  he  spoke,  and  fronting 
his  strange  companion.  *'  There  are  the 
walls  of  Genoa,"  and  they  were  hardly 
visible  in  the  misty  light  that  was  announc- 
ing the  approach  of  day,  '*pass  but  the 
gate,  and  by  the  saints,  thou'lt  find  a  morn- 
ing's rest  in  a  dungeon.     Gro — go." 

"  To  thy  fair  Roman,  my  Lord  Doria — " 

*'  Draw,  sirrah  !  For  noble  or  plebeian, 
you  or  I  must  alone  possess  that  secret. 
Quick,  or  I  stab  you  where  you  stand !" 

''  Pause  for  a  moment,"  said  the  other, 
calmly,  as  he  removed  his  mask  from 
his  face ;  **  your  time  is  not  yet  come ; 
but  beware !  The  impostor,  Castrucci, 
knows  the  impostor,  Giannetino  Doria ; 
and  although  twice  the  wolf  went  in  safety 
to  the  lion's  den,  the  third  time  he  never 
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returned.  Beware,  and  for  the  time, 
farewell!"  And  before  Dona  could  seize, 
or  prevent  him,  he  lightly  iraulted  over 
a  low  wall  that  bounded  one  side  of  the 
road,  and  almost  instantly  disappeared. 

Doria  stood  for  a  moment  confounded, 
then  hastily  gathering  his  cloak  round 
him,  he  proceeded  rapidly  towards  the 
city.  He  passed  the  gate  as  before,  by 
giving  the  word ;  and  finding  the  streets 
still  free  from  people,  he  reached,  unob- 
served, his  own  palace. 

"That  word,"  he  muttered  to  himself, 
as,  in  a  private  apartment,  he  slowly  laid 
aside  his  cloak  and  mask,  ^'  was  spoken 
by  him.  Man  or  fiend,  he  knows  all- 
may  be  with  her  now — may  reveal  how 
Leone  Durazzo,  and  Giannetino  Doria 
are  one.  May — ^by  the  saint  I  I'll  know 
the  worst  at  once.  There  is  yet  an  hour 
to  morning,"  and  hastily  flinging  the  doak 
round  his  shoulders,  without  using  the 
mask,  and  snatching  from  a  stand  a  longer 
weapon  than  the  one  he  had  previously 
worn,  he  left  the  apartment. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Thb  fair  Roman  had  sunk  listlessly  upon 
the  pile  of  cushions  on  which  she  had 
previously  reclined.  Her  thoughts  seemed 
to  have  both  their  bitterness  and  sweetness, 
for  sometimes  her  bosom  heaved  with  deep 
agitation,  and  at  other  moments  a  quiet, 
dreamy  repose  stole  over  her,  and  with 
closed  eyes  she  contemplated  the  pleasures 
of  the  future — of  the  future  which  her 
imagination  loved  to  sketch.  Her  love 
had  been  one  of  passionate  impulse.  She 
had  dreamed  over  the  ancient  glories  of  her 
Roman  home,  had  wandered  amidst  the 
many  mementos  of  Pagan  power  that  lay 
scattered  over  the  then  Holy  City,  and 
sighed  when  she  contrasted  the  empire  of 
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her  day  with  that  which  had  passed  away 
for  ever.  Young,  eager,  passionate,  bor- 
rowing her  impressions  of  life  from  the 
scenes  in  which  she  lived — full  of  hope- 
rich  with  the  memories  of  the  past  and  beaa- 
tiful,  she  was  the  real  embodiment  of  her 
own  fertile  imaginings. 

Her  family  was  high  in  name,  but  poor. 
A  descent  that  could  be  traced  back  to  one 
of  the  great  names  of  the  empire,  was  now 
in  the  succession  of  ages  its  only  inheri- 
tance ;  and  the  young  Giulia,  unable  to 
rank  with  her  equals  in  birth,  never  de- 
scended to  those  beneath  her.  Her  days 
were  thus  passed  in  comparative  obscurity, 
not  free  from  the  solicitation  of  suitors, 
but  she  had  as  yet  lived  uninfluenced  by 
any,  when  a  Genoese  merchant,  attended 
by  a  princely  train,  came  to  Rome,  it  was 
believed,  on  a  secret  mission  to  the  Holy 
Father.  Chance  threw  tlie  young  Giulia  in 
his  path.  He  saw  her  in  the  pride  of  her 
youth,  and  the  splendour  of  her  beauty. 
Dazzled  by  his  promises  and  his  personal 
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magnificence,  won  by  his  humble  suit,  and 
still  more  tempted  by  the  thought  that  his 
wealth  would  raise  her  family  to  opulence, 
its  only  want,  she  yielded  to  his  solici- 
tations, and  fled  with  him  from  Rome. 

She  fled  with  him,  relying  in  the  purity 
of  her  own  heart  upon  the  honesty  of  his 
avowed  intentions ;  and  too  young  to  know 
much  of  the  world,  she  was  easily  persuaded 
to  conceal  their  union,  for  they  had  been 
married  before  she  quitted  Rome;  and 
intoxicated  with  the  first  delights  of  early 
passion,  she  never  examined  her  position ; 
and  when  months  after  she  would  have  done 
so,  she  dared  not.  One  noble  heart  had 
passionately  loved  her.  The  scholar,  how- 
ever, and  the  young  Adrasto  di  Vitelli,  had 
turned  the  power  of  a  highly-gifted  mind, 
the  subtlety  of  a  refined  intellect,  'the 
ardour  of  great  natural  eloquence,  to  the 
prosecution  of  learning,  and  stood  distin- 
guished, when  distinction  was  the  reward 
of  genius  and  energy ;  still,  though  loving 
with   all  the  passion  of  his  lofty  nature, 
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Giulia  did  not  love  in  return.  She  could  not 
understand  his  enthusiasm  so  different  from 
her  own.  Her  ambition  was  the  power  of 
the  present ;  his  of  the  future.  She  pined 
over  the  departed  greatness  of  her  country 
and  family ;  his  heart  bounded  with  the 
high  hope  of  ambitious  genius — when  in 
the  toils  of  the  present — ^in  the  sadness 
and  weariness  that  surrounded  the  early 
strugglers  in  the  empire  of  literature,  he 
saw  but  the  dark  clouds  that  temporarily 
obscured  the  brilliant  future,  and  whilst  be 
laboured,  mentally  shadowed  forth  his 
brightest  rewards  in  the  applause  of  pos- 
terity. 

But  Giulia  had  fled  from  Rome.  One  of 
his  visions  had  been  rudely  dispelled ;  and 
with  her  departure  seemed  also  to  have 
gone  the  soul  of  his  own  energy,  for  learn- 
ing became  tasteless,  his  studies  were 
neglected,  and  changed  in  manner  and  dis- 
position, he  too  quitted  the  Imperial  City, 
to  go,  none  knew  whither. 

Many   minutes    had  elapsed  since  the 
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departure  of  the  fair  Roman's  companion, 
and  still  she  lay  in  the  position  she  had  first 
assumed  when  he  left  her.  The  fire  was 
mouldering  away;  and  in  a  small  ante-; 
chamber,  her  maids,  tired  with  waiting, 
were  now  asleep,  yet  she  heeded  not  the 
lateness  of  the  hour,  for  her  mind  was  too 
busily  engaged  in  its  own  deep  thoughts^  to 
mark  the  onward  progress  of  time.  Her 
home — her  family  were  before  her.  She 
was  again  in  the  city  of  the  Caesars.  Its 
monuments  of  Pagan  grandeur — the  more 
enduring  marks  of  Christian  power — all 
were  now  present  to  her  eyes,  when  a  soft 
voice  murmured  .''  Giulia,"  and  she  in-; 
stantly  sprung  to  her  feet. 

''  Virgin  and  saints  l"  she  exclaimed,  as 
she  saw  standing  before  her  a  tall  command- 
ing figure^  whose  person  was  half  concealed 
by  the  folds  of  a  cloak  that  hung  carelessly 
from  his  shoulders,  while  in  his  left  hand 
he  carried  a  black  velvet  mask,  and  the 
lamp  that  was  suspended  from  the  ceiling 
shed  its  light  upon  his  pale  and  mournful 
countenance. 
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"  Giulia,"  he  said,  advancing  into  the 
middle  of  the  apartment  before  she  could 
recover  from  her  astonishment^  **  we  know 
each  other.  For  months  have  I  soaght  yoa, 
and  now  when  I  had  almost  given  up  hope, 
I  find  you  ; — ^but  oh  I  how  changed — ^how 
fallen!'* 

'*  Fallen,  my  Lord  Vitelli !"  repeated  the 
Roman,  haughtily  raising  her  beautifol 
head,  and  throwing  back  with  both  hands 
the  thick,  curling  hair  that  had  fallen  over 
her  temples.  "  JMy  Lord,  you  strangely  pre- 
sume  on  previous  intimacy,  to  tell  Giulia 
Savelli  that  she  degrades  herself  by  mar- 
rying a  noble  of  Genoa.  Your  taunts  or 
pity  are  misplaced." 

**  Married  —  married !"  exclaimed  the 
other;  "  Giulia,  forgive  me.  Thou  wrongest 
me ;  or  art  thyself  the  victim  of  foul  vil- 
lany." 

"  Neither,  my  Lord.  I  am  the  lawful 
wife  of  Leone  Durazzo." 

''  The  foul  villain  I  the  fiendish  plotter!" 
said  Vitelli  passionately.  *'  Hear  me,  Giulia, 
for  a  moment.    This  man,  who  calls  him- 
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self  Leone  Durazzo,  is  Giannetino  Doria, 
the  nephew  of  Andrew  Doria.  He  is  mar- 
ried— has  wife  and  children,  and  thou — " 

"Away!  leave  me.  I  cannot  believe, 
thee,"  shrieked  the  Roman,  while  at  the 
same  moment  a  thousand  circumstances 
flashed  across  her  recollection,  that  seemed 
to  prove  the  truth  of  what  she  had  beards 
His  concealment  of  their  union,  her  con- 
stant removal  from  Genoa,  until  within  a 
few  days,  when  forced  by  her  importunity 
he  had  brought  her  to  San  Pier  d'Arena, 
and  various  other  things  not  noticed  then, 
but  now  remembered,  passed  in  rapid  review 
before  her.  "Away I  I  will  not  believe 
thee." 

"  Thou  shalt  have  proof,  then  ;  for  it  is 
not  too  late  to  save  thee.  On  the  morrow 
the  Count  Fiesco  goes  to  the  Church  di 
Carignano  with  his  bride.  Leave  this — 
seek  Genoa ;  enter  the  church,  and  the  by- 
standers  will  point  thee  out  Giannetino 
Doria.  Thou  canst  tell  whether  he  and 
Leone  Durazzo  are  in  thine  eyes  the  same 
or  not." 
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inquiry  her  whom  I  bring  home' as  my 
bride." 

He  paused  and  looked  anxiously  in  her 
face. 

•*  Thou  art  generous — too  generous,"  she 
murmured. 

'*  No.  I  am  but  just.  Say,  thou  agreest 
We  shall  name  the  hour — settle  our  depar- 
ture, and  then — "  he  stopped  short,  £rmly 
grasped  his  sword,  as  the  door  was  dashed 
open,  and  Giannetino  Doria  and  Leone 
Durazzo,  both  in  one,  rushed  into  the 
apartment. 

'*  Ah  !  impostor,  thou  here  ?  Draw. 
This  moment  settles  our  dispute.  Come — 
a  knave  and  coward  to  boot  I    Art  both  ?" 

"My  Lord  Doria—" 

*' Sirrah,  no  words  now.  To  your 
weapon,"  exclaimed  Doria,  furiously. 
''  One  of  us  will  not  quit  this  room 
with  life." 

'*  Thy  blood  on  thine  own  head  then !" 
said  Vitelli.  ''  Yet  methinks  a  lady's 
presence    might    excuse    this    unseemly 
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haste,"  and  he  lowered  the  point  of  his 
sword. 

*'  Out  on  thee.  Does  the  dread  magician 
tremble  ?" 

**Not  here,  my  Lord,"  exclaimed  Giujia^ 
who  had  until  that  moment  looked  on  with 
stupified  amazement,  not  able  to  collect 
words  to  address  them.  '*  Not  here ;  but 
as  both  are  present — Leone,  lower  thy 
sword's  point,"  and  Doria  did  as  she 
directed  him;  '*as  both  are  present^  we 
shall  settle  another  matter  to  me  of  some 
importance.  He  charges  thee  with  using 
a  false  name,  and  that  being  the  nephew  of 
Andrew  Doria,  thou  representest  thyself  of 
the  house  of  Durazzo." 

''  He,  Giulia !  believe  him  not.  He  is  a 
miserable  trickster,  an  impostor,  a  cunning 
knave,  who  cozens  men  out  of  their 
gold." 

Nay,  nay,  my  Lord ;  he  is  noble  as 
thyself.  The  family  of  the  Vitelli  fear  not 
comparison  with  the  highest  names  of 
Genoa." 
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"  Does  he  deceive  thee  too  ?  Why, 
Giulia,  the  man  is  the  city's  talk  ;  a 
cunning  astrologer  1" 

''  Adrasto/'  said  the  Roman,  turning  to 
him,  **  explain ;  thy  strange  tale  needs 
proof, — this  statement  is  explanation,''  and 
both  Doria  and  Vitelli  were  greatly  amazed 
at  the  calmness  with  which  she  spoke  and 
acted  in  a  scene  where  there  was  much 
to  unnerve. 

"  Explain,"  said  Doria,  sneeringly.  **  The 
magician,  Castrucci,  would  rather  talk  than 
fight.     Explain." 

"  A  word,  Giulia,  to  thee  will  clear  up 
this  seeming  mystery.  I  am  Castrucci  in 
Genoa — Adrasto  di  Vitelli  in  Rome.  My 
Lord  Doria's  charges  are  beneath  notice  ; 
his  taunts*  will  soon  receive  their  reward." 

''  And  thy  insdlence  its  punishment," 
said  Doria,  furiously. 

''  L«eone,"  exclaimed  the  fair  Roman, 
''  Leone,  for  by  that  name  thou  wert  first 
known  to  me,  this  painful  scene  must  end." 

••  Here,  GiuUa,"   said  Doria,   "  it  will. 
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Believe  not  this  man.  He  may — he  does 
wrong  me.  I  shall  leave  you  now;  and 
you,  my  Lord,  we  leave  together  " 

**  We  do.  Go  on ;  I  follow  you,"  replied 
Vitelli,  and  both  quitted  the  Roman's  pre- 
sence. She  stood  breathless  where  they 
had  left  her,  until  the  last  sounds  of  their 
retreating  footsteps  had  died  away,  then, 
overcome  with  emotion,  with  terrible  suspi- 
cions, which  she  could  not  yet  accept  as 
truths,  she  fell  lifeless  on  the  floor,  sum- 
moning by  the  noise  of  her  fall  her  attend- 
ants into  the  apartment. 

Doria  and  Castrucci  walked  in  silence  for 
some  minutes  after  they  had  quitted  the 
house.  Neither  of  them  spoke  until  they 
had  reached  a  small  bend  in  the  road, 
which  was  partially  clear  from  trees  towards 
the  side  of  the  bay,  while  the  faint  light  of 
the  infant  morning,  as  it  came  over  the 
clear  sheet  of  water  reflected  from  the 
white  buildings  of  Genoa,  that  rose  as  an 
amphitheatre  before  them,  dimly  illumined 
the  spot  on  which  they  stood. 
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'^  Here/'  said  Doria,  pausing,  ''  we  mtj 
stop.  The  morning  is  early  — none  stirring. 
Draw  and  defend  thyself." 

•*  T  am  ready,"  replied  Castrucci.  "  Yet 
why  should  I  slay  you  ?"  he  continued,  as  if 
to  himself,  while  their  swords  crossed  for 
the  first  time. 

''Slay  me?"  exclaimed  Dona,  with  a 
mocking  laugh. 

"  Even  so,  for  now  thou  art  at  my  mercy," 
and  he  had  hardly  spoken  when  Doris's 
point  was  thrown  up,  and  the  weapon 
sprung  from  his  grasp. 

'•  Fiends  1" 

'*  Nay,  my  Lord,  do  not  abuse  those  who 
have  befriended  thee  so  far.  Take  thy  Ufe. 
I  am  not  in  the  humour  for  blood.  Take 
it.  Adieu  for  the  present,  and  remember 
when  in  mortal  strife  we  meet  again,  and 
meet,  my  mind  warns  me,  we  shall— 
remember  thou  owest  life  to  the  impostor, 
Castrucci,''  and  leaving  Doria  to  pick  up 
his  sword,  he  slowly  directed  his  steps 
towards  the  hills. 
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Doria  would  have  followed  him^  but 
some  mysterious  influence  checked  him, 
and  turning,  he  walked  moodily  towards 
the  city. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

''  Hey,  master  Calva,  this  is  to  be  a  rare 
show,  this  marriage  of  my  Lord  Fiasco, 
I  hear,"  exclaimed  a  neighbour  of  the 
worthy  draper,  Antony  Calva,  as  towards 
noon  on  the  following  day,  he  leaned  over 
his  shop- door  in  conversation  with  the 
latter.  "All  Genoa  keeps  it  a  holiday; 
and  the  noble  Count  of  Lavagna  spares 
no  expense.  My  madcap  apprentice— the 
boy's  rather  young.  Master  Calva»  and 
youth  is  sometimes  foolish— says  that  the 
fountains  run  wine,  and  the  Count  gives 
a  score  of  fat  oxen  to  be  roasted  for  the 
townspeople." 

"  I  should   not   wonder   at  it,"    replied 
Antony.      "The    Count    is   wealthy    and 
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generous.  My  Lord  Guino  Spinola  re- 
commended  me  to  his  patronage,  and  he 
has. almost  cleared  my  poor  shop." 

"  Ay,  truly ;  I  had  nearly  forgotten. 
They  say  the  way  from  the  Fiesco  Palace 
to  the  Church .  of  Carignano  is  covered 
with  cloth,  and  the  walls  are  hung  with 
velvet.     With  velvet,  Master  Calva !" 

'*I  can  hardly  think  so,  neighbour," 
replied  Antony.  "The  Count,  though 
^  generous,  is  not  extravagant ;  and  Philip, 
who  was  at  the  palace  this  morning,  does 
not  mention  it.  It  will  be  a  great  sight 
anyhow,  though  I  cannot  see  it." 

"  Why  ?"  asked  the  other. 

"I  have  promised  Philip  that  he  shall 
have  a  holiday,  and  we  both  must  not 
be  absent.  The  boy  is  sober  and  attentive, 
and  I  cannot  refuse  the  favour." 

**  Would  that  I  could  say  as  much  for 
my  scapegrace.  Hoi  Jerome.  Gone,  I 
declare  1  Jerome  1 — Jerome !  The  rascal 
is  off  without  leave.  Did  you  ever  see 
such  conduct,  Master  Calva  ?    I  might  ^go 
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myself,  but  the  rogue  has  Btolen  the  marcb 
Yet  he's  young,  Master  Calva  :  young  ami 
foolish/'  and  thus  making  excuses  for  his 
truant  apprentice,  Antony's  neigbboor, 
bidding  him   ''a  good  moming,"   retired 

into  his  shop. 

» 

The  conversation  of  the  two  shopkeepen 
thus  briefly  hinted  at  the  great  preparation! 
which  had  been  made  by  the  Count  o 
Lavagna  for  the  solemnization  of  bis  mar 
riage  with  Leonora  Cibo,  the  beautiii 
daughter  of  the  house  of  Cibo,  one  c 
the  noblest  in  Genoa.  From  early  dawi 
the  townspeople  had  been  astir,  taUds 
and  marvelling,  as  each  moment  brougii 
to  Fiesco's  palace  some  new  guest,  or  smn 
strange  device  had  been  erected  oppoeit 
to  the  dwelling  of  any  of  the  namenN 
shops  that  enjoyed  the  Count's  patronap 
and  which  were  situated  in  the  streel 
through  which  the  procession  would  bav 
to  pass  in  its  progress  to  the  churd 
Various  banners,  and  streluners  of  ccdoore 
silk,  crowns  of  flowers,  and  in  many  jdaoe 
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small  arches  thrown  across  the  narrow 
streets,  emblematic  of  some  historic  recol- 
lection in  the  annals  of  the  bouse  of  Cibo 
or  Fiesco,  marked  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
people,  and  their  attachment  to  the  Count. 
Even  in  some  streets,  where  a  more  wealthy 
burgher — or  one  who  wished  to  give  the 
strongest  proof  of  his  zeal — resided,  pieces 
of  carpet  were  placed  before  the  door  for 
the  procession  to  pass  over :  and  the  muni- 
ficence of  the  silk-weavers'  guild,  had 
covered  the  steps  and  the  centre  of  the 
aisle  leading  up  to  the  altar  in  the  Church 
of  Carignano  with  purple  and  crimson  silk. 
The  citizens  wore  their  lioliday  attire ;  busi- 
ness, for  the  time,  seemed  suspended,  and 
the  streets  through  which  they  were  ex- 
pecting the  Count  to  pass,  were  crowded 
with  eager  and  anxious  visitors.  The  shops 
were  filled  with  the  burghers'  wives  and 
daughters ;  and  as  occasionally  a  distant 
shout  was  heard,  there  was  much  crush- 
ing and  pushing,  for  the  streets  were  too 
narrow  to   admit  the    great  crowd,    and 
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many  a  fair  face  was  red  and  flushed, 
as  its  owner  strove  for  a  good  place. 

''They  leave  my  Lord  Fiasco's  palace 
at  noon/'  said  a  burgher  to  his  companioD. 
'*  It's  surely  the  time  now." 

''  Past  it,  by  some  minutes/'  rejoined  the 
other. 

**We  may  immediately  expect  them 
then.  The  Count  is  punctual  to  the 
minute.  Lean  up,  you  imp/'  he  conti* 
nued,  addressing  a  young,  mischievousr 
looking  lad,  who,  with  cool  efirontery, 
had  comfortably  bestowed  himself  in  oae 
corner  of  a  shop  window,  quietly  leaning 
upon  the  burgher  who  stood  below  him. 
*'  Lean  up,  sirrah  !  I  can  hardly  carry  my- 
self, much  less  you  to  boot." 

"  Pooh !  Tm  very  light,  nay  master. 
Ho!  Philip,  come  here.  There  is  space 
for  both  of  us,  and  you  can  have  a  fat 
citizen  to  rest  on.  Here,  this  way.  Re> 
move,  my  masters,  and  let  the  gentleman 
pass  you." 

''  You,  young  ell-wand,  the  fiend  fly  with 
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your    impudence !     but   you    have    it    in 
quantity  and  quality." 

"  Many  thanks,  Sir,"  retorted  the  other, 
"  that  will  do,  Sir.  A  little  more  this  way," 
and  talking,  as  if  the  burgher  was  most 
anxious  to  make  room  at  his  bidding,  he 
contrived  to  accommodate  Philip  beside 
him. 

"Conscience !  youngster,  you  can  provide 
well  for  thyself  and  friends,"  said  the 
burgher,  smiling  at  the  lad's  ready  impu- 
dence and  tact.  "  Lean  on  ;  thou  art  a 
chick  worth  rearing,  and  it  would  be  sinful 
to  crush  thee  in  the  shell." 

"Thanks,  my  master.  Well,  Phil,  what 
said  old  Antony  ?  He  agreed  at  once,  and 
thou  art  here  ?" 

"  Most  assuredly  so,  since  I  would  not 
have  come  without  his  permission,"  replied 
the  other,  a  youth,  some  twenty  years  of 
age,  and  more  like  a  soldier  than  a  draper's 
apprentice.     "  But  thou,  Jerome  ?" 

"  I  knew,  if  I  had  asked  permission,  I 
should  not  have  gotten  it,  and  as  I  deter- 
mined to  see  the  show,  here  I  am." 
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''  Still  a  wild  truant,  Jerome  !  but — star 
there  is  a  young  dame  who  struggles  hard 
for  place,"  exclaimed  Antony  Calva's 
young  apprentice.  She  will  be  trampled 
down  by  the  crowd  if  we  do  not  assist  her. 
Your  hand,  Signora.  Trust  to  me,  and  I 
will  place  you  where  you  can  see,"  and  with 
the  utmost  gentleness,  assisted  by  Jerome 
and  others  near  him,  he  raised  the  damsel  to 
the  place  by  his  side ;  and  if  he  had  any 
curiosity  to  see  her  face,  it  was  prevented 
by  a  thick  impenetrable  veil,  which  she  had 
drawn  close  round  her  head,  though,  as  he 
took  her  hand  in  his,  he  could  discover  by 
its  beauty  and  smallness,  and  the  number  of 
rings  that  glistened  on  her  fingers,  that  she 
was  somewhat  of  higher  standing  than 
those  in  the  crowd  that  surrounded  her. 
''  Now,  Signora,  can  I  do  aught  more  for 
thee?" 

"  Thank  you,  no ;  yet  thou  knowest 
most  of  the  nobles  of  the  city." 

**Most;  yes  truly,  Signora,  all.-  They 
are  gallant  men,  and,"  he  added  with  a  sigh, 
''soldiers     wear    swords   and — ^but    what 
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>uld  I  say  ?  I  am  but  a  poor  draper's 
prentice^  and  my  business  is  more  with 
rds  and  cloth  than  steel  and  armour, 
le,  the  crowd  moves,  and  yonder — ^look, 
[Jy,  look  !  They  come." 
"  AH/'  murmured  the  female,  **  have 
eir  own  complaints,"  and  she  turned  her 
ad  without  further  speech,  in  the  direc- 
m  towards  which  were  now  bent  the 
ger  looks  of  the  multitude. 
At  the  end  of  the  street  the  procession 
St  made  its  appearance  ;  and  as  the  sun 
the  early  spring  shed  uopn  the  brilliant 
esses  of  the  party,  the  rich  caparisons  of 
eir  horses — for  mostly  all  were  mounted — 
id  the  various  gay  banners  that  were 
rried  along  with  them,  the  calm,  mellowed 
;ht  of  its  infant  power,  the  multitude  burst 
to  a  murmur  of  admiration,  so  grand  and 
;autifuldidthe  whole  spectacle  appear.  They 
^preached  four  in  a  line.  The  Count  of 
sivagna  rode  at  the  head  of  the  cavalcade 
;side  the  beautiful  Veropa,  his  intended 
ide's  sister,  while   next  to  her  was  Leo- 
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nora  herself,  attended  on  her  right  by  her 
brother  Julius.  Far  as  the  eye  could  read 
from  the  spot  where  the  two  apprentices 
and  the  young  Signora  stood,  the  processioB 
extended,  and  most  of  the  nobles  of  Genoi 
had  assembled  on  the  occasion  to  do 
honour  to  the  Count.  The  heads  of  the 
great  families  of  the  Grimaldi  and  Spinola, 
with  a  sister  of  Giannetino  Doria  and  a 
daughter  of  the  Durazzo  formed  the  second 
line,  and  next  to  them  rode  old  Durazzo 
himself  with  Augustine  Spinola,  a  com- 
mander of  great  reputation  under  the 
Republic,  while  between  them  they  guarded 
two  daughters  of  the  house  of  BalbL  Bene- 
dict Centurioni  and  Dominic  Doria,  two 
names  of  weight  in  the  State,  formed  the 
outriders  of  the  fourth  line,  riding  at  each 
side  of  the  two  youngest  daughters  of  Paul 
Pansa.  The  Senate,  with  Jerome  Fiesco, 
the  Count's  brother,  was  next  in  order, 
both  attending  the  Signoras  Senaregna, 
wife  and  daughter  of  Ambrose  Senaregna, 
Secretary  to  the  Republic:    Rank  after  rank 
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they  passed,  the  heads  of  the  families  wait- 
ing upon  some  of  the  daughters  and  wives 
of  their  younger  sons,  until  all  the  seniors 
had  preceded,  and  then  came  most  of  the 
Count's  gay  associates,  and  along  with 
them  Vincent  Lomellino,  who  though 
advanced  in  years,  affected  more  the  man- 
ners  of  twenty  than  of  two  score  and 
ten. 

Cardinal  Doria,  Leone  Durazzo,  and 
Francis  Grimaldi  headed  this  party,  while 
after  them  rode  Giannetino  Doria,  pale, 
haughty,  and  striving  to  hide,  under  the 
semblance  of  increased  hauteur,  an  agita- 
tion that  frequently  exhibited  itself,  as  with 
anxious  eye  he  often  examined  the  crowd, 
muttering  to  himself,  "  She  must  be  here, 
for  three  hours  since  she  left  her  own 
home."  Guino  Spinola,  the  young  Balbi, 
and  the  Venetian,  accompanied  by  Signer 
Lomellino  rode  next,  and  each  seemed  in  a 
different  mood.  Guino  was  as  usual  gay 
and  reckless,  the  Balbi  grave  and  reserved, 

VOL.    I.  H 
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A  spectacle  so  magDificent  in  itself  as  that 
which  we  have  faintly  attempted  to  describe, 
and  the  y(Tuth,  and  personal  grace  and  beauty 
of  its  two  chief  actors,  could  not  fail  in 
eliciting  the  approbation  and  applause  of 
the  multitude  who  witnessed  its  progress 
towards  the  church. 

**  Hurrah  for  my  Lord  Fiesco  1"  shouted 
the  burgher  on  whose  shoulder  still  leaned 
the  apprentice  Jerome.  "  Hurrah  for  the 
gallant  Count  of  Lavagna  1''  he  again  shouted 
as  the  party  were  approaching  the  place 
where  he  stood.  "  Shout,  my  men !  he's  a 
gallant  noble  and  generous,''  and  the  multi- 
tude shouted,  while  Philip  could  feel  the 
young  Signora  by  his  side  tremble,  as  the 
horse  began  to  pass. 

**  My  Lord  Durazzo  I"  remarked  another 
citizen,  when  that  old  patrician,  the  head  of 
his  house  was  passing.  "  He's  hale  and 
hearty,  and  will  number  some  half  scan 
summers  yet." 

**  Durazzo,"  said  the  Signora  in  a  low 
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tone,  then  placing  her  hand  on  Philip's  arm, 
she  added,  ''  thou  knowest  all  these  nobles 
and  their  dames ;  point  me  out  the  Signor 
Balbi/' 

^'  There  are  many  of  that  name,  old  and 
young,"  returned  the  apprentice.  "  There 
next  to  the  Signor  Pansa  rides  my  Lord 
Annibal's  father,  and  farther  down  thou 
mayst  see  himself." 

•*  Where?"  and  Philip  could  feel  her 
tremble  greatly  as  she  asked  the  ques- 
tion. 

*'  In  a  moment  they  will  be  passing  us, 
and  then  thou'lt  have  a  better  opportunity 
to  see  their  faces,"  replied  Philip.  "  Now 
they  come,"  and  they  were  slowly  moving 
onwards.  ''  That  noble  Signor  who  rides 
the  black  horse  is  Annibal  Balbi." 

''And  the  other  with  him,"  she  asked 
with  visibly  increasing  agitation. 

''  I  see.    That  is  my  Lord  Leone  Du- 


razzo." 


May  the  saints  bless  thee  I    Art  sure  ?' 
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''  Sure,  most  truly,  Signora,  I  am." 

''  He  with  the  dark  plume,  and  the  blue 
cloak.  Look  now.  His  eyes  turn  this 
way." 

'*  Nay — nay  ;  not  he  1  That  is  GiaDoelino 
Doria." 

''  Ah  I  thou  errest.  Be  certain  1  Now  he 
raises  his  hand  " 

'I  am  still  correct.  Hear  the  crowd 
shout.  Look  !  He  raises  his  bonfiet,'*^and 
Giaunetino'  greeted  by  those  round  him, 
lifted  his  plumed  cap,  and  bowed  to  them. 

'*  May  God  pity  and  pardon  me  !"  mur- 
mured the  lady.  '■  Betrayed,  ruined  1"  and 
with  agitated  manner,  her  brain  wkiriiiig 
and  confused,  she  again  looked  towards  the 
procession,  but  the  figures  began  to  mtilti- 
ply,  the  shouts  sounded  fainter  and  fainter 
in  her  ears,  her  senses  reeled,  she  strove 
to  recollect  her  position,  to  steady  herself; 
but  the  sudden  overthrow  of  every  hope, 
the  convincing  proof  of  her  worst  suspicions, 
her    forlorn    and    desolate    sittiation,    all 


TH£    HALF-BROTHERS.  151 

crowded  together  upon  her  mind,  and  she 
sunk  weak  and  overpowered  upon  the  young 
apprentice's  shoulder. 

"Help  me,  Jerome  1  Stand  aside,  my 
masters,  the  young  Signora  has  fainted !" 
exclaimed  Philip,  as  he  strove  to  lift  her 
up.  **Way  there!"  and  a  path  was 
speedily  made,  for  the  multitude  was  clos- 
ing after  the  procession,  whose  last  rank 
had  now  passed  them. 

"  Remove  her  veil — ^she  wants  air,"  said 
an  elderly  dame,  who  stood  near  to  the 
place,  and  now  was  moving  forward  to  do 
as  she  directed. 

'*  Peace,  woman !  Do  not  touch  her," 
was  uttered  by  the  dame's  side ;  and  as 
she  turned  in  the  direction  of  the  stern 
command,  she  yielded  before  a  haughty, 
commanding  figure,  who  strode  forward 
into  the  place  she  had  previously  occu- 
pied. 

"  Saints  and  angels  defend  me !  Tis  the 
magician — Castrucci !" 
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**  Castrucci  I"  echoed  a  bargher,  bless* 
ing  himself  as  he  spoke,  and  turniog  pale, 
as  the  cloak  of  that  dreaded  individual 
touched  him  in  passing. 

'*  Castrucci !"  screamed  a  young  maiden, 
covering  her  face  with  her  hands  to  hide 
the  features  from  the  gaze  of  the  horrible 
apparition  she  expected  to  see.  **  Where 
— where  is  he  ?*' 

''  By  your  side,  damsel,"  and  the  speaker 
passed  until  he  reached  Philip.  ''  She  has 
fainted  V 

Jerome's  impudence  and  saucy  loquacity 
ceased:  he  was  dumb.  The  burghers 
round  the  party  became  pale  and  con- 
fused :  the  men,  strong  in  personal  power 
and  animal  courage,  yet  awed  and  mas- 
tered by  some  mute,  unknown  influence 
that  had  stolen  over  them,  felt  their 
strength  paralysed.  Even  Philip,  though 
more  at  ease  than  any  of  those  near  him, 
felt  an  undefined  awe  which  he  could  not 
well  master. 
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••  Giulia,"  whispered  Castrucci  in  her 
ear,  "look  up^  dearest!  Thou  art  in 
safety,'*  yet  no  answer  was  returned.  "  She 
is  fainting,"  he  continued,  turning  to 
Philip.  "  B^ise  her  head  gently :  that 
will  suffice,"  and  taking  from  under  his 
vest  a  small  coloured  and  curiously  formed 
bottle,  he  applied  it  to  her  nostrils  without 
lifting  her  veil,  or  exposing  her  face,  while 
the  most  courageous  of  the  bystanders 
formed  a  circle  round  him,  looking  on  in 
mute  and  terrified  wonder.  "  Ha  ! — she 
moves.  Stand  aside,  masters,  and  let  the 
air  fan  her  cheek,"  and  as  they  fell  back 
at  his  bidding,  she  slowly  raised  her 
head. 

*'  What  is  this  ?    Where  am  I  ?" 

"  With   a  friend,   lady  :    with   Adrasto 
di  Vitelli,"  said  Castrucci,  in  a  low  tone 
''  I  speak  in  whispers :  trust   me !   Canst 
thou  ?" 

She  looked  up  in  his  face,  as  if  to  assure 
herself  of  his  identity. 

h3 
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''Take  me  hence.  Thou  art  my  only 
stay  in  this  wide  city.  All  are  changed— 
all  cruel ;  but  thou — "  and  lowering  her 
face  to  still  more  conceal  it,  she  wept 
passionately. 

''  By  your  leave,  my  masters,"  said  Cas^ 
trucci,  drawing  her  arm  within  his ;  and 
the  crowd  was  falling  back  as  he  spoke, 
but  placing,  for  a  moment,  his  hand  upon 
Philip's  arm,  he  continued,  in  a  low  voice: 
'*  Thou  hast  done  this  lady  a  slight  service. 
Beware  of  Battista  Verrina !  guard  against 
him  as  thou  would'st  against  a  wolf.  Fare- 
well !"  and  slowly  waving  his  hand,  he 
led  his  charge  through  the  yielding  by- 
standers, for  all  retired  as  he  passed, 
nor  did  one  of  them  presume  to  follow 
him. 

''He  is  gone,  thanks  to  the  saints !" 
exclaimed  more  than  a  dozen  voices. 

"Ho!  my  little  yard  of  cloth,"  said 
Jerome's  patient  burgher,  "  where  now's 
thy  tongue  ?  Silent  as  a  dumb-bell,  though 
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but  a  minute  since   thou  could'st  prattle 
so  gaily?    Hast  lost  it?" 

"  No,  indeed,"  answered  the  boy  angrily. 
"  But  who  could  talk  with  the  fiend  at  his 
side  ?  And  methinks  thou  wert  not  over- 
loquacious  thyself.  Come,  Phil,  we  must 
move,  and  see  the  nobles  return  from  the 
church.  On,  my  master ;  and  to  you,  Sir, 
for  the  time,  good  day !" 

''  Good  day,  my  little  ell  of  impudence,*' 
replied  the  burgher  laughing.  ''  Thou  art 
a  comical  pattern  of  pertness,  and  deservest 
success:  good  day!  I  will  home  to  my 
stall;  since  I  have  seen  nobles  enow  for 
one  morning,"  and  parting,  he  took  a 
different  direction  from  that  of  Philip  and 
Jerome,  with  a  great  number  of  the  crowd, 
who  struggled  on  to  get  nearer  the 
church. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

The  same  splendour  that  had  marked 
the  procession  of  the  marriage  party  in 
the  streets,  was  now  visible  in  the  church, 
for  the  Count's  generosity  had  not  only 
led  him  to  make  a  munificent  present  to 
it  for  the  purposes  of  its  own  support, 
but  the  robes  worn  by  the  priests  and 
their  bishop,  who  celebrated  the  ceremony 
of  their  marriage,  were  formed  of  the  most 
costly  and  splendid  material  ever  employed 
for  such  garments,  and  were  also  his  gift. 
The  building  had  been  crowded  by  those 
who  obtained  permission  to  enter  it;  and 
after  the  ceremony  had  been  concluded,  the 
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nobleSi  and  the  ladies  whom  they  had 
escorted,  returned  towards  their  horses, 
which  waited  for  them  at  the  doors  of 
the  church,  in  the  same  order  in  which 
they  had  entered. 

Fiesco  led  forward  his  blushing  bride, 
and  lifted  her  into  her  saddle,  and  as  the 
party  again  moved  forward  in  their  return 
to  the  Count's  palace,  where  a  magnificent 
entertdnment  was  in  preparation  for  them, 
the  streets  again  rung  with  the  loud,  con- 
gratulatory shouts  of  the  multitude.  The 
two  apprentices  had  obtained  a  good  posi- 
tion, for  Jerome's  tact  and  easy  assurance, 
now  that  Castrucci's  influence  was  not 
felt,  were  most  serviceable  in  their  endea- 
vours to  see  the  cavalcade,  and  both  were 
in  the  very  front  of  the  line,  through  which 
it  was  then  to  pass.  Jerome  was  all  bustle 
and  activity,  scattering  his  gay  jests 
amongst  the  crowd,  convulsing  with  his 
ready  wit  and  effrontery  the  sober  burghers, 
while  Philip  was  reserved,  for  he  was  lost 
in  wonder  at  the  strange  warning  of  the 
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Still  Stranger  Castrucci.  What  could  the 
Venetian.  Battista  Verrina,  be  to  him? 
What  power  did  he  exercise  ?  What  had 
he  to  fear?  and  why  was  he  warned? 
While  thus  mentally  engaged,  the  proces- 
sion began  to  pass,  and  Fiesco's  appearance 
was  hailed  as  before  with  loud  and  repeated 
applause. 

On  they  went,  a  gallant  and  goodly-look- 
ing party.  They  also  seemed  free  from  that 
restraint  which  the  expectation  of  the 
coming  ceremony  had  previously  imposed 
upon  many  of  them ;  for  now  they  chatted 
and  laughed,  fair  dames  blushed  and  smiled, 
and  Guino  Spinola  blew  kisses  to  some  of 
the  pretty  burgher  maidens,  an  example 
followed  by  more  than  one  of  his  com- 
panions. Bands  of  music,  silent  while  the 
bridal  party  was  moving  towards  the  church, 
had  been  stationed  in  various  places ;  land 
now  on  the  Count's  return  to  his  palace, 
they  began  to  play  gay  and  lively  airs, 
while  the  people  hurra'd  more  loudly  than 
before  as  if  in  accompaniment ;  and  several 
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of  the  horsea  started  and  slightly  plunged 
as  the  music  first  struck  upon  their  ears. 
Fiesco  laid  his  hand  upon  the  rein  of  the 
beautiful  Verona  Cibo,  his  sister-in-law, 
who  rode  next  to  his  wife,  for  her  horse 
seemed  confused  by  the  sounds. 

**  Give  the  animal  more  head,  Verona. 
That — now  he  moves  gently,  and  Julius 
there  by  your  side  can  assist  you.  Have 
heart,  since  there  is  no  cause  for  any  fear ;" 
and  gently  restraining  the  frightened  horse, 
he  withdrew  his  grasp,  and  they  proceeded 
onwards. 

''  Look,"  said  Jerome  to  PhiUp,  directing 
his  attention  to  the  rear  of  the  party, 
''  look  how  my  Lord  Guino  Spinola's  horse 
curvets  and  bounds ;  and  see,  his  master 
blowing  kisses  to  the  damsels  on  ail  sides. 
He's  a  gay  noble,  Phil,  eh?"  But  a  wild 
shriek  interrupted  all  farther  question  or 
reply  ;  and  as  both  turned  instantly  in  the 
direction  of  the  noise,  they  saw  a  horse, 
carrying  a  lady,  plunge  furiously,  while  the 
rider  by  her  side   strove  to  restrain  him. 
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Count  Fiesco  sprung  from  his  own 
steed  I  but  before  either  could  effectually 
interfere,  the  wild  animal  reared  and 
bounded,  and  breaking  from  both»  dashed 
furiously  into  the  orowd,  throwing  down  all 
in  his  way. 

''  Tis  the  Lady  Leonora,  the  Count's 
bride  I"  shouted  a  man,  who  with  difficulty 
gained  an  open  door. 

**  No !  may  the  Virgin  protect  her,  it's 
the  Lady  Verona,"  replied  a  woman,  while 
the  horsemen  in  the  rear  threw  themselves 
boldly  in  the  way.  Annibal  Balbi  had 
almost  clutched  the  reins,  but  Philip,  with 
more  effect,  seized  what  he  had  Ipst,  and 
twisting  round  his  hand,  was  for  a  moment 
dragged  forward  by  the  furious  steed,  then 
regained  his  feet,  and  exerting  himself  with 
his  entire  strength,  he  threw  him  back  on 
his  haunches,  and  extending  his  disengaged 
arm  to  the  fair  rider,  he  placed  her  securely 
on  the  ground. 

*'  Thou  hast  made  a  fortune,"  muttered 
Jerome  in  his  ear,  who  during  all  the  con-' 
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fusion  and  excitement  had  contrived  to  be 
near  him,  *'  a  fortune  ;**  yet  Philip  did  not 
heed  him,  and  as  with  one  hand  he  held  the 
frightened  horse,  and  with  the  other  sup- 
ported the  almost  fainting  Verona,  he  had 
no  eye  but  for  her,  so  beautiful  and  helpless 
did  she  seem,  with  her  face  paler  than 
marble,  her  disordered  hair,  and  disarranged 
dress. 

*'Thou  hast  suffered  no  hurt,  Lady,  I 
trust?"  said  Philip  after  a  momentary  pause, 
while  most  of  the  troops  had  dismounted, 
and  were  crowding  round  them. 

•*  None — thanks  to  thy  ready  gallantry 
and  assistance.  Ah  I  Leonora,"  she  con- 
tinued, addressing  her  sister,  ^^  I  will  ride 
no  more  for  this  day,  since  my  poor  wits 
are  almost  disordered.  Thank  this  gallant 
Signer  for  me." 

•'  I  am  but  a  draper's  apprentice,"  said 
Philip,  as  Fiesco's  beautiful  wife  turned 
towards  him,  *^  and  few  thanks  are  due  to 
me  for  doing  a  common  act  of  humanity." 

"  Thou  shalt  be  rewarded  then,"   said 
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Fiesco,  who  with  the  Venetian,  Goino 
Spinola,  and  Annibal  Balbi,  had  been  abk 
to  get  to  them  ;  *'  rewarded  as  thou  de- 
servest." 

''  My  Lord  I  where  I  do  not  claim  thanks, 
I  can  hardly  seek  reward,"  returned  the 
young  apprentice,  backing  out  of  the  circle. 

''  Nay,  not  so  hasty,*'  began  Fiasco. 

"  Tut,''  exclaimed  the  young  Spinola, 
''  he  thinks  thou  would 'st  measure  gold 
like  broad  cloth.  I  know  the  youth.  Come, 
Philip,  the  Signor  Verriua  shall  name  thy 
recompense." 

''  I?"  asked  the  Venetian,  coming  more 
forward,  since  from  his  previous  position  be 
had  been  hardly  able  to  see  the  Lady  Ve- 
rona's preserver;  **I?  poofal"  and  he  in- 
stantly fell  back.  ''  Some  sorry  draper's 
apprentice,  who  has  been  too  much  honoured 
as  it  is !" 

''  True,"  added  Annibal  Balbi,  joining  io 
the  Venetian's  last  sentiment.  *'  To  rescue 
the  beautiful  Verona  from  danger  is  reward 
of  itself." 
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"For  thee  it  may  be,"  whispered  Spinola ; 
*'  but  the  draper's  apprentice  does  not  per- 
haps love  the  Lady  Verona." 

'*  He  may  too  soon,"  muttered  Bsdbi  to 
himself,  who  thought  he  saw  in  the  looks 
which  Verona  sometimes  turned  upon  the 
handsome  apprentice,  more  of  admiration 
than  he  liked. 

''  Pardon  me,  good  youth,"  said  Fiesco  ; 
'*  we  shall  leave  thee  now,  but  on  the  mor- 
row come  to  my  own  palace  an  hour 
after  noon,  and  we  will  talk  of  this  matter 
more  at  ease.  To  horse,  gentlemen  1  We 
have  given  orders  for  the  music  to  cease, 
and  the  Lady  Verona  will  mount  my 
charger,  and  trust  herself  again  with  us." 

"  I  owe  you  thanks,  Signer,"  said  Ve- 
Tona  to  Philip,  at  the  aame  time  offering 
him  her  hand,  which  he  boldly  raised  to  his 
lips.  ''Thanks,"  she  continued,  blushing 
and  looking  confused;  " nay,  more,  I  owe 
you  life." 

''  Lady,  I  am  more  than  amply  rewarded, 
by  having  been  enabled  to  assist  you." 
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*•  Do  not  forget  my  Lord  Fiesco's  invita- 
tioto,"  she  added.  "  Farewell,  for  the  pre- 
sent !" 

*'  Yes — remember  and  come  to  our  palace 
on  the  morrow/'  said  her  sister,  turning  to 
mount  her  horse. 

**  And  take  this  token  of  regard  from 
me,"  said  Julius  Cibo,  unloosening  a  sword 
belt,  from  which  hung  a  pure  Damascus 
blade,  richly  ornamented,  and  throwing  it 
over  the  apprentice's  shoulder ;  **  it  will  be 
a  memento  of  your  gallantry  to-day,  and 
may,  perhaps,  at  some  future  time  be  drawn 
in  the  service  of  Genoa,"  and  sprin^ng  on 
his  horse,  he  left  Philip  confused  with 
pleasure  and  amazement,  to  join  his  sisters 
and  the  Count. 

''  Is  there  no  present  for  Annibal  Balbi  V* 
Guino  asked,  as  they  were  riding  past 
Philip.  "  Offer  thy  war-horse — a  suit  of 
Milan  steel  ?" 

"  Or  what  he  might  need  most,  a  purse 
of  gold,"  observed  Lomellino,  speaking  for 
the  first  time. 
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"  Ah,  my  friend !"  replied  the  young 
Spinola,  "  thou  mentionest  what  alone  thou 
of  us  all  canst  offer.     Be  generous  !" 

"  My  Lord  is  witty." 

"Be  it  so.  Thy  gold  rings  but  never 
changes.  The  Signor  Balbi  is  thinking  of 
what  he  will  offer.  Shall  I  call  the 
youth  ?" 

*'  Plague  on  you !  Guino,  thou  art  ever 
out  of  place  with  thy  mirth." 

'^True,"  said  Spinola,  and  a  slight  shade 
crossed  his  features.  "  I  mock  at  feelings 
which  I  do  not  understand.  But  the 
Signor  Verrina,  perhaps,  will  tell  us  what 
he  would  give." 

"  A  halter,"  answered  the  Venetian, 
shortly. 

**  Indeed  !  Thy  present  is  a  strange 
one,"  and  regarding  Verrina  with  a  curious 
look,  as  if  he  would  penetrate  his  feelings, 
he  turned  and  entered  into  conversation 
with  those  near  him,  and  the  cavalcade 
passed  on  in  silence,  for  the  music  had 
ceased,   and  the  crowd '  shouted   no   more 
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after  the  accident.  On  they  went,  and 
the  delay  with  its  cause  had  produced 
strange  impressions  upon  the  minds  of 
those  who  had  witnessed  and  participated 
in  the  procession.  Vincent  Lomellino 
seemed  anxious  to  enter  into  conversatioo 
with  Verrina ;  but  he  was  foiled  by  the 
cold  reserve  of  the  Venetian,  who  appeared 
to  think  that  he  had  betrayed  too  much 
of  his  private  feelings  by  his  hasty  expres- 
sion, and  now  looked  as  if  he  would  meet 
idle  curiosity  by  obstinate  reserve  The 
young  Spinola  was  more  silent  than  was  his 
usual  custom,  while  Annibal  Balbi  gazed 
inquiringly  in  the  face  of  the  fair  Verona, 
and  sighed,  as  once  he  saw  her  turn  round 
and  look  towards  the  place  where  the 
handsome  apprentice  had  stood.  His  love 
as  yet  had  been  tongueless,  deep  in  the 
heart,  though  not  noticed  by  its  beautiful 
object.  Giannetino  Doria  seemed,  daring 
most  of  the  events  of  the  morning,  to  be 
no  participator  in  them,  and  even  when 
Verona  was  in  danger  he  had  been  the  last 
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to  diBmount,  the  first  to  return  to  his 
horse,  and  now  he  rode  on  mechanically, 
answered  at  random  when  addressed,  or 
more  frequently  remained  silent.  Verona 
herself  could  hardly  understand  her  own 
feelings.  She  tried  to  think  on  the 
apprentice  but  as  the  preserver  of  her  life, 
yet  far  removed  from  other  consideration 
by  his  social  position  ;  still  something  else 
always  flashed  over  her  thoughts,  and 
more  than  once  she  murmured  to  herself, 
'*  Would  that  he  was  but  a  poor  gentleman, 
a  soldier,  a  free  burgher's  son!  but  an 
apprentice  I — **  and  then  she  strove  to  enter 
into  the  conversation  which  Fiesco  main- 
tained, and  think  of  other  topics,  though 
in  vain. 

"  Thy  fortune,  Phil,*'  said  Jerome  to  the 
apprentice,  "thy  fortune  is  made;"  but 
Jerome's  speech  was  for  the  second  time 
unheeded,  as  its  object  stood  with  straining 
eyes  bent  upon  the  receding  figure  of  the 
beautiful  Verona.  Even  the  Venetian's 
speech  was  forgotten,  and  Castrucci's  warn- 
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ing  was  for  the  time  obliterated  from  the 
tablets  of  his  memory. 

*'  She  is  beautiful  as  an  angel/'  he  mut- 
tared,  though  loud  enough  for  his  compa- 
nion to  overhear  him. 

'*  And,  body  o'me !"  returned  Jerome, 
"  what  business  is  that  of  thine  ?  Unless 
thou  wouldst  study  her  complexion,  and 
desire  to  pick  'mongst  old  Antony  Calva's 
goods  for  colours  to  match  it,  what  busi- 
ness is  it  to  a  poor  draper's  apprentice 
how  beautiful  the  Lady  Verona  may  be  ?" 

'indeed!" 

''  Don't  I  tell  the  truth?  Take  fortune, 
my  man,  now  that  thou  hast  it.  If  the 
Count  asks  old  Calva,  thou  canst  have  a 
present  of  thy  two  years  of  coming  ap- 
prenticeship. Begin  on  thine  owq  account, 
and  with  my  Liord  of  Fiesco's  patronage ; 
why,  man,  thou  mayst  count  crowns  before 
thou  diest  with  ere  a  burgher  in  Genoa. 
Would  that  the  chance  were  mine!  I 
think  I  could  coin  gold  out  of  it.*' 

*'  I  shall  look  for  steel  first  1" 
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"  How  ?    Thou  ravest  ! 

"  I  am  in  sober  earnest.  I  go  to-mor- 
row to  the  Count's,  shall  claun  his  interest, 
and  demand  his  influence  in  the  army— in 
the  army  where  I  may  rise ;  yes,  rise  high 
enough  to  dare  to  do  what  now  I  only 
dream  of." 

"Were  it  not  broad  daylight,  I  should 
declare,  Phil,  that  thou  art  moonstruck. 
Take  to  the  armyl  get  thy  throat  cut — 
thy  neck  broken, — Stand  to  the  shop 
and  counter,  where  thou  canst  earn  crowns 
without  endailgerihg  a  bone  in  thy  whole 
carcase,  or  risk  aught,  unless  thy  con- 
science,— a  matter  now-a-days,"  he  added 
with  a  slight  chuckle,  *'  of  small  moment. 
The  army  indeed  1" 

"And  why  not?"  said  Philip,  in  an 
undertone,  moving  out  of  the  way  of 
eavesdroppers,  for  most  of  the  crowd  had 
now  retired  homewards,  or  had  proceeded 
to  Fiesco's  palace.  *' Why  not  the  army, 
Jerome  ?  The  last  few  minutes  have  made 
the  boy  a  man — ^have  wrought   changes 

VOL.    I.  I 
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thou  couldst  not  dream,  of — have  raised 
hopes — created  wishes  that  Will  be  gratified, 
or  life  without  them  must  be  but  an  illu- 
sion— a  something  more  to  be  shunned  thao 
desired." 

Jerome  looked  hard  in  his  face. 

''  My  master,  Phil,  and  he's  a  good- 
natured  one  too,  or  he  would  hardly  put  up 
with  many  of  my  freaks,  says  that  some- 
times I'm  mad ;  but  now  I  begin  to  think 
that  thou  art  worse  than  I  ever  could  pre- 
tend to  be." 

**Well,  well,  Jerome;  we'll  drop  the 
subject  now.  But  on  the  morrow — will  the 
morrow  ever  come  ?" 

'*  To  be  sure  it  will.  Hey  1  there  goes  my 
Lord  Giannetino  Doria.  How  dark  be 
looks,  Phil  1  Talk  of  swords  and  soldiers ! 
rather  than  meet  him  in  passion,  I  would 
face  the  whole  city  companies.  There  is 
murder  in  his  look.  We'll  homewards," 
and  the  two  proceeded  the  rest  g(  the  way 
in  silence,  while  Doria  rode  rapidly  on. 

At  the  top  cf  his  horse^s  speed  he  passed 
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through  the  city  gate,  turned  iuto  the  road 
that  led  to  San  Pier  d'Arena,  and  without 
drawing  bridle  went  on.  Few  persons  were 
on  the  road,  bat  those  who  saw  him,  as  with 
stem  countenance  and  fierce  eye,  he  urged 
on  his  horse,  wondered  what  could  be  the 
cause  that  then  led  him  from  the  city.  Some 
supposed  a  quarrel  between  him  dnd  Count 
Fiesco,  as  they  were  known  not  to  be  on 
more  than  seemingly  intimate  terms,  and 
only  associated  because  they  neither  wished 
to  openly  fail  out. 

When  he  arrived  at  the  house  which  the 
fair  Roman  had  occupied,  he  sprang  from 
his  horse,  and  throwing  the  reins  upon  his 
neck,  he  knocked  furiously  until  the  door 
was  opened,  then  bursting  past  the  servant 
in  the  hall,  he  entered  GiuUa's  apartment. 
**  She  was  not  there — had  not  returned," 
were  the  answers  to  his  eager  inquiries  ;  but 
as  he  turned  to  depart,  a  slip  of  paper 
lying  on  the  table  caught  his  eye.  He 
snatched  it  up  and  read : 
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''  Be  warned  !  Seek  not  the  Lady  Giulia. 
There  is  danger  in  the  way. — Castrucci." 

''  How  long  is  this  man  to  thwart  me?" 
muttered  Doria.  **  How  kmg  must  I  be 
his  plaything?  By  the  saints!  this  day 
will  decide  the  question,  for  if  Genoa  hold 
him,  his  lease  of  life  is  but  a  short  one ;" 
and  giving  some  hasty  directions  to  the 
servants,  he  again  mounted  his  horse,  and 
rode  into  the  city  ;  but  Genoa  did  not  hold 
Castrucci,  or  his  place  of  concealment  was 
too  secure  for  discovery,  for  mitil  the 
next  day  did  his  emissaries  continue  the 
search,  yet  without  success. 
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CHAPTER  Xn. 

Two  yean  and  some  months  have 
elapsed  silnce  the  marriage  of  the  Count 
Fiesco,  and  many  most  important  changes 
have  occurred  since  the  termination  of  the 
events  we  have  previously  attempted  to 
describe. 

The  name  of  Castrucci  was  no  longer 
heard,  for  that  strange  individual  had  dis- 
appeared from  Genoa,  and  as  none  of  the 
inhabitants  sought  to  learn  where  mig^t  be 
the  place  of  his  residence,  none  knew 
whither  he  had  gone. 

The  apprentice,  Philip,  had  waited  upon 
the  Count  in  compliance  with  his  expressed 
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wishes,  and  had  not  only  obtained  his 
interest  in  the  remission  of  that  portion  of 
his  apprenticeship  unserved,  but  he  had 
given  him  letters  to  several  noblemen 
belonging  to  the  French  army,  and  with 
delicate  generosity  presented  him  with  the 
means  of  joining  them  in  accordance  with 
his  distinguished  patronage.  Frequent  ac- 
counts had  been  heard  of  his  gallantry  and 
conduct  during  the  late  wars,  and  although 
but  few  were  interested  in  his  fate,  yet 
strange  motives  operated  with  most  of 
them  to  render  their  interest  of  no  common 
character. 

The  fair  Verona  remembered  her  gallant 
preserver;  and  when,  on  the  day  of  his 
leaving  Genoa,  he  waited  on  the  Count 
Fiesco  and  saw  her,  she  could  hardly 
recognize  in  the  young  soldier,  clad  in  his 
military  harness,  the  poor  apprentice.  He 
quitted  her  leaving  behind  him  an  impres- 
sion greater  than  he  had  ever  dared  to 
expect. 

Annibal  Balbi  had  more  truly  read  her 
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heart,  and  fiEtthomed  its  inclinations,  for 
when,  in  a  moment  of  hope  and  imagined 
success,  he  dared  to  lay  open  before  her 
his  secret  affection,  his  suit,  though  kindly, 
was  still  by  her  refused.  Guino  Spinola 
had  remained  the  same.  The  Signer 
Lomellino  was  two  years  older,  half  a  life- 
time more  avaricious,  yet  hardly  much 
wiser ;  while  the  Venetian  seemed  to  Uve 
in  fear  and  anxiety,  both  increased  by 
some  hints  thrown  out  on  more  than  one 
occasion  by  Lomellino;  and  Giannetino 
Doria  was  ruling  all  within  his  influence 
with  more  than  autocratical  despotism. 

Verrina  daring  this  time  had  so  closely 
connected  himself  with  the  Count  Fiesco, 
that  he  was  almost  considered  as  a  member 
of  his  family,  had  been  consulted  by  him 
on  some  important  occasions,  and  was  ap- 
parently high  in  estimation. 

It  was  about  noon,  on  a  day  in  Septem- 
ber, more  than  two  years  after  the  Count 
Fiesco's  marriage,  when  some  half-dozen 
lackeys,  bearing  the  Doria  cognizance  on 
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the  sleeves  of  their  jackets,  lounged  at  the 
entrance  of  the  splendid  palace  inhabited 
by  Giannetino.  Saucy  and  impertinent, 
true  and  accredited  types  of  their  master's 
disposition  and  character,  they  stared  at 
the  burghers  as  they  passed  by,  and  flung 
scurvy  jests  at  whatever  maidens  crossed 
their  sight,  laughing  and  threatening  to 
cane  any  of  the  quiet  citizens  who,  in- 
censed by  their  language,  were  disposed  to 
resent  it.  In  a  quiet  room  within  the 
palace,  far  removed  from  their  noisy 
laughter,  or  worse  remarks,  sat  Giannetino 
Doria  and  Sebastian  Larcero,  who  bad 
crept  into  the  former's  favour,  because  be 
thought  he  saw  in  him  all  the  character- 
istics necessary  towards  the  forwarding  his 
own  designs.  Doria's  brow  was  gloomy, 
and  his  manner  short  and  irritable.  His 
cap  lay  on  a  table,  and  beside  it  was  his 
sword  which  he  had  not  yet  put  on.  Lar- 
cero handed  it  to  him. 

''  I  wish  it  were  in  his  heart,"  muttered 
Doria,   slightly    unsheathing   the   weapon, 
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then    driving    it    home    with     a    sharp 
push. 

"  And  through  it/'  added  Larcero^  **  By 
the  Virgin,  Signor !  it  must  come  to  that 
some  day,  sooner  or  later,  for  Genoa 
cannot  hold  two  of  you." 

''How mean  you?" 

**  My  Lord  Fiesco,  or  my  Liord  Doria  will 
rule  it,  and  the  Republic  does  not  lodge  two 
Doges,"  said  Larcero. 

"  True.  Summon  my  knaves,  and  let's 
to  the  arsenal.  The  galleys  must  be  gotten 
into  sailing  condition,  for  they  may  soon 
be  needed,"  and  preceded  by  Larcero, 
Doria  descended  to  the  front  of  the  palace 
where  the  lackeys  still  lounged,  then 
putting  himself  at  their  head,  he  directed 
his  steps  towards  the  arsenal. 

At  mid^day,  the  streets  were  thronged  as 
usual,  and  Doria  passed  through  them,  in 
many  instances  hardly  returning  the  salute 
of  some  high  nobles  who  met  him,  and 
never  deigning  even  a  look  towards  the 
burghers  who  would  uncover  their  heads 
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as  he  approached,  while  hift  attendantf 
laughed  as  they  slunk  disconcerted  and 
annoy^  at  his  haughtiness,  mutteiing 
their  indignant  remarks  ^t  his  ixiaplenpe, 
and  contrasting  him  in  their  own  nujidi 
most  unfavourably  with  the  C!ou||t  Tlesoo. 

Giannetino  neither  heeded  nor  i^emarked 
their  dark,  lowering  brows^  until,  as  they 
turned  towards  the  street  wh^re  was 
situated  the  Fiesco  palace,  he  beard 
a  loud  cheer,  and  looking  up  the  street,  he 
saw  a  larfe  party  passing  from  the  court- 
yard into  the  square,  and  could  notice  the 
Count's  waving  plumes,  and  those  of  other 
nobles  who  accompanied  him,  while  b^de 
himself  he  heard  some  one  remark, 

''  Here  comes  the  noble  Count ;  no  up- 
start, anyhow  ?" 

*'  What  mean  ye,  knave,  by  this  remaTk?" 
asked  I^arcero,  turning  quickly  round,  and 
facing  a  stout  man,  who  stood  with  arms 
crossed  upon  his  bared  bosom,  and  a  huge 
knife  hanging  from  a  leathern  girdle  that 
surrounded  his  waist,  so  disposed  that  its 
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handle  ¥^8  within  his  grasp,  if  needed. 
**  Stand  aside  for  your  betters.*' 

"  They're  not  in  you,  anyhow ;  and  as 
for  standing  aside,  I  am  as  far  aside  as  I 
intend  to  move/' 

''  You  are  insolent,  knave,"  said  Doria, 
fixing  his  eye  upon  him. 

"It  were  well,  my  Lord,"  replied  the 
other,  sturdily,  ''that  Genoa  could  apply 
the  remark  to  me  alone ;"  and  as  Doha's 
eye  flashed,  and  his  hand  was  almost  on 
his  weapon,  a  loud  shout  of  ''  way  there — 
way  for  my  Lord  Fiesco !"  turned  his  atten- 
tion to  another  object,  and  the  Count's 
lackeys  ran  forward  to  clear  the  road  for 
their  master,  while  at  a  signal  from  Larcero, 
Doria's  attendants  closed  in  upon  a  small 
raised  footpath  that  skirted  the  street, 
leaving  the  centre  for  the  Count. 

''  Stand  aside,  sirrah !"  exclaimed  the  first 
of  Fiesco's  servants,  as  Larcero  blocked  up 
the  side  path,  and  a  crowd  quickly  gathered 
held  the  middle  of  the  street.  ''My  master  is 
the  Count  of  Lavagna.  Way,  to  let  him  pass!" 
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"  And  mine,"  said  Larcero,  "  is  my  Loid 
Doria.  Here,  knave,  give  place  to  yoar 
superiors ;"  and  he  was  in  the  act  of  push- 
ing him  from  the  path,  when  a  blow  threw 
him  against  the  wall ;  and  the  Doria  ser- 
vants instantly  drew  their  swords,  an 
example  not  slowly  followed  by  Fiesco's 
retainers,  while  Giannetino  nervously  folded 
his  hands  in  the  skirt  of  his  short  velvet 
cloak. 

**  How !  What  means  this?"  asked  Fiesco 
rapidly  advancing,  then  pausing  as  his  eye 
rested  upon  Doria's  face.  ^'My  Lord 
Doria,  we  would  pass." 

*'  The  centre  of  the  street,"  said  Doria, 
with  difficulty  suppressing  a  sneer,  "is 
open  to  you  ;"  and  as  he  saw  that  Fiesco's 
face  became  flushed  as  he  spoke,  he  advanced 
with  the  intention  of  taking  the  inside. 

"  The  house  of  Fiesco  was  known  in 
Genoa,  when  the  name  of  Doria  was  not  in 
existence,  and  its  representative  will  uphold 
its  dignity.  Stand  aside,  my  Lord,  my 
time  is  precious,  and  not  to  be  wasted  in  a 


THE    H^LF'BROTHERS.  181 

street  brawl/'  exclaimed  the  Count,  oppos- 
ing the  other's  attempt. 

**  I  hold  my  right  by  my  sword ;"  and 
Giannetino  slapped  the  hilt  as  he  spoke, 
until  the  steel  rung  again. 

"  The  shuttle  rather,"  said  some  one  in 
the  crowd,  alluding  to  Doria's  early  life, 
when,  on  account  of  his  father's  poverty,  he 
was  bound  to  the  trade  of  a  silk-spinner. 

•*  Shuttle  or  sword,"  replied  Fiesco,  in- 
stantly drawing  his  weapon,  '*  I  care  not ; 
for  though  one  word  of  courtesy  would  have 
settled  this  dispute  at  first,  I  will  not  yield 
the  dignity  of  my  house  to  any  man's  pre- 
tensions." 

-  Nor  shall  I." 

"My  Lords!  my  Lords!"  exclaimed 
Paul  Pansa,  "  put  up  your  weapons.  This 
is  most  unseemly  ;"  and  he  with  several 
other  nobles  in  Fiesco's  train  inter- 
fered, while  Giannetino  stood  looking  on 
moody  and  stern  at  their  interposition. 
"Come,"  continued  Pansa,  "no  more  of 
this." 
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*'  I  yield  not  the  inside  to  Count  Fiesco," 
said  Doria. 

''  Nor  I  to  yout"  and  Fiesco  addressed 
Giannetino  as  he  spoke. 

''  But  both  do  to  me/'  said  the  Senator. 
**  I  am  old — you  young.  My  Lord  Fiesco, 
I  have  your  consent  ?" 

Fiesco  paused  for  moment,  but  bis  good 
sense  prevailed.     "  You  have." 

'*  And  yours,  my  Lord  Doria  ?" 

"  Yes  !"  said  Giannetino. 

''  Then  pass  both  of  you  to  the  centre, 
I  only  shall  take  the  inside/'  and  before 
either  could  demur,  Pansa  had  drawn  his 
servants  upon  the  path,  and  the  other  two 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  while  the 
crowd  drew  to  each  side,  and  Doria  turning 
upon  the  Count  a  look  of  the  deadliest  hate, 
passed  on 

•*  But  one  of  us,"  he  muttered,  "  can 
live.     On,  knaves  !" 

''  Genoa,"  thought  Fiesco,  ''  has  not 
room  for  this  Doria  and  Lewis  Fiesco!" 
and  it  was  strange  that  the  same  thought 
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passed  through  the  minds  of  not  only  the 
principals  in  the  dispute,  but  also  of  erery 
man  who  saw  it,  for  Pknl  Pansa  danced 
first  at  the  retreating  Doria,  then  at  his 
companion,  and  murmured : 

**  Rivals  until  death !"  and  as  the  train 
passed  on,  the  crowd  broke  up  into  little 
knots,  and  talked  and  speculated  upon 
what  had  occurred,  drew  their  own  infer- 
ences from  it,  yet  all  who  spoke  were  of 
one  opinion: — Genoa  was  too  small  for 
Giannetino  Doria  and  the  Count  Fiesco. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

Towards  evening  on  the  same  day,  a 
horseman,  well  armed  and  well  mounted, 
riding  without  attendance,  entered  the 
narrow  streets  of  Genoa,  and  with  an  ap- 
parently familiar  knowledge  of  them  pro- 
ceeded direct  to  the  "  White  Cross" 
hostelry.  All  appearance  of  the  disagree- 
able meeting  of  the  morning  between 
Giannetino  Doria  and  the  Count  of  La- 
vagna  had  vanished,  for  few  wished  to 
make  it  a  matter  of  discussion,  desiring 
more  to  attend  to  their  own  concerns  than 
to  personal  feuds  between  powerful  nobles 
where  they  might  sustain  more  injury  than 
reap  benefit.    Yet  the  circumstance  had 
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not  been  forgotten  The  commonalty  looked 
up  to  Flesco  as  their  avenger  against  the 
ovemveening  insolence  of  the  younger  Dona  ; 
and  in  many  a  house  in  Genoa  was  the 
matter  eagerly  canvassedi  now  that  the 
business  of  the  day  being  passed,  the  even- 
ing gave  leisure  for  conversation. 

The  horseman  unacquainted  with  the 
event  rode  on.  He  was  young,  although  a 
first  glance  at  his  bronzed  features  might 
have  induced  one  to  add  a  few  more  summers 
and  winters  to  those  which  he  had  ahready 
reckoned.  His  accoutrements  were  mili- 
tary ;  and  the  ease  with  which  he  sat  his 
horse,  his  sharp,  quick  glance,  with  the 
quiet  preparedness  of  his  entire  demeanour, 
bespoke  one,  who  although  young,  had  yet 
seen  some  service.  Bestowing  but  little 
attention  upon  the  objects  that  presented 
themselves  to  his  view  in  the  streets  through 
which  he  was  passing,  he  pulled  up  his  horse 
at  the  "White  Cross  hostelry,*'  near  the 
flesco  palace,  and  throwing  his  bridle  to 
the  helper  who  stood  at  the  door  ready  to 
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catch  it,  he  entered  the  house,  then  one  (d 
great  resort  in  Genoa. 

The  public  room  to  which  the  servant  of 
the  house  conducted  him,  was  well  filled 
with  various  groups  of  the  citizens,  as  dif- 
ferent in  station  and  opinion  as  they  were 
in  dress  and  appearance.  Some  exhibited 
all  the  marks  of  the  thriving  burgher,  and 
their  conversation  was  of  trade  and  peace ; 
others  were  hangers  on  of  the  great  nobles 
of  the  city,  and  as  they  aped  the  bearing  of 
their  patrons,  they  attempted  to  look  down 
upon  those  beside  them ;  while  a  third 
party  consisted  of  the  petty  officers  of  the 
city  companies,  with  whom  were  associated 
a  few  grown  apprentices,  who  helped  out 
their  scanty  manhood  by  the  valour  reflected 
from  the  language  and  accoutrements  of 
their  military  associates.  The  new  comer 
passed  into  the  apartment  without  exciting 
any  uncommon  observation,  and  with  t 
quick  eye  glancing  over  its  previous  occn* 
pants,  he  seemed  to  have  instantly  under* 
stood  their  character  and  relative  value,  u 
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be  walked  forward  and  seated  himself  at  a 
table  occupied  by  a  few  thriving-looking 
burghers,  who  civilly  made  room  for  him, 
while  a  servant,  according  to  his  orders, 
brought  in  some  meats  and  wine  for  his 
refreshment  All  were  evidently  engaged 
upon  the  same  topics  of  conversation,  for 
the  stranger  could  remark  that  they  were 
broken  up  into  distinct  groups,  and  there 
was  that  earnestness  of  tone  and  speech 
that  at  once  pointed  out  a  debate  upon  some 
occurrence  which  commanded  general  atten- 
tion. The  burghers  next  him  spoke  in  low, 
earnest  tones,  but  much  of  what  they  said 
he  could  overhear. 

**  I  marvel  greatly,"  said  one  of  them, 
*'  that  they  did  not  go  to  blows  " 

''They  wanted  little  of  it,"  rephed 
aaother.  **  My  liord  Doria  had  his  hand 
upon  his  weapon,  and  the  people  report,  that 
the  Count  half  drew  his  when  Paul  Pansa 
and  some  others  interfered." 

**  The  fire  only  smoulders !  it  is  notout — " 
observed  a  third. 
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**  Out !  no,  no.  I  wish  that  it  were,  for 
then  there  would  be  a  prospect  of  peace; 
but  when  the  nobles  brawl,  the  commoQ- 
alty  mostly  get  cracked  crowns,  and  it  is 
too  bad  that  the  city  should  be  disturbed  by 
a  foolish  quarrel  for  the  inaide  place  in 
walking  the  streets.  These  nobles  b^ 
hardly  to  know  how  to  vent  their  petulant 
humours." 

''True;  but  all  must  admit  that  old 
Andrew's  nephew  presumes  too  much  upon 
his  relationship.  His  haughtiness,  is  be- 
coming daily  more  offensive,  and  a  bui^ber, 
no  matter  what  his  trade  or  merit  may  be, 
smells  in  his  nose  worse  than  a  pole-cat." 

''  All  that  may  be  as  you  say  ;  yet  marii 
me,  if  they  fall  out,  we  are  likely  to  be 
sufferers.  It  grows  late,  and  the  streets  for 
these  last  few  nights  have  not  been  over 
safe,  since  these  poor  rascals,"  and  he  made 
a  sort  of  side  motion  to  the  party  of  UIlde^ 
lings  that  occupied  a  portion  of  the  looBi, 
''  wont  be  behind  their  masters,  and  they 
draw  swords  and  fight  with  the  best  of  them, 
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kissing  the  serving  maids,  and  quarrelling 
with  apprentices.  It's  better  thus  to  be 
out  of  harm's  way,  and  I  think  we  should 
retire." 

'^  It  is  my  own  opinion/'  observed  another 
of  the  party;  "for  though  we  might  be 
well  able  to  meet  the  best  of  them,  I  can't 
say  I  overlike  these  street  brawls." 

•*  Nor  I.  Let's  be  moving,  then,"  said  a 
third,  and  they  rose  to  retire,  while  two 
others,  younger  looking  and  well  armed 
entered  the  room,  and  took  their  seats  at 
the  table  which  they  had  just  occupied. 

The  stranger  lifted  his  head  for  a  mo- 
ment, as  these  new-comers  seated  them- 
selves, then  continued  to  eat,  but  some 
fancy  seemed  to  strike  him,  for  he  looked 
again  particularly  at  one  of  them,  and 
muttered  to  himself,  ''  I  can  hardly 
mistake.  Yet  he  seems  so  much  older 
and  more  sedate  ?     I'll  speak,  anyhow." 

"  Your  pardon,  Signor.  Canst  tell  me 
where  one — "  he  stopped,  looked  atten- 
tively at  the  face  of  one   of  the  party,  who 
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when  hearing  his  voice'  also  began  most 
eagerly  to  examine  his  countenanoe, 
"  Jerome  Varras — " 

**  Philip  Calva !  body  o'  me  !"  exclaimed 
the  other,  leaping  into  the  soldier's  arms. 
''  Hey,  but  this  is  a  surprise  !  'Slife,  man! 
Fd  never  have  known  thee  in  that  harness, 
but  for  thy  voice.  How  hast  fared  ?  WeH 
I  see,  well  1"  and  he  pushed  Philip  from  him 
to  get  a  better  look  at  his  person  and 
features. 

"  As  to  yourself?" 

''  Alive  and  well,  as  thou  seest,"  said 
Jerome,  interrupting  him.  * ' Many  changes 
have  occurred  since  last  thou  wert  here, 
many ;  and  somehow  I  think  they  are  bat 
the  commencement  of  others,  yet  we  poor 
burghers  and  shopkeepers  have  little  to  do 
with  them.  We  now  sell  our  wares,  wd 
meddle  little  in  the  business  of  the  State." 

''  There  have  been  changes,''  obsemd 
Philip,  "  but  few  stranger  than  what  I  ob* 
serve  in  yourself.  Why  you  are  growB 
sober  and  sedate.    Not  an  evidence  of  yovr 
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wild  freaks  visible.  Yoa  look  as  if  you  had 
never  deceived  your  old  master  oat  of  a 
holiday,  or  stolen  a  kiss  from  a  cherry 
cheeked  serving  wench  ?" 

"  Ay,  Phil,  but  that's  all  over  !  My  dd 
master,"  and  he  brushed  his  hands  lightly 
over  his  eyes, ''  will  never  again  be  deceived 
in  this  life/' 

"  Indeed,"  said  Philip,  in  sorrow.  *'  Has 
he  journeyed  to  another  and  better  world.  I 
heard  of  Antony  Calva's  death,  but  not  of 
ins. 

''  No ;  thou  wert  not  much  interested  in 
it,  yet  there  were  hardly  two  months  between 
them.  But  of  that  again.  Thou  talkest  of 
changes,  and  if  thy  military  spirit  be  not 
too  high  to  let  thee  come  home  and  sup 
with  me,  thou  shalt  see  more  than  thou 
oooldst  weD  expect.    Wilt  come  ?" 

''  Most  assuredly,  yes,  for  thou  hast  grown 
9o  grave  that  I  must  know  the  cause." 

"  Wen.  Buckle  oq  thy  sword-belt  and 
let's  go.  The  streets  of  late  have  afforded 
some  necessity  for  the  use  of  a  weapon,  and 


having  given  s 
followed  him. 

When  they  c 

the  streets  qui 

were  rapidly  g 

Jerome,  evident 

store  for  his  fr 

lusion  to  his  owi 

to  converse  as  l 

%ht  matters,  wl 

they  reached  th< 

occupied    by  old 

knocked  ;  the  do. 

Mng  active  young 

that  there  was  so 

until  its  proper  tin 


THB    HALF-BROTHERS.  193 

looking  femalei  who  was  employed  working 
at  a  little  table  before  the  merry,  sparkling 
fire,  and  as  she  rose  on  their  entrance, 
Philip  turned  with  an  eye  that  plainly  asked 
a  question  towards  his  companion. 

**  I  know/'  said  Jerome  with  all  his  former 
gaiety,  **  know  it,  Phil,  as  plainly  as  if  thou 
hadst  asked  it.  Let  me  make  thee  known 
to  Mistress  Varras  then,  for  the  same  day 
that  turned  thy  brain  and  sent  thee  soldier- 
ing, rather  unsettled  mine  and  forced  me  on 
wiving." 

*'  Thou  bast  had  a  fair  excuse,  then/'  re- 
turned the  young  soldier,  '*  and  right  glad 
am  I  to  salute  my  friend's  wife  in  the  fair 
dame  before  me/'  he  continued,  taking  her 
hand,  as  ^she  seemed  rather  to  look  kindly 
upon  him,  and  kissing  her  cheek  while 
Jerome  laughed  and  she  blushed.  *^  So 
this  is  one  of  the  changes  thou  wouldst  keep 
secret.    And  the  other  ?" 

**  Is  seen  where  we  are.  My  poor  old 
master,  may  the  virgin  and  saints  befriend 
him  !  on  his  death-bed,  called  me,  his  graee- 
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''  With  many  other  matters  much  worse, 
I'll  warrant  me,''  said  Philip  ;  '*  but,  Jerome, 
now  that  we  are  met,  there's  much — " 

'^Not  now,  my  gallant  soldier ;  1  know 
what  thou  wouldst  be  at,  and  after  supper 
when  we  have  dismissed  the  women,  Phil, 
we'll  get  another  flask,  draw  our  stools 
comfortably  to  the  fire,  and  chat  a  little 
about  the  past.    Here  comes  the  pasty !" 

Philip  gave  in  to  his  companion's  humour, 
and  while  Cicely  arranged  the  table  and 
placed  upon  it  a  huge  dish,  covered  with  a 
firm  thick  crust,  on  which  were  traced  with 
some  care  and  skill  the  figures  of  a  stag  and 
dogs  in  full  pursuit,  he  glanced  round  at 
the  snug  apartment  in  which  he  was  sitting, 
and  which  also  betokened  comfort  and 
prosperity.  The  gay  apprentice  had  been 
converted  into  a  sober  citizen,  and  was 
master  where  he  had  but  a  short  time  before 
been  servant.  Some  painful  ^  thoughts 
passed  through  Philip's  own  mind,  when  he 
contrasted  their  seemingly  difierent  fates. 
The  one  married,  happy,  full  on  the  road 
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"Now,  Cicely,"  said  Jerome,  turning 
to  the  serving  maid,  as  she  was  removing, 
when  the  supper  was  finished,  the  dishes 
from  the  table,  '*  bring  us  another  bottle 
of  the  same  vintage,  and  then  betake  thy- 
self to  sleep,  if  thou  wiliest/' 

"A  fair  warning,"  observed  his  wife, 
who  saw  that  her  husband  and  his  guest 
wished  to  talk  of  matters  that  it  was  not 
meet  for  her  to  hear.  "  A  fair  warning  for 
both  of  us.** 

"  Nay,  nay,"  said  Philip,  *'  we  can't  part 
so  soon." 

*Tooh,  pooh!"  replied  Jerome.  "Women 
are  wilful,  and  must  have  their  own  way : 
a  fact  you  will  have  learned,  Ptiil,  when 
you're  mated  for  twelvemonths,  as  I  am. 
Don't  stop  her,  since  you  must  see  she's 
determined  to  go." 

*'  Thou'lt  suffer  for  this,  thou  malicious 
libeller,"  she  said,  laughing,  and  shaking 
a  finger  at  her  husband,  as  she  rose  to  go. 
"  Good  night,  Signon" 

"Good  night,  fair  mistress;  and  when 
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incensed,  but  has  been  planning  something 
dangerous  daring  the  last  few  months,  no 
one  knows  when  his  anger  may  break  out 
in  rebellion,  for  he  is  powerful  and  much 
Uked." 

''  How  can  you  know  that  he  has  been 
plotting  against  the  Dorias  ?" 

"  Well,  For  he  has  not  many  weeks 
returned  from  Rome ;  and  it  is  well  known 
there,  and  believed  by  many  here,  that 
when  in  the  Holy  City,  he  was  in  constant 
communication  with  the  Pope  and  with  the 
Cardinal  Trivulcius,  the  French  King's  Am- 
bassador  at  Rome.  He  received  honours 
there  that  no  noble  of  the  present  day  has 
met  during  these  twenty  years ;  and  it  is 
said  on  good  authority,  that  direct  offers 
were  made  to  him  by  two  French  gentle- 
men, on  the  part  of  their  King,  and  not  long 
since,  that  they  were  renewed  by  the  cele- 
brated Peter  Strozzi,  who  had  an  interview 
with  him.  These  things  are  the  city's 
talk,  but  he  is  too  powerful  to  be  touched, 
unless  on  the  most  positive  authority,  and 


served  Philip. 

''  They  may  be,  and 
yet  some  how  I  fear  not 
yesterday,  the  Venetian,  S 

*•  Verrina !"  muttered  J 
Jerome.'* 

*'  Well,  I  was  saying, 
Verrina  yesterday  called  at 
pretence  of  buying  some  thi 
and  he  began  to  sound  m; 
wards  the  Dorias  and  the 
I  expressed  at  once  my  regar 
and  while  he  thanked  me  i 
towards  him,  he  added,  '  tb 
in  interest  to  support  hi 
nothing  but  the  good  of  C 
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tioos  to  the  Coant,  they  may  in  turn  strive 
to  join  thee  to  them.  But,  be  advised,  and 
shun  them." 

''  Most  assuredly,  Jerome/'  said  Philip, 
**  and  many  thanks  to  thee  !  1  will  have 
nothing  to  do  with  any  schemes,  no  matter 
what,  whilst  I  remain  in  Genoa,  be  the  time 
long  or  short.  I  would  honourably  serve  the 
noble  Count  to  the  last  drop  of  my  blood, 
but  I'll  meddle  in  no  plots  or  treason." 

'*  Right,  my  boy,  right.  And  now  to 
another  matter.  Take  the  flask ;  see,  body 
o'me !  it  has  stood  at  thy  elbow  this  hour. 
Drink,  for  good  drink  never  did  any  man 
harm.  But,  Phil,  now  for  the  truth — what 
brought  thee  to  Genoa  ?" 

"  To  see  old  friends.*' 

"Tut!  they  are  all  dead.  That  wild 
uncle  of  thine,  Sebastian  Larcero,  who  one 
day  says  thou  art  no  relative  of  his,  and 
another  that  thou  art,  would  be  no  induce- 
ment to  bring  thee  here.  There  is  another 
reason,  Philip !   Out  with  it !" 

K  3 
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''  Now,  Jerome,  thou  hast  forgotten  thy 
married  state  and  sobriety/* 

"  Well,  well.  Yet  I  will  venture  a  guess ! 
The  Lady  Verona,"  and  the  young  soldier, 
at  the  mere  mention  of  the  name,  turned 
various  colours,  ''  does  not  forget  the 
humble  apprentice  that  saved  her  life." 

"  How  know  you,  Jerome  f"  eagerly 
asked  Philip. 

"  I  see  the  cause  is  aj^arent  now.  Wdl, 
it  is  a  noble  venture,  and  the  more  I  see  of 
the  world,  the  more  my  mind  changes. 
Stand  hard  to  thy.  purposes,  Philip,  and 
thou  may'st  succeed,  for  the  lady  not  only 
remembers  thee,  but  frequently  comes  here, 
and  never  forgets  to  ask  for  thee  before  she 
goes.  Through  her  interest  I  supply  the 
Count  and  his  people  with  all  they  may 
require  in  my  way ;  and  I  know,  for  surety, 
that  she  has  refused  my  Lord  Annibal 
Balbi,  and  some  would  add,  the  Signer 
Verrina.  Her  dowry  is  extensive ;  the 
Venetian,  by  report,  is  needy." 
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•*  Verrina  again  ! "  exclaimed  Philip. 
'*  There  is  some  strange  circumstance  con- 
nected with  that  name  which  I  cannot  now 
call  to  memory.  Let  it  pass  !  Jerome,  it 
is  needless  to  disguise  from  you  my  feelings 
towards  the  Lady  Verona.  She  has  tra- 
velled with  me  in  memory  ;  every  deed  has 
been  done  with  the  hope  of  rendering  me 
worthy  of  daring  to  love  her,  but  my  heart 
fails  me.  A  pensioner  upon  a  stranger's 
bounty ;  myself  without  name  or  connexion, 
unless  with  a  low  cut-throat,  for  he's  not 
much  better ;  L  can  hardly  think — pshaw ! 
the  thing  is  madness !" 

"Not  so  bad,"  said  Jerome.  **This 
Sebastian  Larcero  knows  something  about 
you,  more  than  perhaps  he  will  tell.  He 
brought  you  to  old  Calva,  who  is  his  mo- 
ther's brother,  and  whether  his  story  be 
true  or  false,  I  cannot  say,  yet  he  is  the 
only  man  can  decide  the  business ;  and  if 
he  will  be  bribed,  why,  Phil,  I  have  a  few 
crowns,  and  they  are  at  your  service/' 

"  May  God  bless  you !  Jerome !"  said  the 


lur  such  a  cau 
thankful,  yet  1  cc 
if  this  Sebastian 
steel,  not  gold,  r 

"  Ay,  ay  !   the 
the  draper.     Bu 
prudent.     If  he  s 
he  is  no  saint  an) 
to  come  at  his  sec 
And  as  for  steel,  it 
he  deals  in,  since 
throat,  than  pay  a 

"  I  know  such  i 
will  not  a  man  v€ 
the  Lady  Verona  ? 
smile — for  a  kind 

I  not   crt^y^  ^-       ' 
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the  wild  hope — nay,"  and  he  checked  him- 
self, "the  desire  only  to  see  the  Lady  Verona. 
I  may,  I  can  Succeed  in  the  army,  for  though 
not  long  there,  I  have  interest,  and  I  have 
made  gold.     I  am  young  1" 

'*  And  there  is  hope  in  youth  and  strength, 
Phil,"  interrupted  Jerome.  ''  Try  the  flask 
again !  The  night  is  chill,  and  you  may 
need  it.  Pooh !  no  refusal ;"  and  filling 
his  friend's  cup,  he  replenished  his  own, 
and  drank  to  his  success. 

**  I  will  now  go,*'  said  Philip  rising. 
^*  You  have  my  most  valuable  secret,  and 
I  need  hardly  say,  that  it  is  safe  with  you.'' 

"  Until  death." 

"  I  know  that.  I  venture  boldly,  pre- 
sumingly,  yet  somehow  1  have  hope.  Stop 
— by  the  saints,  I  remember !  You  spoke  of 
Signer  Verrina — dost  remember  Castrucci, 
who  made — " 

"  Remember  !"  said  Jerome.  "  May  the 
saints  protect  me!"  and  he  blessed  him- 
self, ''  but  I  do  well  remember  his  fame  and 
occupation." 
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"  Well,"  continued  Philip,  "  on  the  day 
of  the  Count's  marriage,  when  he  was  going 
away  with  the  young  Signora,  who  fainted 
beside  us,  he  told  me  to  beware  of  Ver- 
rina." 

*'  Indeed !"  said  Jerome  thoughtfully. 
"  The  Signor  Verrina  somewhat  resembles 
you." 

''  Pooh  I  of  what  think  you  ?" 

''  I  can  hardly  tell,  Philip.  Strange 
thoughts  come  over  me." 

"  And  most  fanciful  ones,"  replied  the 
other.  '*  Good  night,  now.  On  the  mor- 
row I  may  see  you  ;"  and  shaking  heartily 
Jerome's  hand,  he  entered  the  street,  leav- 
ing the  draper,  who  stood  for  some  time 
regarding  his  departing  figure,  until  it  was 
lost  in  the  gloom. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


Philip  proceeded  slowly  down  the  street, 
pondering  upon  the  various  topics  which 
he  had  discussed  with  Jerome.  His  mind 
was  considerably  agitated  between  his  own 
private  feelings,  and  the  additional  causes 
for  disquietude  and  anxious  thoughts  which 
his  friend  had  mentioned ;  and  in  the  still 
streets,  when  nothing  presented  itself  to 
alter  the  current  of  his  ideas,  the  past  came 
up  forcibly  before  him,  colouring  with  its 
memories  his  anticipations  of  the  hidden 
future.  He  did  not  hide  from  himself  that 
he  loved  the  beautiful  Verona,  and  loved 
her  too  with  a  depth    and    intensity   of 
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passion  that  seemed  to  gather  new  strength 
from  the  presumed  hopelessness  of  itfi 
success ;  from  the  very  difficulties  that  rose 
bold  and  towering  before  his  eager  eye. 
But  once  had  he  dared  to  hope,  to  imagine, 
that  his  rising  fame — the  patronage  his 
gallantry  had  created — the  gold  he  had 
rung  out  of  hardship  and  peril  of  life, 
might  give  him  character  and  standing  to 
enable  him  to  enter  the  lists  with  other 
competitors  for  her  favour  ;  yet  all  this  was 
now  clouded  and  obscured,  his  uncertain 
rank  was  more  than  counterbalance  for  all 
his  own  acquired  claims. 

''  I  will  banish  her  from  my  mind  I  strive 
to  forget  her  !"  he  muttered  to  himself,  as 
rapidly  he  strode  through  the  streets, 
keeping  his  sword  to  be  ready  in  case  of 
danger.  '^  She  is  far  removed  from  my 
grasp,  and,  perhaps,  in  another  land  I  may 
meet  with  one  as  gentle  and  as  fair,  where 
unknown  myself,  the  past  may  not  daricen 
my  future.  I  will — '*  yet  his  firmest 
resolve    yielded    before    her    image,    and 
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Btriving  to  shape  some  other  plan  of  con* 
dact — some  scheme  that  woald  seem  to 
promise  success  that  he  still  hoped  to  gain, 
he  slackened  his  pace,  and  proceeded  more 
slowly.  The  narrow  streets  were  over- 
shadowed by  the  lofty  buildings  that  on 
each  side  flanked  them,  and  the  sky  above 
was  as  dark  as  the  ground  on  which  he 
walked,  for  not  a  star  was  visible ;  but  a 
constant  succession  of  blacky  lowering 
clouds  passed  over  the  face  of  the  heavens, 
and  seemed  to  clothe  in  their  own  obscurity 
the  roofs  of  the  tall  houses  beside  him. 
Genoa's  marble  edifices  wore  the  livery  of 
night,  and  seemed  like  walls  of  dark  stone, 
not  the  beautiful  monuments  of  taste  and 
grandeur,  on  which  the  sun's  beams  rested, 
as  if  to  borrow  new  splendour  from  their 
touch. 

The  darkness  was  not  observed  by  one 
well  acquainted  with  the  streets  through 
which  he  was  passing,  and  their  very 
stillness  unvaried  by  objects  or  kouods, 
while  it  threw  his  mind  back  upon  subjects 
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most  familiar  with  its  usual  contemplation, 
afforded  no  new  matter  to  dwell  upoo. 
As  he  passed  rapidly  through  the  streets 
on  his  course  to  the  **  White  Cross,"  some 
distant  noise  startled  him,  and  when  he 
proceeded  a  few  steps  farther,  the  sounds 
of  clashing  swords,  and  men  shouting  and 
cursing  were  distinctly  heard.  He  instantly 
turned  the  corner  leading  to  the  hostelry, 
and  beheld  a  few  paces  from  that  point, 
and  not  many  yards  distant  from  the  house, 
a  group  of  persons  fighting,  while  tm 
others  not  engaged  stood  a  little  removed 
from  them,  holding  torches,  and  so  manag- 
ing their  Ught  as  to  throw  into  its  full 
stream  those  opposite  to  them. 

'^  Ho  !  a  Doria  to  the  aid  1"  shouted  one 
of  the  torchrbearers. 

''Help,  for  a  Fiescol"  exclaimed  one  of 
those  opposed  to  them. 

**  A  ready  blade  for  the  gallant  Count!" 
shouted  PhiUp,  losing  in  the  excitement  of 
the  moment  all  remembrance  of  Jerome's 
cautions,  and  thinking  but  of  his  obligation 
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to  the  Count  Ilesco,  as  be  sprung  boldly 
into  tbe  middle  of  the  combatants,  and 
striking  with  his  unarmed  left  hand  one  of 
the  torch-bearers,  he  seized  the  light,  and 
rendered  the  fight  more  equal  by  enabling 
the  Fiesco  party  to  see  their  opponents. 

*'Many  thanks  to  you,  Sir  stranger!" 
said  a  tall  man  of  the  side  on  which  Philip 
had  ranged  himself.  ''Your  assistance  has 
come  when  most  needed,  for  these  base 
knaves  have  waited  and  attacked  us,  when 
they  knew  we  were  unequal  to  them  in 
numbers  and  preparation.  Ho,  my  men  ! 
a  blow  for  the  gallant  Count !" 

'*  Help  for  a  Doria  1"  again  shouted  the 
others ;  but  as  Philip's  aid  had  considerably 
changed  the  position  of  the  parties,  the  fol- 
lowers of  the  Dorias  were  gradually  yielding 
before  their  opponents,  when  there  was  a  call 
of  the  night-watch,  and  the  noise  of  many 
approaching  was  also  heard,  while  the 
people  of  the  "  White  Cross,"  had  come 
out  into  the  street,  and  the  place  was 
lighted  by  several  flambeaux  and  torches. 
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^'Separate  them!  In  the  name  of  the 
Republic,  put  up  your  weapons  V  shouted 
the  captain  of  the  watch,  running  in 
advance  of  his  men  who  were  approaching. 
*'  Put  up  your  weapons  I  Lights ;  brii^ 
lights  there  I     Ho,  lights  I" 

''  Slit  that  knave's  windpipe 4"  shouted 
another  amongst  the  Dona  party.  ''Pat 
the  point  of  a  weapon  into  his  gullet,  will 
some  of  you  ?  Now,  my  men  ;  here  come 
the  watch.  A  blow  for  Doria  1  and  theo, 
look  ye,  each  for  himself." 

•'Seize  the  knaves — they  would  fly!" 
said  the  leader  of  the  other  party.  "  Wc 
must  purge  the  city  of  such  vermin,  if 
we  ever  expect  peace.  At  them,  my 
masters  1" 

"  In  the  name  of  the  State  1"  began  the 
captain,  attempting  to  interpose. 

"That  for  thy  State!  A  Doria  here  I 
Rally  round  bold  Larcero,  who  never 
turned  his  face  from  steel!"  shouted  the 
other,  striking  down  with  his  disengaged 
hand  the  previous  speaker,  while  the  city 
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^atch,  in  the  absence  of  a  leader,  stood  as 
if  considering  rather  to  keep  off  the  crowd 
than  put  an  end  to  the  fray;  and  the 
leader  of  the  Ilesco  party,  on  hearing  the 
announcement  of  his  opponent's  name, 
increased  his  own  efforts,  and  called  upon 
his  men  to  persevere. 

"They  fly!  Do  not  spare  the  cut- 
throats !" 

•'The  Signer  Verrina,  by  the  saints!" 
exclaimed  Larcero,  as  the  Ught  of  the 
torches  flashed  fair  in  his  opponent's  face. 
"  Now,  villain !  What,  ho !  two  Verrinas  V* 
for  now  that  Philip,  who  fought  beside  the 
Venetian,  was  engaged,  there  was  a  strong 
resemblance  between  them.  ''Two  Ver- 
rinas !  or,  I  see  old  Antony  Calva's  appren- 
tice. Put  up  your  sword.  Sir,  and  do  not 
slay  your  own  uncle." 

"  Uncle !"  repeated  Philip,  dropping  his 
sword's  point,  as  if  uncertain  how  to  act 

Calva's  apprentice  ?"  muttered  Verrina, 
''  the  only  proof  that  could  injure  me!  for 
this    cut-throat's   word    is   not    worth    a 
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thought/'  and  allowing  Larcero  to  pr 
upon  him,  he  retreated  behind  the  yov 
soldier,  until  the  latter  stood  between  h 
and  his  opponent. 

''  Stand  aside,  sirrah !"  shouted  Larce 

''Hold!  Beat  down  their  weapons,  i 
men !"  exclaimed  the  captain,  rising  to  I 
feet,  as  soon  as  he  could.  '*  Give  up  70 
swords,  Sirs,'*  and  the  watch,  now  directf 
boldly  interfered. 

**  A  parting  blessing,  Signor  !*'  st 
Larcero,  making  a  desperate  lunge  at  t 
Venetian. 

"  To  thy  heart,  knave,  if  I  can !"  c 
claimed  Verrina,  drawing  rapidly  behii 
Philip,  whose  sword  had  been  knocki 
aside  by  the  guard,  and,  shortening  l 
weapon  until,  if  he  had  used  it,  the  pcui 
would  have  entered  the  young  soldiei 
body,  while  he  also  served  as  a  shie 
to  ward,  from  the  Venetian,  Larow) 
blows,  who  appeared  afraid  to  strike  h 
be  should  injure  him.  ''  To  thy  hetr 
knave !" 
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''Saints!  Signor,  thou  mistakest  thy 
man,"  was  uttered  by  a  voice  near  him, 
while  his  sword  was  stricken  from  his  hand, 
and  Philip  thrown  to  the  one  side  beyond 
his  reach. 

**  How,  sirrah  ? — Signor  Lomellino  !" 
exclaimed  the  Venetian,  surprised. 

''  Thou  should'st  have  gone  on  thy  knees, 
Signor ;  for  a  point  farther,  and  thy  blade 
would  have  been  in  this  youngster's  heart." 

"  Impossible !" 

''  Indeed !  Ah  1  We  are  unscrupulous 
in  this  generation,  and  risk  life  here,  and 
salvation  hereafter,  to  destroy  dangerous 
evidence." 

"  How,  Signor  ?  What  mean  ye  ?" 
asked  Verrina,  haughtily. 

"  Pooh  !  Not  much.  The  guard  is  de- 
manding swords;  and  see,  the  Dorias  are 
flying.     Come — give  up  thy  weapon." 

''Certainly.  Since,  in  this  instance,  I 
but  defended  my  life  against  the  attack  of 
these  foul  knaves.  Men,  surrender  your 
swords !" 
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Philip  rose,  stunned  and  confused.  The 
lights  had  multiplied.  The  torches  ap- 
peared to  illumine  the  whole  space  beneatb, 
around,  and  above  him ;  and  when  he  looked 
at  the  faces  of  those  who  stood  near,  he 
found  the  Venetian's  dark,  piercing  eje 
directed  full  upon  him,  as  if  its  glance 
would  penetrate  his  most  hidden  thoughts, 
and  search  his  very  heart.  Castmod's 
warning  almost  sounded  in  his  ears,  and  he 
turned  round,  as  if  he  were  at  his  side, 
expecting  to  see  him;  for  when  he  hid 
completely  recovered  his  senses,  and  knew 
more  of  his  situation,  he  could  imagine  the 
deadly  danger  from  which  either  a  friendly, 
or  interested  hand,  had  rescued  him,  and 
he  was  sure  that  the  Venetian's  sword  had 
never  been  so  directed  without  deaiga 
against  his  life.  The  Venetian  stood  apart 
from  Lomellino,  who  remained  near  Philip, 
and  was  apparently  occupied  in  givins 
orders  to  the  patrol,  which  he  commanded, 
yet  his  eyes  would  furtively  range  from  the 
young  soldier  to  Verrina,  and  he  appeared 
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to  be  making  some  rapid  oomparison  be- 
tween them.     He  tamed  to  Philip. 

*'  I  fear  me,  Signor,  that  my  interference 
— though,  perchance,  it  sared  your  life — 
has  not  been  too  cooiteously  rendered: 
since,  in  tnith,  a  point  farther,  and  my 
friend's  weapon  might  have  passed  throogh 
you,  for  he  was  so  entangled,  as  not  to  be 
able  to  ose  his  sword,  onless  at  yoar  great 
peril." 

*'  I  cannot  bat  be  most  gratefol  to  too, 
Signor,"  said  Philip,  "  and  can  easily  bear 
a  few  braises  when  I  hare  escaped  a 
greater  danger." 

''Yoar  injaries,"  said  Verrina,  coo- 
straining  himself,  as  if  with  a  great  effort 
to  address  Philip  in  terms  of  apparent  ooor- 
tesy,  '*  mast  be  deeply  regretted  by  me, 
since  we  owe  to  Toar  timelr  aid  oar  relief 
from  those  rascallv  knares  :  and  if  Battista 
Verrina  can  erer  in  aadit  aid  too,  yoa 
will  find  that  he  will  not  ibnret  thii 
night" 

'<  I  am  mach  beholden  to  too,  SigiKif,'^ 

VOL.    I.  L 
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replied  Philip,  and  as  he  looked  upon  the 
Venetian's  face,  he  thought  he  coald  trace 
in  its  expression  more  of  hatred  than  afiec- 
tion,  '*  and,  perhaps,  when  I  need  a  favoor 
I  may  trouble  you.  The  hour  is  now  late, 
and  as  I  have  been  in  the  saddle  sioce 
morning  with  little  respite,  I  shall  wish  you 
a  good  night,  and  betake  myself  to  mj 
lodging  at  the  '  White  Cross,'  unless  the 
Commandant  of  the  City  feels  inclined  to 
otherwise  bestow  me." 

**  You  have  my  full  permission  to  de- 
part," said  Lomellino.     "  Good  night !" 

"  Good  night  I"  added  Verrina,  making  a 
stately  bow  to  Philip,  who  returning  it  as 
haughtily,  proceeded  to  the  hostelry ;  while 
Lomellino,  after  having  restored  his  sw(»rd 
to  the  Venetian,  and  given  some  orders  to 
the  sergeant  of  the  watch,  approached  the 
former. 

'*  Our  road  is  the  same,  Signor." 

"Not  this  night,"  said  the  Venetian, 
calmly,  and  regarding  the  other  with  a 
peculiar  look.     "  We  separate  here." 
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"  As  you  please,  Signer,"  returned  Lomel- 
lino.     "  Adieu," 

The  Venetian  paused  to  look  after  him, 
while  his  attendants  having  armed  them- 
selves again,  and  arranged  their  disordered 
dresses,  remained  standing  until  he  would 
proceed. 

"  The  sordid,  huxtering  knave !"  he  mut- 
tered to  himself,  as  he  walked  towards  the 
Count  Fiesco's  palace ;  **  he  thinks  he  has 
me  in  his  toils,  and  yet  he  will  not  succeed. 
No,  no!  The  Count  is  ripe — the  Dorias 
insolent — all  on  the  verge  of  commotion ; 
and  I  mistrust  myself,  or  the  general  shock 
may  produce  individual  benefit.  This  Lo- 
mellino  must  be  removed.  The  others  will 
bide  their  time ;  for  one  is  worthless — the 
other  powerless.  Get  forward,  some  of 
ye !"  he  continued,  aloud,  to  his  attendants, 
"  and  rap  at  my  Lord  Fiesco*s  gate." 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


In  a  spacious  apartment  of  the  Conot 
Fiasco's  palace  sat  a  man  beside  a  large 
table  employed  in  writing.  The  table  was 
covered  with  numerous  papers  and  doca- 
ments,  plans  and  sketches  of  Grenoa,  and 
the  surrounding  neighbourhood,  which  the 
occupant  of  the  room  seemed  to  study  and 
ponder  over  with  the  most  marked  atten- 
tion. It  was  a  spacious  apartment,  yet 
more  remarkable  for  some  peculiarity  visi- 
ble in  its  ornaments  and  furniture,  than 
either  for  the  singular  beauty  of  the  first,- 
or  the  rich  magnificence  of  the  latter.    The 
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walk  were  hung  with  hlack  velvet,  relieved 
at  the  bottom  and  the  top  by  a  broad  stripe 
of  silver-lace,  that  was  ornamented  by  a 
deep  silver  fringe  below,  and  was  gathered 
like  drapery  round  two  windows,  whose 
panes  were  formed  of  the  richest  stained 
glass.  In  the  recess  between  the  windows, 
on  a  shield  of  silver,  edged  with  gold,  were 
blazoned  the  proud  arms  of  the  house  of 
Fiesco,  that  traced  its  lineage  baclf  to  a 
high  name  under  one  of  the  early  Empe- 
rors, while  under  it  was  a  collection  of 
curious  daggers,  some  the  production  of 
Grecian  or  Roman  ingenuity,  some  of 
African  or  Asiatic  origin,  and  others 
gathered  from. the  shops  of  the  most  cun- 
ning mechanics  of  France  and  Italy, — all 
arranged  in  the  shape  of  a  star,  their 
blades  its  centre,  and  their  curiously 
shaped,  and,  in  many  instances,  richly 
ornamented  handles,  glittering  with  pre- 
cious stones,  turned  outwards.  One  large 
and  massive  silver  lamp  was   suspended 
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from  the  ceiling,  which  was  beautifully 
painted  in  fresco,  and  the  rays  of  the  ligbt 
were  reflected  from  the  emblazoned  shield, 
and  the  star  upon  three  busts  placed  under 
them.  One  was  a  representation  of  Alex- 
ander, another  of  Julius  Caesar,  and  the 
third  was  Brutus,  holding  in  his  right  band 
the  dagger  which  he  had  employed  againit 
the  life  of  the  first  Roman  Emperor.  Id 
another  recess  of  the  apartment,  oppoote 
to  one  in  which  stood  a  knightly  figure  in 
full  armour,  holding  his  helmet  in  out 
hand,  and  in  the  other  a  parchment  scroii, 
was  a  small  case,  whose  front  was  partisUj 
shrouded  by  the  arras  that  was  looped  up 
on  both  sides ;  yet  to  many  its  contenli 
would  have  been  more  valuable  than  all  the 
other  ornaments  in  the  room.  It  contained 
an  armoury  from  which  genius  was  theo 
drawing  weapons  more  durable  than  swoid 
or  arquebuse — we^ons,  whose  effects  ait 
felt  when  the  fame  of  conquest,  asd 
the  breath  of  valour  are  hushed — boob' 
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that  Bpeak  to  man  with  tongues  rich 
in  wisdom.  In  that  small  recess  was 
the  Count  of  Lavagna's  Ubrary,  a  small, 
though  rare  and  costly  collection  of  manu- 
scripts and  copies  of  some  of  the  earliest 
works  that  had  issued  from  the  printing 
press;  works  then  valuable — now  almost 
fortunes. 

The  occupant  of  this  apartment  was  in  the 
very  spring  of  life.  His  position  was  higher 
than  that  of  most  of  the  nobles  of  Genoa  with 
whom  he  associated ;  too  high  for  a  subject 
in  many  States,  too  exalted  for  a  slave  in  his 
own;  his  wealth  princely;  his  generosity 
hardly  removed  from  extravagance ;  his 
character  liked  ;  his  person  almost  idoUzed ; 
his  natural  and  acquired  advantages  thus 
placing  him  in  a  dangerous  elevation, 
where  insult  might  breed  revenge,  and  re- 
venge hatch  successful  revolution.  In 
person,  he  was  somewhat  above  the  average 
height,  and  the  loose  robe  which  he  then 
wore  was  open  at  the  neck,  and  displayed 
beneath  a  broad   and    ample  chest,   that 
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denoted  great  bodily  power.  His  head, 
which  was  a  little  thrown  back,  for  since  we 
have  first  noticed  him,  he  had  laid  aside  his 
occupation,  and  apparently  sunk  into  silent 
communion  with  his  own  thoughts,  enabled 
his  gaze  to  rest  upon  the  Roman  Brutas, 
and  the  look  with  which  he  regarded  this 
mistaken  propagator  of  liberty  was  half 
melancholy — ^half  solemn.  The  past  two 
years  had  made  a  marked  change  upon 
the  occupant  of  this  apartment.  They 
found  him  at  their  commencement,  yoniig 
and  enthusiastic,  looking  at  life  as  a  means 
of  pleasurable  enjoyment,  yet  his  own  posi- 
tion and  another's  insolence  had  produced 
their  natural  fruit.  In  a  State  constituted 
as  Genoa  then  was,  it  required  nice  discri- 
mination so  to  balance  the  power  of  the 
nobility,  that  neither  man  nor  party 
amongst  them  should  predominate.  This 
precaution  was  forgotten  by  the  younger 
Doria;  and  avaricious  of  power,  he  was 
making  a  grave  for  himself,  where  he  should 
lie  the  victim  of  Fiesco's  determined  ven- 
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geance,  who  now  at  the  hour  of  midnight 
in  his  own  palace  was  plotting  his  imme- 
diate destruction. 

''  I,  too  !"  he  muttered  to  himself,  and  his 
eyes  slowly  fell  from  the  marble  features  of 
Brutus,  *'I  too  may  become  a  Brutus. 
How  know  I  whether  in  these  schemes 
which  I  now  plan,  success  may  not  bring 
ruin  ?  There  are  but  few  in  this  course  of 
ambition  I  may  trust.  Is  there  even  one  ? 
Yet  it  is  a  glorious  resolve,  too/'  and  his  eye 
brightened  up  as  if  the  spirit,  not  the  tongue, 
spoke,  **  ay,  glorious  1  to  rule  and  command, 
to  satisfy  the  thirst  for  power,  and  I,  when 
this  upstart  minion  is  removed,  I,  whose 
family  traces  its  descent  for  centuries, 
whose  wealth  places  me  at  the  head  of 
the  nobles  of  Genoa,  indulge  in  no  foolish 
thought,  when  I  reflect  that  success  may 
make  me  the  ruler  of  thid  Republic.  There 
is  some  one  without,"  for  the  sound  of  the 
rapping  at  the  gate  had  penetrated  into  the 
apartment.  He  rung  a  small  silver  hand-bell 
that  lay  on  the  table. 
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''  The  SigQor  Verrina/'  said  a  tervant, 
opening  the  door. 

''  Ah,  my  friend  I"  exclaimed  Flesco  o& 
seeing  the  Venetian ;  ''  I  had  hardly 
dreamed  of  this  pleasure  to-night.  Be 
seated  !     What  is  the  news  ?'* 

'*It  comes  so  quicklyi  and  in  such  good 
store,"  returned  Verrina,  ''that  one  must 
count  the  time  to  tell  it,  in  days  not  hours." 

''  Thou  wouldst  restrain  my  curioaity  too 
long,"  said  Fiesco,  smiling;  then  as  he 
quickly  observed  a  rent  in  the  other's  cloak, 
he  exclaimed,  ''  I  see  there  is  more  in  this 
than  I  thought  at  first.  Thou  art  wounded ! 
Some  street  fray  ?" 

"No,  not  wounded,"  replied  Verrina, 
interrupting  him. 

**  What  is  this  then.  Signer  ?  I  am  a 
novice,  or  thou  hast  been  handling  steel, 
and  that  not  for  amusement  either,"  said 
Fiesco,  pointing  to  the  rent. 

'*  Tis  but  a  repetition  of  this  morning's 
insult." 

"  What  mean  ye  ?" 
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'^  This.  Not  an  hour  since,  when  on  my 
road  to  my  own  dwelling,  the  cry  of  '  a 
Fiesco !'  was  raised  by  some  of  the  Doria 
cat-throats,  and  as  it  is  enough  to  be  known 
by  thee  to  excite  these  men's  enmity,  we 
were  beset,  and  but  for  the  intervention  of 
the  night  watch,  might  have  been  murdered, 
and  that  too  in  free  Genoa." 

**  Free  no  longer  l"  exclaimed  Fiesco. 
*'  But  the  time  comes  when  we  shall  get  rid 
of  these  dogs  upon  us,  who  would  keep  us 
down  that  they  may  rule.  Signor,  know  ye 
aught  of  these  men  ?" 

''  One  I  believe  is  the  chief  agent  of  my 
Lord  Doria,  a  knave  called  Sebastian 
Larcero.  The  others  are  of  the  mob  of  the 
Doria  retainers." 

"  And  there  was  no  provocation  ?" 
"  None,  my  Lord  1  Not  even  a  word." 
"  Then,  my  Verrina,  our  time  approaches. 
On  the  morrow  thou  shalt  learn  more,  ay, 
thou  shalt  hear  all  1  Bold  hearts  and  cun- 
ning minds  rule  States  ;  why  should  they 
not  defend  or  purify  them  ?     Our  position 
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does  not  improve.  This  morniDg  personally 
insulted  ;  this  evening  more  than  insulted, 
outraged  in  your  person?  By  Heavens! 
these  indignities  are  no  longer  to  be  endured. 
They  shall  not — must  not  be  1" 

"Yet,"  observed  the  Venetian,  "while 
old  Andrew  Doria  lives,  Giannetino  rules." 

"  Lives !"  repeated  Fiesco,  and  then  he 
added  impetuously,  "  I  would  stab  him  to 
the  heart  in  the  midst  of  the  Senate,  did  I 
think  that  with  his  life  the  arrogance  of  his 
nephew  ended.  But  no ;  destroy  the  young 
tree,  and  time  will  rot  out  its  root.  Signer, 
thou  knowest  much  of  my  mind  on  this 
matter;  by  the  morrow  thou  mayst  lean 
more,  and  now  since  thou  hast  suffered  no 
bodily  harm,  we  will  treasure  up  these  sbres 
in  secret,  but  will  make  no  open  talk  of 
them.     Thou  understandest  ?*' 

"  Well,  my  Lord  ;  plots  thrive  most  in 
secret!"  said  the  Venetian,  and  then  be 
muttered  to  himself,  '^  this  fruit  is  riper  than 
I  had  ventured  to  hope.'* 

"  Ah !"  returned  Fiesco,  "  great  designs 


on.     Let  us  drop  the  subject  now.     A 
lours  may  decide  the  fate  of  Genoa, 
even  our  own  lives." 
We  are  not  over-secure  of  them  as  it 
aid  Verrina  with  a  quaint  smile,  "  for 

these  men  attack  me  in  the  public 
ts,  they  may  not  spare  my  Lord 
»." 

[Vue,  yet  that  will  cease  ;"  replied 
o  ?  while  a  servant  entered  the  apart- 
,  and  placed  in  his  hand  a  slip  of  paper, 
mit  him    quickly  I"      The    Venetian 

'^  Do  not  leave  me  for  some  minutes/' 
Qued  Fiesco.  **  You  will  find  the  Lady 
na  disengaged,  and  can  pass  the  time 
her  until  I  have  dispatched  a  business 


now  irrevocably  committed.  The  V< 
knew  his  thoughts  and  wishes,  and 
followed  the  guidaDce  of  the  serva 
that  portion  of  the  palace,  which  ha 
allotted  to  the  ladies  of  the  house  ao^ 
attendants,  with  active  fancy  he  was  di 
schemes  by  which  he  might  still  more 
the  Count  to  his  purposes,  for  in  tl 
saw  a  prospect  of  success  ;  and  evei 
others  might  fail,  and  Genoa  rema 
from  foreign  rule,  his  busy  mind  a 
plated  personal  advantages  known  I 
himself,  yet  to  himself  most  importan 
Few  men  could  manage  circums 
with  more  caution  than  Verrina,  and 
ing  in  his  heart  more  than  one  che 
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he  sought  deUverance  by  any  means,  he 
never  reckoned  what.  The  sounds  of  sweet 
music  were  wafted  to  his  ears  from  the  end 
of  the  passage  on  which  he  had  now 
entered,  and  then  a  low-toned,  though 
exquisitely  harmonious  voice  was  heard  as  it 
accompanied  the  instrument.  Verrina 
paused,  seemingly  chained  by  the  sounds, 
while  the  servant  went  forward  and  an- 
nounced on  opening  the  door, 

"The    Signer    Verrina!"     The    music 
ceased,  and  the  Venetian  entered. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

Jerome  Varras,  while  he  sta 
commoQ  rumours  of  the  day  amoi 
citizens  of  Genoa  in  his  coDversati 
Philip,  had  almost  correctly  infom 
of  the  latter  acts  of  the  Count  Fiescc 
nobleman  had  been  so  stung  by  the  < 
of  the  younger  Doria,  so  exasperatet 
haughty  rudeness,  that  he  only  loo] 
time  and  opportunities  to  revenge 
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opes  to  enter  his  mind.  From  a  wish 
the  State  of  one  who  had  made  him- 
most  miiyersally  hated,  he  began  to 
that  the  power  he  would  overthrow 
nnetino  Doria,  might  be  lodged  with 
fficacy  in  his  own  hands ;  and  whilst 
3  tempted  him  to  revenge,  revenge 
lim  to  ambition. 

ongst  the  canning  politicians  of  a 
rich  in  intellect  of  every  character, 
irdinal  Angnstine  Trivulcins,  Francis' 
ssador  at  the  Conrt  of  Rome,  held  a 
md  distinguished  position.  He  saw, 
'  the  Count  flesco  could  be  turned  to 
irposes,  Genoa,  which  had  been  lost 
revolt  of  Andrew  Doria,  might  again 
tored  to  the  authority  of  France ;  and 
under  this  hope,  no  opportunity  that 
tend  to  his  advantage  had  been 
h1.  In  the  interview  which  he  had 
lim  at  Rome,  he  inflamed  his  hatred 
Is  the  Doria  s,  dwelt  upon  his  position 
itate  where  his  superior  merit  must 
ivoidably  sacrificed  to  the  greater  in- 
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fluence  of  the  other,  and  drawing  out  tbe 
ambitious  feelings  of  his  auditor,  he 
reckoned  upon  the  probable  success  of  a 
revolution  which  might  place  him  at  the 
head  of  the  government.  He  even  proposed 
the  assistance  of  France ;  offered  him  the 
pay  and  command  of  six  galleys  in  the 
King's  service,  a  garrison  of  two  hundred 
men  in  Montobio,  a  strong  mountain  fortress 
on  the  hereditary  estate  of  the  Fie8chi,a 
company  of  gens  dCarmes,  and  a  pension  of 
twelve  thousand  crowns.  Fiesco  asked 
time  to  consider  these  proposals,  and  in  the 
meanwhile  he  returned  to  Genoa. 

The  Cardinal,  however,  had  not  lost  sight 
of  the  probable  success  of  his  schemes,  for 
he  had  those  in  Genoa,  who  accurately  re- 
ported the  occurrences  that  took  place 
there ;  and  thinking  that  the  time  was  ripe 
for  an  answer  to  his  proposals,  he  had  dis- 
patched an  agent  who  had  arrived  that 
morning  in  the  city,  and  now  sought  an 
interview  with  the  Count. 

''  Signer  Federate,"  said  Fiesco,  taking  a 
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sealed  letter  from  the  hand  of  the  man  who 
had  been  introduced  to  the  Count's  pre- 
sence after  the  Venetiaifs  departure,  "  you 
are  my  own  relative,  and  as  you  must  well 
know  the  object  of  this  mission — " 

'*  To  obtain  your  answer  to  certain  ques- 
tions proposed  by  his  Eminence  the 
Cardinal  Trivulcius/"  interrupted  the  other. 

*'  Yes/'  continued  Fiesco,  ''  the  Cardi- 
nal comes  like  the  tempter  in  the  moment 
of  weakness,  when  injury  battles  reason,  and 
insult  urges  pride.  But  go  on,  Signor  ! 
His  Eminence  may  have  furnished  some 
new  matter  for  contemplation." 

''No  more  than  what  was  proposed  at 
Rome.  The  conditions  have  been  before 
you  for  some  time,  yet  periiaps  in  the  inter- 
val my  Lord  Doria  has  become  gentle." 

''Gentler  exclaimed  Fiesco."  "Yea, 
truly  has  he !  Gentle  as  the  tiger  at  bay  ! 
mild  as  a  ravenous  wolf!  No,  no !  Let  us 
talk  of  the  conditions  of  this  league.  The 
&te  of  the  Dorias  is  seated." 
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'*  It  was  but  this  moment  I  heard  that  yon 
had  been  personally  insulted/' 

"  Peace  !"  said  the  Count  bitterly.  "  Those 
topics  are  too  stale  for  repetition.'* 

'*  Not  too  old  for  vengeance  I''  said  the 
other  gravely. 

Fiesco  raised  his  eyes  quickly  to  his  kini- 
man's  face.  It  was  calm  and  meditative. 
No  evidence  of  the  passion  he  would  en- 
courage was  traceable  upon  its  features. 
''Thou  hast  not  erred/'  he  said  after  a 
pause,  ''  for  the  insults  are  remembered, 
though  not  mentioned.  Signor,  let  us  to 
business  !  My  Lord  Cardinal  has  promised 
French  assistance.  He  would  make  me  the 
restorer  of  Genoa  to  France." 

'*  And  thou  wouldst  become  her  first 
citizen." 

*'  Oh !  passion/'  exclaimed  the  Count, 
with  bitterness,  ''  thou  hurriest  us  onvrardi 
to  our  own  ruin ;  for  here  I,  a  free  nobki 
plot  slavery  for  my  country." 

''  Nay,  my  Lord,  thou  seekest  to  deliver 
her." 
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'*  From  the  less  tyrant,  Signor,  and  hand 
her  to  the  greater.     Go  on.** 

*'  The  Cardinal,"  said  Foderato,  without 
adverting  to  the  Count's  interruption,  ''  is 
willing  to  ratify  all  his  proposals  made  to 
you  personally.  He  can  promise  the  friend- 
ship of  France." 

"  Not  the  freedom  of  Genoa  ?'* 

"  Not,  certainly,  her  present  freedom, 
where  a  man  of  yesterday  flouts  her  nobles 
who  trace  their  lineage  back  to  the  Caesars  ; 
who  usurps,  in  his  own  person,  all  office 
and  power,  fills  the  army  with  his  partisans, 
the  fleet  with  his  creatures  ;  and  even  now 
is  seeking  to  raise  upon  the  foundation  of 
another's  influence,  a  structure  of  tyranny, 
of  which  Turkish  despotism  would  be  but 
the  shadow.  My  Lord*,  this  paper  embraces 
the  Cardinal's  propositions.  Sign  it,  and 
Genoa  is  yours — ^insult  avenged,  and  your 
noble  house  placed  at  the  top  of  the 
State." 

Yet  Fiesco  was  unwilling  thus  to  commit 
himself.      His    ambition,    though    hardly 


238  THE    WILL  ;   0R» 

known  to  himself,  was  too  extensive  to 
allow  him  at  once  to  resign  all  hope  of  it8 
gratification ;  and  while  the  conduct  pur- 
sued by  Doria,  overbearing  as  it  was  sense- 
less, rankled  in  his  heart,  and  produced  its 
necessary  fruit,  a  wild  desire  for  revenge; 
the  other  and  more  powerful  passion,  was 
silently  using  it  as  a  means  to  secure  its 
own  wishes. 

"  I  press  you  not,  my  Lord,"  continued 
the  Cardinal's  envoy.  "  live  on  in  Genoa 
as  for  the  last  few  months  you  have  done  r* 
in  fear  of  your  life,  deprived  of  power,  and 
existing  as  a  slave  where  you  should  be  a 
ruler.  I  would  not  press  you ;  yet,  were  I 
the  noble  Count  of  Lavagna,  I  would  under- 
take a  pilgrimage  to  the  farthest  comer  ctf 
the  earth,  herd  with  savages,  and  turn 
Pagan,  before  T  could  endure  what  men  say 
exists  in  Genoa,  or  be  poinded  at  by  tfae 
world  as  spiritless  1" 

"  How,  Signer?  Explain!" 

"  It  is  a  labour  of  no  difficulty,  though 
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not  one  of  love  ;  but  in  this  matter,  though 
I  may  offend,  I  will  speak." 

*'  The  truth,  Signor,  and  naught  but  the 
truth !"  said  Fiesco. 

"  Well,  then  my  Lord,  to  be  plain,**  con- 
tinned  Foderato,  "  reports  of  the  state  of 
Genoa  have  gone  far  beyond  the  bounds  of 
Italy.  Men  wonder  and  ask,  what  like  are 
the  nobles  of  that  State  ?  do  they  bear  all 
this  with  impunity?  and  in  amazement 
they  hear  of  strange  acts  done  by  this  Dona, 
yet  no  person  has  risen  to  save  Genoa  and 
punish  his  insoleuce.'' 

*'  His  hour  approaches  !  Give  me  the 
paper — ^I  sign  it,"  said  Fiesco.  "I  may 
sign  my  own  death-warrant,  the  destruction 
of  the  State,  of  my  own  family — all !  There, 
take  it,  or  I  may  revoke  this  act  !" 

'*  Thou  hast  acted  too  nobly  to  do  so," 
said  Foderato,  taking  the  paper.  ''But 
that  in  this  matter  there  may  be  no  cause 
of  suspicion,  here  is  the  original  document 
thou  hast,  and  a  copy  I  am  instructed  to 
leave  with  thee.     Compare  them." 
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''  No/'  answered  Fiesco,  abruptiy,  and 
rising  from  his  chair.  "  A  condition  more 
or  less  is  of  little  moment.  I  strike  for 
Genoa — for/'  he  added  in  an  under-toDe, 
'*  for  self.  Be  it  so,  then,  for  self !  Signer, 
do  not  think  me  churlish  if  I  offer  you  scant 
hospitality,  but  I  must  not  create  suspicion. 
My  servants  may  become  spies  on  me ;  and 
although  we  now  plan,  we  are  not  prepared 
to  act.'* 

*^  I  commend  caution,"  said  FoderatOi 
rising  ;  ''  and  as  it  is  my  intention  to  leave 
Genoa  in  less  than  an  hour  for  Rome,  I 
could  not  trespass  upon  you  longer.  I  am 
the  bearer  of  good  news  —  news  whidi 
would  shake  Doria  like  an  ague.  FareweD, 
my  Lord !  When  next  we  meet,  forget  not 
thy  kinsman,  Nicholas  Foderato,  since 
thou 'It  have  power  to  advance  or  retard  his 
interests.    Farewell !" 

"  Farewell,'*  said  Fiesco,  slowly.  "  Thou 
carriest  my  fate  in  thy  doublet.  My  fatal 
pshaw  1 — what  fancy  is  this  ?  Ho  I  with- 
out, there.    My  servant,  Signor,  will  lead 
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you  to  the  door.  Farewell !"  and  as  the 
other  departed,  the  Count  sank  back  into 
the  chair  from  which  he  had  risen,  and 
covering  his  face  with  his  hands,  remained 
for  some  minutes,  in  deep  and  stem 
thought. 

**  I  feel  a  new  passion !"  he  murmured  to 
himself  after  a  pause,  "  a  new  hope  spring- 
ing up  within  me.  This  man  proffers 
reward  if  I  hold  the  State  of  Genoa  for 
France ;  if  I  become  a  Grovernor  for  ano- 
ther I  Why  not  for  myself?"  and  he  rose 
and  paced  the  room  for  some  minutes. 
"  Why  not  for  myself?'*  he  continued. 
'*  The  Dorias  rule  it  in  effect,  though  not  in 
name.  Their  power  is  supreme ;  yet  what 
claims  superior  to  mine  do  they  hold  forth 
to  the  people  of  Grenoa  ?  None !  I  am 
noble  as  they  are.  Yet  they  rule  for  them- 
selves— I  would  govern  for  another !"  and 
again  he  resumed  his  seat  in  deep  thought. 
New  ideas  were  springing  up  in  bis  mind. 
The  weaker  passion  for  vengeance  was 
gradually  yielding  before  the  all-absorbing 

VOL.  I.  M 


242  THE  will;  or, 

feeling  for  power.  To  rule  the  State,  to 
give  law  to  the  Senate,  were  but  the  dreams 
of  yesterday,  they  might  become  realities 
on  the  morrow.  Power  floated  before  his 
vision.  To  become  the  Sovereign  of  a 
State  was  almost,  in  his  case,  merely  to 
wish  it.  He  was  popular,  powerful,  wealthy 
— the  three  grand  agents  to  work  out 
success. 

**  I  dream,  or  my  senses  wander!"  he 
muttered  to  himself,  as  these  thoughts 
rapidly  traced  each  other  through  his  mind. 
''  I  dream  most  surely?  I  will  join  the 
Venetian,  Verrina.  His  conversation  may 
restore  my  flagging  faculties,"  and  rising, 
he  left  the  room. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 


Whativsr  luxury  or  art  could  realize  of 
the  gorgeous  or  beautiful,  the  apartment  of 
the  Count's  palace  into  which  the  Venetian 
now  entered ,  bore  testimony  of  its  presence. 
The  walls  were  covered  with  purple  velvet, 
richly  flowered  and  wrought  with  gold 
thread,  and  fringed  with  the  same  precious 
material ;  and  the  ceiUng  had  employed  in 
its  ornaments  the  pencil  and  brush  of  the 
leading  artists  of  the  age.  Numerous 
beautiful  statues  and  rare  foreign  curiosities 
were  placed  at  intervals  through  the  apart- 
ment ;  while  in  its  centre,  a  small  marble 
vase,  held  by  the  Graces,  was  supplied  with 
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rose-water,  which  rose  as  a  spray,  through 
the  agency  of  some  hidden  machinery,  and 
fell  arching  on  all  sides  into  the  vase, 
reflecting  back  in  all  the  rainbow's  coloure, 
the  light  that  fell  from  an  alabaster  lamp 
above  it.  A  carpet,  of  even  more  than 
Eastern  softness,  rendered  the  tread  almost 
noiseless.  But  the  Venetian  thought  that 
the  creation  of  the  painter,  the  genius  of 
the  sculptor,  both  faded  away  before  the 
living  beauty  that  met  his  eye. 

Leonora,  the  Count's  young  wife,  was  in 
the  splendour  of  her  beauty.  She  had  aO 
the  chief  characteristics  of  Italian  loveli- 
ness, and  seemed  to  have  added  to  them  the 
Saxon  fairness,  the  Spanish  charm  of 
carriage,  and  the  vivacity  of  Prance— 
and  to  have  improved  on  each ;  while 
her  sister,  somewhat  younger,  rivalled,  but 
did  not  outshine  her.  Well  did  Annibal 
Balbi  call  her  graceful,  for  Verona  exhi- 
bited in  every  act  a  charm  so  nameless,  so 
indescribable,  yet  so  powerful,  that  the 
mind  yielded  to  its  effects,  while  it  oouM 
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not  describe  them.  Her  beauty  was  dif- 
ferent from  her  sister^s.  It  was  more  a 
beauty  of  spirit  than  of  form;  for  the 
internal  guiding  power  in  its  outward  work- 
ings added  new  lustre  to  her  eyes»  greater 
briUiancy  to  her  complexion;  and  when 
she  spoke,  her  features  seemed  as  expressive 
as  her  words.  Her  hair,  of  rich  black,  was 
gathered  in  a  knot,  and  bound  behind  by  a 
small  bandeau  of  diamonds,  permitting  the 
ends  to  fall  in  light  curls  upon  her  neck» 
Her  eyes,  large,  dark,  and  floating  like 
diamonds  in  liquid  silver,  seemed  the  win- 
dows of  a  soul,  gentle  as  their  own  glances ; 
while  her  mouth,  small  and  beautifully  cut, 
gave  to  the  general  expression  of  her  face, 
a  character  of  firmness  and  determination. 

As  the  door  opened,  the  Venetian  paused 
on  the  threshold,  for  the  lights  in  the  apart- 
ment, the  fairy  gracefulness  of  its  orna- 
ments, the  gentle  murmurs  of  the  falling 
waters  in  the  marble  fountain,  and  the 
voice  of  the  beautiful  Verona  as  it  accom- 
panied   the   music   of   her  lute,    amazed 
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and  almost  bewildered  his  senses.  For 
an  instant,  all  he  saw  appeared  like  a 
painting  before  him;  and  he  allowed  as 
much  amazement  to  remain  in  his  counte- 
nance as  marked  his  admiration. 

"  We  bid  you  welcome,  Signer,"  said 
Fiesco's  wife,  advancing  towards  him  as 
he  entered  the  apartment.  "My  Lord 
plays  truant,  or  we  should  not,  I  fear  me, 
be  honoured  by  this  visit." 

'^  Do  not  judge  me  thus  harshly/'  replied 
the  Venetian,  with  ready  gallantry,  grace- 
fully bowing  over  her  extended  hand,  and 
raising  it  to  his  lips.  "  The  Count  is  this 
moment  engaged  in  some  business  of 
importance,  and  has  dismissed  me  hither 
to  wait  his  leisure." 

"  Thou  art  said  to  be  skilful  on  the  lute, 
Signor?"  said  Verona,  after  she  had  re- 
turned his  greeting,  which  was  marked 
with  more  of  reserve  than  that  employed 
towards  her  sister.  "  My  instrument  is 
praised  for  its  tones  when  in  other  hands, 
in  mine  tbey  lose  their  sweetness." 
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"Ah!"  sighed  Verrina,  "true  merit, 
like  the  gentlest  flowers,  is  most  admired 
when  most  it  shuns  the  public  gaze.*' 

"  If  thou  playest,  Signor,  with  as  ready 
skill  as  thou  canst  utter  compliments,  we 
may  expect  in  thee  a  second  Apollo ;  and 
thou  art  famed  for  both  arts,"  said 
Leonora. 

"  Fame,  lady,"  returned  the  Venetian, 
taking  the  lute,  and  lightly  running  his 
fingers  over  its  strings,  "belies  both  our 
good  and  our  bad  qualities.  It  asserts 
that  we  possess  the  good,  to  shame  us  by 
their  exhibition,  when  presuming,  we  dare 
to  try  them.  But  a  truce  to  this  moral- 
izing. I  shall  sing  for  thee  one  of  my  own 
native  songs,  which  is  often  heard  from  the 
silvery  waters  of  the  Lagune.  The  gondo- 
liers are  the  children  of  music,  and  many 
a  proud  beauty  has  listened  in  transport  to 
the  sweet  notes  of  their  voices,  as  dreaming 
of  their  loved  ones,  they  poured  forth  their 
passion  in  song.'' 
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'*  Our  Italy  is  the  nurse  oi  music,"  said 
Verona. 

''  And  the  mother  of  love,  thou  shouldst 
have  added!"  murmured  the  Venetian, 
raising  his  eyes  to  Verona's  face,  whose 
glance  calmly  met  his ;  and  for  a  moment 
or  more,  she  gazed  steadfastly  upon  his 
features;  then  as  his  look  yielded  before 
hers,  a  blush  gathered  upon  her  own  coun- 
tenance, and  she  murmured  to  herself : 

"  Strange,  yet  how  like !" 

*•  The  canals  of  Venice,"  continued  Vcr- 
rina,  "  are  often  melodious  with  the  songs 
of  nature  and  the  music  of  untaught  genius ; 
and  not  seldom  either  do  both  art  and 
passion  embody  in  the  serenade  the  higb- 
wrought  productions  of  the  first,  and  the 
soft  outpourings  of  the  last." 

*'  Your  city.  Signer,  is  famed  for  love 
and  song,"  said  Leonora. 

"  Yes,  Lady  !"  observed  Verrina  musingly; 
'<  the  children  of  the  South  live  on  the  one, 
and  express  its  power  by  the  other.     But, 
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come,  thou  shalt  have  the  serenade,  that 
most  in  the  deep  silence  of  night  sounds 
oyer  the  anruffled  surface  of  the  great  canal, 
and  eren  when  it  does  not  wake  beauty,  it 
mixes  with  its  dreams.  Thou,"  he  added, 
turning  to  Verona,  "  shalt  for  the  time  be 
my  '  lady  love,'  and  I  thine  humble  trouba* 
dour.     In  jest  thou  mayst." 

'*  In  jest.  Signer,  most  certainly,"  said 
Verona. 

**  I  had  never  dared  to  hope  the  jest 
would  become  a  reality,"  observed  the 
Venetian,  in  a  passionless  tone ;  and  then 
taking  up  the  instrument,  he  sang  in  a  deep^ 
rich,  melodious  voice,  that  stole  upon  their 
senses,  a  serenade  then  most  popular  in 
Venice,  with  great  skill  applying  to  Verona, 
in  her  assumed  character,  those  parts  of  it 
containing  the  lover's  most  ardent  supplica- 
tions to  his  mistress ;  and  after  he  had 
finished,  he  presented  the  instrument  to 
Leonora. 

"  Thanks  for  thy  song.  Signer,"  said 
Fiesco's  wife ;  '*  but  we  married  dames  do 
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not  dream  of  conquests,  and  our  accom- 
plishments become  forgotten.  I  will  pass 
thy  favour  to  my  sister.  Here,  Verona,  let 
us  listen  to  thy  music." 

"  Not  this  night,  sister  mine,  if  thou  wUt 
permit  me  to  deny.  The  Signor  Verrina  is 
too  gallant  to  press  upon  me  for  such  a 
worthless  favour." 

**  Not  worthless,"  said  the  Venetian.  •*  I 
punish  myself  by  consenting  to  thy  request; 
for  the  absence  of  such  pleasure  is  punish- 
ment enough." 

''  Ah  1  thou  art  skilled  in  compliments," 
observed  Verona.  **  But,  tell  me,  Signor," 
she  continued,  "  if  thou  rememberest  the 
day  of  my  sister's  marriage  to  the  Count 
Fiesco  some  two  years  back  ?" 

"  It  seems  but  yesterday." 

"  The  time  has  sped  most  quickly." 

''  The  most  of  it  has  been  passed  near 
thee,"  said  Verrina,  in  a  low,  tremulous 
voice,  whose  words  Leonora  did  not  accu- 
rately hear. 

"  On    that    day,"    continued     Verona, 
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without  noticing  his  words,  unless  by  a 
quick  glance  of  her  eye,  "  thou  canst 
remember,  that  but  for  the  courage  of  one 
of  the  spectators,  I  might,  on  my  return 
from  the  church,  have  been  injured  by  the 
restiveness  of  my  horse." 

"  The  apprentice  again  !"  muttered  Ver- 
rina  to  himself,  adding  aloud  :  **  Signora,  I 
cannot  forget  the  circumstance." 

**It  is  strange,"  said  Verona,  'Uhat  I 
never  see  thee,  but  thou  recallest  that  day 
by  thine  extraordinary  likeness  to  that 
youth.  My  sister  bears  me  out  in  this 
remark.  I  have  been  told  he  comes  from 
Venice." 

"Perhaps  so,"  answered  Verrina,  care- 
lessly.    "  He  is  now  in  Grenoa." 

*•  In  Genoa !"  exclaimed  Verona,  then 
instantly  checking  herself,  though  the 
colour  had  mounted  to  her  temples,  and 
her  face  grew  crimson  as  the  arras  on  the 
wall  of  the  room  ;  nor  was  her  seeming 
agitation  lessened  by  seeing  the  Venetian's 
glance  iSxed  upon  her  with  a  calm  observu- 
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tion  that  was  noting  every  change  in  her 
countenance,  almost  counting  the  beatings 
of  her  heart.  ''  He  has  not  yet  waited  oo 
the  Count/'  she  added. 

'  *  He  may  not  have  been  many  hours  in  our 
city,"  suggested  Leonora,  whose  attention 
had  also  been  drawn  towards  her  sister. 

"Methinkd,"  observed  Verrina,  after  a 
moment's  pause,  "  that  I  saw  him  some  few 
days  past ;  but  I  had  hardly  thought  him  an 
object  of  such  interest,  or  my  attentum 
would  have  been  stricter." 

'*  Our  gratitude.  Signer,  makes  us 
anxious  for  his  welfare,"  said  Leonora, 
for  her  sister  remained  silent. 

**  1  like  the  feeling,"  remarked  the  Vene- 
tian, as  the  door  of  the  apartment  was 
opened,  and  Fiesco  entered.  '*  I  like  the 
feeling,"  and  he  paused,  for  the  Count's 
strange  look  attracted  the  attention  of  all 
towards  him.  His  face  was  deadly  pak^ 
the  very  lips  bloodless,  and  his  eyes  seemed 
changed  in  colour;  while  his  long,  thick 
hair  had  partially  fallen  over  his  forehead, 
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and  given  to  his  features  an  expression  of 
haggard  wildness. 

'' Verrina  stood  confused — almost  awed. 
Verona  moved  forward  a  step,  then  paused; 
but  his  wife  9  with  all  the  tenderness  of  her 
youthful  affection,  flung  herself  into  his 
arms,  and  shading  back  with  her  hand  the 
hair  that  had  fallen  over  his  forehead,  she 
exclaimed : 

"  Luigi— dearest  Luigil  what  is  wrong  ?" 
"Wrong!"  muttered  Fiesco,  as  if  he 
had  awaked  from  a  dream.  ''Wrong? — 
There  is  nothing  wrong,  love,'*  and  he 
kissed  her  forehead,  then  sunk  into  the 
nearest  seat,  while  the  others  stood 
anxiously  watching  his  changing  coun- 
tenance. Those  few  seconds  of  reflection 
had  altered  his  fate.  A  new  power  was 
formed  within  him  ;  new  hopes  had  sprung 
up  in  his  breast;  and  rapidly  in  his  own 
mind  he  counted  over  the  conditions  of 
his  agreement  with  the  Cardinal.  They 
appeared  stripped  of  the  mist  previously 
cast  over  them ;  and  he  found  himself,  if 
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they    were  acted    on,    the   bond-slave  of 
France,  not  a  freeman  of  Genoa. 

"It  is  past !"  he  muttered,  *'  I  have 
crossed  the  Rabicon  to  meet  fate,  betide 
me  what  will."  "  Signer,"  he  continiied, 
speaking  aloud,  and  rising  from  his  chair, 
"  wilt  do  me  a  service  ?" 

'*  At  the  risk  of  life,  if  I  can,"  said 
Verrina,  warmly. 

"  Then  a  word  in  your  ear — pardon  me, 
fair  dames.  About  two  hours  past,"  he 
said  to  the  Venetian,  in  an  undertone,  in- 
audible by  his  wife  or  her  sister,  "t 
gentleman  of  Savona,  one  Signer  Nicholas 
Foderato,  left  Genoa  for  Rome.  He  rides 
post,  carrying  with  him  some  documcDts 
of  importance  for  the  Cardinal  Trivuldus. 
They  bear  my  name,  and  must  be  recalled. 
Wilt  thou  be  my  messenger  ?" 

**  Two  hours  !"  said  the  Venetian,  after 
a  pause  of  a  few  seconds,  not  heeding, 
apparently,  the  question.  '^  It  is  a  good 
start,  if  he  fear  pursuit;  but  otherwise, 
no    great    advantage.      The    papers,    mj 
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Lord,  shall  be  in  tby  hands  to-morrow 
at  noon." 

"I  cannot  thank  thee r 

"  We  are  embarked,"  said  Verrina, 
solemnly,  **  in  the  same  galley.  Our 
objects  are  alike,  and  nothing  but  cowardly 
hesitation  can  mar  success.  To-morrow 
at  noon  I  shall  wait  upon  you  with  the 
papers." 

"Farewell!"  exclaimed  Fiesco,  warmly 
grasping  his  hand  ;  while  the  other,  bowing 
to  the  Lady  Leonora,  gracefully  bade  her 
adieu ;  and  as  he  murmured  his  parting 
words  to  Verona,  she  felt  a  chill  steal  over 
her  limbs,  as  if  his  language  had  come  to 
her  breathing  poison. 

"I  like  not  this  Venetian!"  she  mur- 
mured to  herself.  "  He  is  too  smooth — too 
crafty  in  his  language  and  manner:  too 
hollow,  I  fear  me,  for  friendship,  much  less 
for  love.  And  the  apprentice  is  in  Genoa  ! 
Yet  what  is  that  to  me? — Nothing!"  and 
taking  up  the  lute,  which  still  lay  where 
her  sister  had   before  placed  it,   she  ran 


256  THB  will;  or, 

her  fingers  over  it ;  but  the  sounds  were 
harsh,  timeless;  and  carelessly  laying  it 
down  again,  she  strove  to  enter  into  con- 
versation with  her  sister  and  the  Coant 
A  restraint    was,    however,   on   alL    Tbc 
Count  fell  back  into  silence.     A  wide  vista 
was  opening  up  before  him.     Sovereignty 
and    power  seemed    in,  his  grasp.      The 
vision  of  a  crown  might  be  no  longer  a 
dream,   since  a  few  months   could  make 
it  a  reality. 

While  the  chief  inmates  of  Flesco's  gor- 
geous palace  were  thus  silent  after  the 
events  of  the  evening,  the  Venetian,  who 
had  summoned  his  attendants,  rapidly 
passed  through  the  streets,  between  his 
own  dwelling  and  the  Count's.  A  thousand 
things  occupied  his  thoughts  during  that 
walk ;  and  many  a  scheme  did  he  plan 
to  relieve  him  from  the  chief  difficulties 
that  surrounded  his  path,  and  lead  him 
to  success  in  the  adventures  which  he  was 
about  to  enter  upon.  Quick  and  decided, 
his  orders    were  promptly  given  for  the 
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preparations  for  his  instant  departure,  and 
not  many  minutes  had  elapsed,  since  he 
had  tendered  his  services,  until  the  noise 
of  his  horse's  hoofs  could  he  heard,  as 
attended  by  one  servant,  he  galloped 
through  the  streets  of  Grenoa  in  pursuit 
of  the  Cardinal's  envoy,  Signor  Fode- 
rato. 
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CHAPTER  XVni. 

That  night  no  sleep  visited  the  Count 
of  Lavagna.  Restless,  his  thoughts  wan- 
dered from  one  extreme  to  another;  and 
when  in  the  early  morning  he  left  his 
couch,  bis  appearance  was  proof  of  the 
uneasiness  of  his  mind.  In  a  moment 
of  extreme  excitement,  exasperated  hy  the 
haughty  insolence  of  Doria,  inflamed  by  the 
bold,  ambitious  thoughts  which  had  since 
entered  his  mind — he  consented  to  the 
conditions  of  the  Cardinal,  but  had  hanlly 
consented,  ere  be  wished  to  revoke  what  he 
had  done.  The  Venetian's  ready  zeal  gave 
him  hope  that  his  signature  would  be  t^ 
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turned,  yet  he  still  vacillated  as  to  the 
course  which  he  should  next  pursue.     His 
mind  wavered  for  a  time,  confused  by  the 
number  of  objects  before  it ;    but  when 
he  determined  upon  the  ground  which  he 
should  adopt,  he  was  of  those  who  know 
not   the  word,   failure,  and    who    mostly 
succeed,  because  they  have  so  determined. 
In  this  emergency,   he  resolved  to  call 
to  his  councils  two  firm  friends  and  zealous 
servants  of  his  house,  Vincent  Calcagno,  of 
Varesa,  and   Raphael    Sacco,  who    acted 
as  judge  on  his  hereditary  estate.    With 
these  it  was  his  intention  to  include  Ver- 
rina,  to  whom  he  had  made  some  previous 
disclosures  that  placed  him  in  his  power, 
and  aware  that  half  confidence  is  often 
dangerous,  he  resolved  to  make  him  the 
third  of  his  council.     In  addition,  he  be- 
lieved that  the  Venetian,  now  for  years 
resident  in  Genoa,  and  much  liked  by  that 
part  of  the  nobility,  whom  no  insult  could 
disgust,  no  haughtiness  rouse  to  pride,— the 
.humble servants  of  theDorias, — would  divert 
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suspicion,  and  be  a  bond  of  amity  between 
the  several  adherents  of  the  two  partiea 

Acting  under  these  impressions,  he  dis- 
missed messengers  for  Calcagno  and  Saoco, 
requiring  both  to  be  at  his  palace  at  noon, 
where  he  would  consult  them  on  businesfi 
of  great  moment.  The  hour  was  amdousif 
expected  by  Fiesco,  who  was  annoyed  witk 
fears  lest  the  Venetian  might  not  overtake 
FoderatOy  or  the  latter  refuse  to  surreadcr 
the  document.  He  had  given  VerriBi 
no  letter,  no  sign  by  which  he  mi^t 
be  known  as  his  messenger ;  but  on  reflec- 
tion he  thought  that  the  very  fact  of  lus 
kno¥ring  the  business  would  be  suffideot 
proof  of  his  instructions.  A  few  minntei 
before  the  appointed  time,  Calcagno  and 
Sacco  were  introduced  to  his  presence,  asd 
as  the  first  stroke  of  a  clock  tolling  ooos 
was  heard,  the  sounds  of  a  horse's  fai, 
entering  the  court  of  the  palace  woe 
audible  where  the  three  sat.  Fiesco,  wfaeo- 
ever  the  sounds  reached  his  ear,  started 
to  his  feet,  and  loudly  rung  the  silver  hflsd- 
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bell  that  lay  on  the  table ;  but  he  had 
scarcely  done  so,  when  the  door  was 
opened,  and  the  Venetian,  wearied  and 
travel-stained,  entered. 

•*  My  Verrina !"  exclaimed  Fiesco  on 
seeing  him,  and  rushing  forward  as  he 
spoke ;  **  thou  art  returned.  Hast  seen 
himr 

"  Yes.'* 

"  Not  another  word  now.  Ho !  without 
there.  Bring  wine  and  refreshments ;''  and 
when  the  servants  had  done  his  bidding, 
he  closed  the  door  and  locked  it,  while  the 
Venetian  took  a  cup  of  wine.  "Now, 
Signer,  thou  may'st  speak.  These  gentle- 
men are  friends  of  my  house,  in  whom  I 
have  confidence.  Has  thine  errand  been 
bootless  ?'* 

"There,  my  Lord,"  said  Verrina,  placing 
before  him  a  soiled  and  crumpled  piece  of 
paper,  "  is  your  sign  manual ;  the  Signer 
Foderato  bears  the  document,  though  now 
useless.'' 

"  I  can  hardly  understand  you,"  replied 
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the  Count  after  a  long  pause  spent  io 
anxious  examination  of  the  signature.  ''  Has 
the  knave  shown  disrespect,  or  what  ?" 

''  He  tore  it  oflf,  and  added,  that  bravery 
knew  its  own  mind.  It  was  not  changed  by 
every  wind  of  opinion/' 

''  By  the  saints !"  exclaimed  the  Count 
impetuously,   ''  he  will  find   that   in  this 
matter  we  change  but  once — change  when 
we   strike   for  ourselves  and    not   for  his 
masters.     Our  resolve  is  taken,  that  if  «e 
move  at  all,  '  Oenova  la  Superba*  shall  be 
free,  not  an  appanage  of  France.    Signers/' 
he  continued,   seating  himself,    *^  for  two 
of  you  I  have  sent  as  friends  of  my  house- 
men on  whom  I  trust,  not  to  advise  its 
head  otherwise  than  for  his  own  advantage, 
when  he  seeks  your  opinion  on  what  oot 
only  seems,  but  is,  a  hazardous  enterprize. 
On  you,  Vincent  Calcagno,  I  look  as  on  a 
second  father.     Your  age  promises  expe- 
rience— your  character  honesty.     Raphael 
Sacco  has  had  for  years  my  confidence,  which 
no  abuse  has  occurred   to  incline   me  to 
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withdraw.  The  Signor  Verrina  is  known 
to  you  both  as  a  cherished  friend.  I  need 
not  state  to  men  of  your  understanding  the 
condition  of  the  Republic.  Your  eyes 
behold  its  slavery ;  your  hearts  mourn  for 
it ;  your  councils  and  acts  must  soon 
remove  it.'* 

Calcagno  and  Sacco  looked  at  each  other, 
as  if  they  comprehended  the  speaker,  but 
would  close  their  convictions  against  the 
import  of  his  words.  Verrina  remained 
with  his  eyes  bent  towards  the  bottom  of 
the  silver  drinking-cup,  and  the  Count  con- 
tinued : — 

*'  As  for  myself,  I  am  embarked  in  this 
undertaking.  Come  life,  come  death!  I 
will  no  longer  submit  to  the  insolence  and 
pride  of  Giannetino  Doria.  He  has  bearded 
us  too  long  as  it  is ;  and  if  no  other  hand 
in  Grenoa  be  raised  against  him,  mine  shall. 
I  seek  your  opinion,  Signor  Calcagno,  on 
this  crisis.  Speak  freely.  Your  years 
entitle  you  to  my  respectful  attention." 

Minutely  and  calmly  did  Vincent  Cal- 
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cagno  enter  into  the  subject  thus  forcibly 
presented  to  his  contemplation  ;  and  if  the 
weight  of  years  had  depressed  his  spirit, 
and  the  snow  of  age  cooled  his  blood,  time 
had  produced  experience.     He  saw  at  once 
the  dangers  that  beset   the   Count.    The 
pride  and  heat  of  youth,  inflamed  by  the 
conduct  of  Doria,  would  inevitably  hurry 
him  into  some  dark  scheme,  if  reason  and 
prudence  of  friends   could  not  save  him. 
He  dwelt  upon  the  Count's  youth  ;  the  in- 
adequacy of  his  means  to  make  rebellion 
successful ;  the  necessity  of  trusting  many 
with  his  plans ;  and  the  almost  certainty  of 
a  betrayal  of  his  secrets.    Then  he  alluded 
to  the  incapacity  of  France  to  assist  him,  and 
the  little  reliance  that  could  be  placed  on 
the  Genoese.     The  great  majority  of  the 
nobility  were  adherents  of  the  Dorias,  from 
the  naval  employments  which  that  family 
had  the  power  of  conferring  upon  them; 
the  people  were  too  mean  to  be  depended 
upon ;  and  the  Count's  personal  resources 
not  equal  to  such  a  gigantic  undertaking. 
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He  concluded  by  conjuring  him  to  renounce 
all  ideas  of  the  nature  he  had  mentioned, 
but  to  trust  to  time  and  Providence  for  a 
a  deliverance  from  grievances  of  which  he 
complained.  *'  Do  not  expose/'  he  said, 
"  the  honour  and  glory  of  your  name— the 
dearest  heritage  of  a  true  noble — to  the 
danger  of  criminal  revolt.  Guard  your 
possessions ;  do  not  peril  them  by  opposing 
an  authority  you  cannot  successfully  resist ; 
aad  remember,  that  by  persevering  in  the 
course  you  would  now  adopt,  you  make 
Giannetino  Doria  a  public  avenger,  not  a 
private  foe ;  and  that  you  seek  to  raise  on 
your  own  ruin  monuments  to  his  grandeur 
and  glory.  Be  warned,  my  Lord !  be  ad- 
vised in  time !  If  you  cannot  live  in  the 
State,  leave  it.  Conspiracy  or  revolt  will 
not  better  your  condition.**    . 

Fiesco  could  not  conceal  from  himself  the 
impression  these  remarks  were  making  upon 
his  mind.  He  would  have  spoken,  but  the 
Venetian — ^he  saw  their  effect — set  himself 
to  remove  it.     With  readiness  and  tact,  be 

VOL.    I.  N 
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drew  a  picture  of  the  condition  of  the  Ge- 
noese Republic,  where  all  the  nobles,  with 
but  a  solitary  exception,  were  engaged  bj 
interest  or  fear  in  supporting  the  slaveiy 
imposed  on  them  by  the  Dorias  ;  and  that 
exception  was  the  Count  Ilesco.  He  stimu- 
lated his  pride,  alarmed  him  on  account  of 
his  personal  safety,  appealed  to  his  ambi* 
tion,  and  by  the  power  of  a  bold,  ready  elo- 
quence, that  penetrated  the  iniagination« 
and  did  not  fright  the  judgment  by  ti» 
exhibition  of  earnestness  in  tone  and  ges- 
ture, and  by  directing  his  discourse  in  the 
channel  most  likely  to  please  the  Connt,  be 
gradually  effaced  the  impression  the  other 
had  made.  He  drew  a  picture  of  Gianne- 
tino  Doria  annihilating  the  Senate,  and 
ascending  a  throne ;  contrasted  his  merits 
for  such  an  elevation  with  those  of  Fiesoo ; 
then  passionately  appealed  to  the  CSount  if 
he  would  tolerate  such  an  indignity. 

''  No,  no !"  exclaimed  Fiesdo  vehementlyv 
''  death  !  every  misfortune  is  preferable  to 
such  a  disgrace !" 
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'*  Then  in  the  name  of  the  saints,  my 
Lord,  strike  for  Genoa!  A  crown  waits 
your  boldness !  Be  a  sovereign  or  a  slave ! 
Signor  Sacco,  your  opinion  ?" 

Raphael  Sacco,  the  third  adviser,  was  dif- 
ferent from  the  other  two.  He  saw  at  once 
the  inclinations  of  the  Count  were  in  accord- 
ance with  the  bold  principles  of  the  Vene- 
tian ;  and  at  the  same  time,  judging  the 
action  to  be  most  hazardous,  he  neither 
approved  nor  condemned  it,  but  referred 
himself  solely  to  Fiesco's  will,  ready  to 
follow  his  fortunes.  If  the  scheme  of  a 
revolt  were  absolutely  determined  upon, 
then  he  advised  them  to  seek  for  aid  from 
France. 

"  Your  pardon,"  said  Verrina,  *'but  in 
this  matter  we  must  stand  or  fall  by  our 
resources.  With  Genoa  in  our  hands  we 
care  not  for  the  power  of  the  empire ;  and 
princes  are  like  rats,  they  desert  a  falling 
house  to  enter  a  thriving  one.  The  Empe- 
rcNT  cannot  a£ford  to  lose  Genoa;  and  let 
my  Lord  Fiesco's  power  overtop  tl^t  of 
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Andrew  Doria,  aad  the  last  will  be  forgotten 
in  a  month,  the  former  remembered  aDd 
caressed.  The  force  in  Grenoa  is  small, 
some  two  or  three  hundred  soldiers ;  the 
Doria  galleys  are  disarmed,  and  we  need  no 
foreign  aid  to  succeed  against  these.  Let 
us  not  forget,  that  allies  too  often  become 
masters." 

''  fie  it  so,"  said  Fiesco,  after  an  anxious 
pause,  during  which  the  others  had  not 
offered  to  speak ;  ''  be  it  so,  Signers,  cor 
course  is  decided.  We  strike  for  Genoa. 
You  may  join  us  if  you  will ;  if  not,  yoa 
will  pledge  yourselves  to  secrecy.  Whal 
say  you,  Signer  Verrina  ?  You  advise  me 
to  this  undertaking  ?" 

**  And  throw  my  own  life  into  the  risk," 
replied  the  Venetian  with  earnestness. 

"  And  thou,  Vincent  Calcagno  ?  Thou 
art  up  in  years  !  Peril  not  life.  I  ask  bat 
secrecy." 

"  I  have  lived  too  long  upon  the  bounty 
of  your  house,  my  Lord,  to  desert  it  when 
it  claims  services  that  incur  risk.'' 
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"  Signor  Sacco,  the  law  cannot  lose  its 
interpreter;  assist  us  by  thy  advice,  but 
leave  action  to  others." 

"  I  shall  advise,"  said  the  lawyer,  *'  until 
there  be  need  for  action.  Then  the  toga 
must  yield  to  the  sword." 

**  Let  this  cup  of  wine  then  be  our  bond 
of  union — this  dagger  our  Bible  !"  and  the 
Count  filled  a  small  silver  tankard  with 
wine,  and  drawing  from  its  sheath,  that 
hung  suspended  from  his  girdle,  a  small 
beautifully-formed  dagger,  evidently  of 
Eastern  origin,  he  tasted  the  wine  first, 
then  handed  it  to  the  others,  who  likewise 
tasted  it,  and  raising  the  dagger  to  his  Ups, 
he  pressed  them  to  its  bright  blade. 
"By  these  I  swear,  that  no  promise  of 
reward — no  fear  of  torture  shall  compel 
me  to  disclose  the  secrets  of  this 
meeting." 

"  And  I  most  solemnly,"  said  the  Vene- 
tian, also  kissing  the  steel,  **  do  take  the 
same  oath.    May  punishment  here  and  in 
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the  world  beyond  us  visit  me,  if  I  vio- 
late it!" 

"  Amenl  Thy  prayer,  Signer,  is 
mine/'  said  Vincent  Calcagno,  taking  the 
dagger. 

''  And  mine  I"  added  Sacco,  also  ki» 
ing  it. 

*'  We  are  a  small  beginning  for  a  grett 
enterprise/'  observed  Fiesco,  sbeathiog 
the  weapon,  ^'  yet  the  small  and  insignifi- 
cant cloud  that  lowers  upon  the  horizooi 
and  foretells  the  coming  storm,  is  hardly 
discernible;  but  when  the  tempest  has  passed, 
men  remark  it,  and  remarking  wonder  tt 
its  results.  So  with  us.  If  we  suc- 
ceed, men  shall  stand  astonished  when 
they  learn  how  feebly  we  began  so 
great  a  work.  Signers,  you  dine  with 
me." 

'^  I  must  first  to  my  own  domicile,  and 
change  these  soiled  garments/*  said  the 
Venetian,  rising.  '^  Signers  I  I  shall  not 
long  trespass  upon  your   patience,''  and 
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bowing,  he  was  accompanied  to  the  door 
by  the  Count,  who  unlocked  it,  and  mount- 
ing his  horse,  he  rode  slowly  through  the 
streets  to  his  own  dwelling.  One  feeling 
filled  his  mind — ^it  was  that  of  anticipated 
triumph.  Such  a  connection  as  that  now 
formed  with  Fiasco  placed  him  on  an 
equality  with  the  Count.  Verona  was  a 
bright  reward.  Would  not  success  obtain 
her? 

The  approach  of  a  horseman  caused  him 
to  look  up,  and  he  met  the  dark,  suspicious 
glance  of  Lomellino  fixed  upon  him,  and 
scanning  his  appearance  as  if  he  would 
penetrate  the  occasion  of  his  soiled  dress 
and  wearied  steed, 

"Good  day.  Signer!  Thou  hast  been 
early  astir,''  said  Lomellino. 

'^Not  so  early.  It  is  now  two  hours 
after  noon,"  replied  Verrina,  carelessly,  and 
spurring  past.  "  Good  day  !'*  The  other 
rode  on.  "To  remove  thee  will  be  my 
care,"  he  added  to  himself,  as  they 
parted. 
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•'This  Venetian  1"  muttered  Lfomellino, 
*'  becomes  hourly  more  mysterious.  I 
would  give  twenty  crowns — ^no,  not  twenty, 
but  I  would  give  five,  to  know  where  he  has 
been.  Time  is  rapidly  passing,  and  yet  mj 
secret  has  produced  no  gold.  I  will 
to  the  *  White  Cross,' "  and  spurring  his 
horse,  he  proceeded  to  that  respected 
hostelry. 

Fiasco  schemed  for  ambition,  and  risked 
his  life  and  fortunes  for  a  crown.  The 
Venetian  had  private  reasons,  not  avowed, 
for  joining  him ;  and,  in  addition,  the 
beautiful  Verona  was  a  temptation  he 
could  not  resist.  With  success  he  aspired 
to  her  as  a  reward  for  his  services.  Bat 
Vincent  LomeUino,  not  allured  by  the  bold 
designs  the  Count  dared  to  plan,  for 
avarice  and  ambition  are  not  kindred 
passions,  and  not  aware  that  a  few  minutes 
had  but  elapsed  since  a  revolt  had  beea 
discussed  and  arranged,  had  more  sordid 
views  in  store.  The  progress  of  time  had 
blunted   his  remembrance    of   Castrucd's 
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warning,  and  now  he  pondered  how  he 
should  best  wring  gold  from  the  Venetian, 
who  was  reputed  wealthy,  for  the  mainte- 
nance of  a  secret.  He  pulled  up  his  horse 
at  the  'White  Cross/  and  asked  for 
Philip  Calva. 


ii3 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

The  day  was  considerably  advanced 
when  Philip  rose  on  the  morning  after  the 
fray  in  the  streets.  He  had  been  fatigued 
with  his  long  ride  of  the  previous  day,  and 
had  slept  more  soundly  than  was  his  usual 
custom.  When  he  did  at  length  rise,  he 
could  hardly  believe  himself  in  Genoa,  for 
when  last  in  it  he  had  been  another's  ser- 
vant :  now,  he  was  his  own  master.  The 
past — the  long  past,  that  preceded  his 
leaving  the  city  for  the  French  service, 
recurred  vividly  to  his  mind ;  and  when  he 
contrasted  his  days  of  merry  and  easy 
toil  in  the  service  of  old  Antony  Calva, 
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with  those  that  he  had  spent  since,  he 
looked  upon  them  with  a  sigh,  for  he  was 
assuredly  happier  then  than  now.  He  had 
acquired  character — had  gained  the  com- 
panionship of  high  names,  yet  at  that 
moment  he  envied  the  contented  lot  of  his 
old  friend,  Jerome  Varras. 

The  adventure  of  the  night  before  was 
the  next  point  to  which  he  directed  his 
attention,  and  it  was  one  that  baffled  his 
comprehension.  Castrucci's  warnings,  his 
own  friendless  situation,  and  Jerome's 
remark  as  to  his  resemblance  to  the  Vene- 
tian, presented  themselves  before  him,  and 
confused  him  while  he  thought.  Inquiries 
as  to  his  own  origin  he  had  never  made, 
taking  old  Antony  Calva's  tale  as  true, 
when  he  told  him,  on  the  authority  of  his 
wild  nephew,  that  he  was  the  son  of  that 
nephew's  sister,  who  most  strangely  had 
borne  his  own  name  ;  and  thus  he  received 
the  draper's  appellation  without  any  suspi- 
cion as  to  its  more  than  questionable  use. 
The  old  man  had  been   kind.      His    life 
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with  him  was  calm  and  unvarying,  for 
no  external  cause  had  as  yet  brought 
into  play  the  hidden  traits  of  his  cha- 
racter. 

He  dressed  himself,  and  descended  to 
the  same  room  which  he  had  entered  the 
previous  night,  and  ordering  some  viands 
with  which  to  break  his  fast,  he  sat  dowo, 
the  only  occupant  of  the  place.  Having 
finished  his  solitary  meal,  he  was  rising, 
and  thinking  of  waiting  upon  the  Count 
Fiesco,  when  he  was  informed  that  a  horse- 
man at  the  door  wished  to  see  him. 
Obeying  the  message,  he  found  the  Sigoor 
LomeUino  waiting  his  arrrival. 

**By  the  Virgin,  Master  Calva!*'  said 
LomelHno,  in  a  gay  tone ;  "  Vux  rejoiced  to 
see  thee  sound  in  health,  and  whole  in 
bone.  That  Venetian,  the  Signer  Verrina, 
had  well  nigh  spitted  thee  !  His  Toledo 
would  have  trussed  thee  up  like  a  dressed 
rabbit !'' 

*'  I  am  indebted  to  you  for  my  rescue,  I 
think/*  replied    Philip,    *'  and    you    most 
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accept  my  thanks.  Poor  soldiers  have 
seldom  much  other  reward  1" 

•'  Pooh  !  Never  name  it.  Here,  knaves, 
some  of  you  take  this  bridle,  and  walk  my 
gelding  for  a  while  through  the  court-yard/* 
and  he  threw  his  rein  to  the  first  that 
offered,  and  dismounted.  '*  Come,  Master 
Calva,"  he  continued,  taking  Philip's  arm ; 
"  we  will  try  the  vintage  of  the  *  White 
Cross,'  since  it  is  much  boasted  of  in 
Genoa." 

**  I — "  said  Philip,  hesitatingly. 

''  Tut !  tut  1"  exclaimed  Lomellino  !  ''  I'll 
take  no  denial,"  and  he  entered  the  room 
which  Philip  had  just  quitted.  "  Here,  my 
pretty  damsel,  let  us  have  a  flask  of  your 
best  Canary,  and  drinking  cups  for  two ;" 
and  as  the  maiden  went  out  to  execute  this 
commission,  he  turned  again  to  his  compa- 
nion, **  Only — 'sdeath,  such  a  likeness  1" 
and  he  gazed  at  Philip  in  a  strange,  earnest 
manner.  "  Humph  !  only  this  Venetian  is 
a  man  of  honour  and  note,  and  could  have 
no  object  to   gain   in   trying  to   make  a 
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target  out  of  your  body,  my  master,  I 
could  have  almost  sworn  that  he  made  that 
pass  when  thou  wert  between  him  and 
Larcero  with  the  wish  to  leave  his  mark  od 
thee.  He  could  have  no  object  for  such 
an  act?— Try  the  Canary. — Could  he?" 

"  None/'  answered  Philip,  "  of  whidi  I 
am  aware.'* 

''  Humph !  Look  there,  thou  elbowest 
the  flask  again.  Here's  to  the  prettieit 
damsel  in  Genoa!  Fill,  my  master!  ffll 
up  to  the  brim  with  the  liquor  I  This  is  a 
toast  that  should  never  be  drunk  with  half 
measures.  Here's  to — ^name  her.  Master 
Calva  1" 

A  name  rose  to  Philip's  lips.  It  was  oo 
the  point  of  escaping,  but  with  moit 
prudence  than  in  such  a  matter  he  be- 
lieved he  possessed,  he  restrained  his  in- 
clination. 

'*  I  pledge  thee,  Signer,  Uttle  Lucia,  the 
only  daughter  of  old  Gilbert  Maraodi,  the 
wealthy  tanner." 

*^  Pshaw  !"   exclaimed  Lomellino,  inter* 
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rapting  him,  and  drinking  a  full  measure 
before  he  proceeded  farther.  "  I  thought 
the  bold  hawk  flew  at  the  noblest  game.  A 
tanner's  brat  1  Tut !  Thou  art  a  youth  of 
mtfal,  hast  seen  service,  art  well-looking, 
and  might  in  truth  game  higher  than  for 
the  stake  of  a  tanner's  bone.  Faugh  1  I 
smell  bark  as  it  is." 

*'  Nay !  She  is  an  honest  maiden,  and 
a  gentle,"  said  Philip,  hesitatingly. 

*'No  doubt,  no  doubt,  my  young  friend ! 
She'll  make  a  thrifty  dame  for  some  leather 
jerkin;  but  for  a  soldier,  a  wearer  of 
golden  spurs  in  prospective,  pooh ! 
Signor,  he  must  fly  higher,  or  not  fly  at  all. 
I  think  you  once  did  the  Lady  Verona 
Cibo  a  service,  for  which  the  Count  of 
Lavagna  attempted  to  reward  you  by  exert- 
ing his  interest  on  your  behalf  in  the  army 
of  the  French  King?"  and  LomelUno 
looked  inquringly  in  his  auditor's  face. 

"It  was  my  fortune,"  replied  Philip, 
with  an  ardour  of  manner,  and  a  warmth 
of  tone  which  did  not  escape  his  wily  com- 
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panion,  ^'  to  be  of  use  to  that  beautiful  lady 
in  a  moment  of  peril,  when  her  life  was 
endangered." 

''I  know  it  all.  She  thanked  yon  in 
terms  that  woke  jealousy  in  Annibal  Balli 
By  the  saints  !  £  had  well  nigh  forgotten ; 
since  that  she  has  rejected  his  suit,  and 
some  whispered  that  the  boldness  of  the 
apprentice  had  cheated  an  interest  which  the 
noble  could  not  remove.  Signor,  thou'it 
a  lucky  youth !" 

''  Now  thou  jestest  I"  said  Philip,  striTiog 
to  conceal  the  pleasure  that  he  felt  on 
hearing  the  fact  of  the  Balbi's  dismissal, 
for  his  heart  was  hopeful,  and  none  ever 
prophesy  want  of  success  to  what  they  most 
desire. 

"Jestl**  repeated  Lomellino.  "Not  I! 
There,  thou  nursest  the  wine  again.  Jest, 
indeed !  Fill  thy  cup,  and  we'll  pledge  the 
beautiful  Verona !" 

"The  Lady  Verona  Cibo  claims  mj 
thanks  as  a  relative  of  my  Lord  Fiesoo," 
said  Philip,  calmly,  and  drinking  the  wine. 
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''  And  as  nought  else  ?  But  I  press  thee 
too  hard.  Darest  strike  at  a  noble  prize !" 
and  Lomellino  leaned  over  the  table,  and 
lowered  his  voice.  *^  The  lady  looks  upon 
thee  with  favour.  I  know  it,  for  her  eye 
shines  brighter,  her  cheeks  glow,  when 
men  mention  in  her  presence  the  reports 
of  the  gallantry  that  has  won  thee  rank 
and  fame  under  the  banners  of  France. 
Nay,  hear  me  out !"  for  Philip  was  about 
to  interrupt  him ;  ''  I  know  thine  objections. 
One  word  from  me,  and  thou  standest  her 
equal  in  rank,  in  fortune  her  superior.  One 
word,  and  thou  becomest  noble  !" 

''Speak  it,  then!"  exclaimed*  Philip, 
passionately.  **  Speak  it !"  and  he  clutched 
him  by  the  shoulder.  "  Remove  my  doubts, 
sUence  my  fears,  and  I  will  bless  thee — 
pray  for  thee — hazard  life  and  limb  for 
thee  I  Oh  I  Signor,  pity  me.  Give  me  the 
shield  of  an  honest  name,  and  the  saints 
will  reward  thee,  if  I  fail !" 

"  Be  calm!"  said  Lomellino,  quietly 
gazing  at  the  young  man's  agitated  counte- 
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nance.  *^  Be  calm.  I  say  bat  the  trotb 
when  I  assert,  that  one  word  of  mine  can 
make  thee  noble — can  raise  thee  to  i 
position  where  without  fear  thou  canst 
claim  the  Lady  Verona.  Yet  thou  art  beaet 
with  danger.     Beware !" 

"  Of  the  Venetian,  Signor  Venina!" 
said  PhiUp,  musingly.  ''  Such  was  the 
warning  of  Castrucci." 

''  Castrucci  1"  exclaimed  LomellinOi  tim- 
ing pale.  **  The  foul  fiend  seize  him  I  Be 
is  ever  interfering  with  honest  men's  pur- 
suits, though  in  this  instance  he  has  spokes 
truth.  Thou  mayest  thence  expect  danger. 
Be  prepared  to  meet  it  I" 

"  I  do  not  fear  it,  or  to  encounter  toy 
peril.  Speak  this  word,  Signor^  and  thou 
shalt  find  me  grateful — ^thy  servant— flf 
more  than  slave  I"  and  he  looked  eagerly 
upon  Lomellino's  countenance,  which 
seemed  calm  and  unmoved,  for  the  deep 
passions  that  agitated  the  young  soldier^! 
feelings  were  difierent  from  the  cold,  selfish 
thought  which  filled  the  mind  of  the  other. 
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"  Ohi  I  would  give  years  of  life — countless 
gold,  if  mine,  to  stand  forth  but  half  an 
€qual,  where  now  I  am  an  inferior  1  Signor, 
pity  me  1" 

"  Listen !''  said  LomeUino  quietly ;  and 
drawing  Philip  towards  him,  he  poured 
into  his  attentive  ear  the  details  of  some 
strange  narrative ;  for  frequently  be  started 
firom  the  other's  grasp,  glared  wildly,  nay, 
even  savagely,  on  his  face,  pressed  his 
liands  closely  together ;  and  as  ever  lured 
to  listen,  by  the  absorbing  interest  the  tale 
appeared  to  possess,  the  increasing  paledess 
of  his  features,  the  motion  of  his  lips,  the 
angry  glance  of  his  dark  eyes,  the  evident 
writhings  of  the  spirit  within  him,  all  testi- 
fied what  an  internal  conflict  the  coanmmi- 
cieition  to  which  he  listened  had  created. 
Lomellino  ceaMd ;  and  now  that  the  narra- 
tion had  been  terminated,  he  turned 
iaquiririgly  to  Philip. 

"  Mother !"  murmured  Philip,  pressing 
together  his  hands,  as  if  in  silent  prayer. 
*'  In  heaven  thou  surely  watchest  over  me ! 
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and  on  earth  I  may  not  forget  thee  !  Wbat 
through  this  man's  villany,  tbou  hast  suf- 
fered ?  Oh  1  if  at  any  future  time  I 
may  meet  him  face  to  face,  as  an  enemr, 
may  the  remembrance  of  thee  guide  and 
direct  me,  since  he  is  of  my  own  blood!" 
Then  pausing,  he  turned  to  Lomellino,  who 
sat  watching,  in  the  spirit  of  cool  calcnls- 
tion,  the  effect  of  his  relation.  "  Signor! 
thy  tale  has  somewhat  unmauned  me !  Bat, 
go  on.  Thou  hast  proofs  of  these  strange 
statements  ?" 

*'  Strong  and  convincing !"  replied  Lomel- 
lino. ''  But  there  is  a  living  proof,  that 
would  serve  our  purpose  better  than  twenty 
thousand  documents.  Giannetino  Doria 
possesses  that  treasure." 

''  How  say  est,  Signor?  The  Lord  Doria 
can  have  no  interest  in  me  I" 

"  None,"  replied  Lomellino  ;  "  not  a 
pin's  worth !  But  thou  forgettest  his  bold 
Squire,  Sebastian  Larcero.  A  proper  man, 
but  an  arrant  knave!  On  him  rests  the 
living  proof — and    on    him   alone  I      And 
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listen  to  me  for  another  minute,  and  thou 
shalt  learn  how  all  these  details  came  into 
my  hands.'' 

*'  Go  on !"  exclaimed  Philip,  eagerly. 
*'  My  desires  for  the  information  will 
outstrip  thy  wishes  to  communicate  it." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Lomellino,  "  some 
seven  years  past,  in  the  winter,  when  the 
Senate  appointed  me  to  the  command  of 
the  City  Companies,  and  ordered  that  a 
night  patrol  should  be  kept  on  duty,  I  was 
in  the  habit  of  visiting  the  stations  myself, 
as  I  did  so,  luckily  for  thee,  last  night. 
During  one  of  these  visits,  I  chanced  to 
pass  a  house,  where  a  stranger,  a  female, 
and  a  Florentine  by  birth,  was  dying !" 

"A  Florentine!"  remarked  Philip,  thought- 
fully. 

"  So  she  said,"  continued  Lomellino. 
*'  And  she  was  anxious  to  make  some  state- 
ment, whose  concealment  pressed  upon  her 
conscience,  known  to  the  authorities.  It 
was  made  to  me  and  another,  a  professor 
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of  medicine,  who  drew  out  in  writing  her 
words,  and  put  his  name  to  the  paper. 
That  document  contained  all  I  have  toU 
you.  The  first  part  was  the  relation  made 
to  her  by  Sebastian  Larcero,  the  rest  her 
own.  Of  your  claim  she  had  no  doubt; 
but  it  appears  that  Larcero  and  she  qov- 
relied,  and  you  were  early  removed  from 
her  care." 

''  There  is  something  like  a  dream," 
remarked  Philip,  *'  stealing  over  my  mind; 
for  I  have  a  faint  impression  of  the  years  of 
my  childhood  having  passed  beside  a  great 
city ;  and  the  remembrance  of  a  gentle  &oe 
watching  over  me,  still  haunts  my  reoot 
lection !" 

''  But,''  continued  Lomellino,  "  Ois 
Sebastian  Larcero  removed  thee  from  her 
care,  and  placed  thee  where  she  could  not 
teU." 

''  For  more  than  eight  years,"  saidPhilipi 
*'  1  lived  beyond  the  mountains,  and  was 
taught  to  believe  him  to  be  my  unde; 
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and  at  the  end  of  that  time,  he  placed 
me  as  an  apprentice  with  old  Master 
Calva." 

^*  By  her  statements  I  soon  identified 
thee.  She  had  come  to  Genoa  to  find  thee 
out,  and  make  known  what  I  now  tell 
thee ;  hut  death  prevented  her.  The  proofs 
thus  fell  into  my  hands,  where  they  now 
remain.  But  Sebastian  Larcero  is  the 
living  evidence." 

"  I  shall  pluck  the  secret  out  of  him, 
even  if  it  flow  with  his  life's  blood  !" 
said  Philip,  bitterly.  ''  There  I  am  free 
to  act ;  and  if  he  speak  not  for  me,  by 
the  Virgin  !  one  of  us  two  shall  remain  for 
ever  dumb !" 

"  Thy  valour  lacks  prudence,"  observed 
JLomellino.  ''  The  man  does  not  fear  steel ; 
and  threats  are  of  less  value  with  him  than 
promises.  No,  my  friend  ;  thy  plan  is  bad. 
Grold  may  buy  his  secret !  It  is  the  only 
metal  he  cares  for.  A  few  thousands  of 
crowns  would  loose  his  tongue." 
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''  Then/'  sighed  Philip,  "  I  am   power- 
less !" 

"  Pooh !  no.  Our  city  abounds  in 
usurers.  Thou  canst  borrow  I — ^give  se- 
curity. But,  I  had  forgotten;  bast  aught 
to  give  ?" 

"  My  honour  and  my  bond  !" 

"  And  both,  my  friend,  by  your  pe^ni^ 
sion  be  it  said,  would  not  raise  a  hundred 
crowns  in  all  Genoa.  Soldiers  of  fortune 
are  bad  security.  Thy  tale  unknown,  with 
me  alone  true,  you  would  be  deemed 
insane,  did  you  dare  to  mention  it  without 
proof.  The  usurers  are,  I  fear  me,  hop^ 
less." 

'*  I  am  driven  to  my  last  resource!" 
exclaimed  Philip.  ''I'll  to  this  fiend! 
charge  him  with  the  crime-*-dare  him  to 
trial !" 

''  Thou  art  mad !"  said  Lomellino, 
shortly,  ''  and  talkest  folly.  I  alone  hold 
a  clear  proof.  Give  me  power  to  treat 
with  this  man,  since  my  knowledge  of  the 
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past  must  have  some  weight  with  him ;  my 
gold,  some  inflaence.  In  expectation  of 
this,  I  have  prepared  a  document  for  you 
to  sign.  You  can  see,  it  empowers  me  to 
act  in  your  name,  and  charges  a  simple 
interest  for  what  money  I  may  advance 
on  your  hehalf.  If  we  succeed,  and  nought 
but  death  can  prevent  us,  you  pay  me, 
according  to  the  words  of  this  agreement, 
within  the  following  year.  And  if  we  fail, 
the  loss  is  mine  alone.  Can  you  agree  to 
thisr 

"  Yes  1"  said  Philip  eagerly. 

"  Ho,  without  there  1"  called  Lomellino. 
^*  Here,  mistress,  bring  us  materials  for 
writing,"  and  when  he  received  them,  he 
placed  before  Philip  the  document  of  which 
he  spoke.  The  latter  signed  it  without 
once  reading  it.  The  man's  readiness  to 
assist  him — his  proflFer  of  gold — the  tide  he 
had  related — his  own  youthful  hopes — the 
picture  of  the  beautiful  Verona  now  within 
the  range  of  attainment — ^position,  wealth, 
and  power — these  combined  circumstances 
VOL.  I.  o 
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presented  to  bis  view  a  chain  of  objects  too 
dazzling  for  steady  contemplation,  too  ex* 
tensive  for  hurried  reflection.  "  It  is  well/' 
continued  Loroellino,  taking  up  t^e  paper, 
''  and  we  will  conclude  this  interview  with 
a  few  words  of  advice.  Thou  art  new  to  the 
society  of  Genoa,  in  which  this  man  moves, 
and  remember  that  a  word  might  destroy 
our  plans.  Be  secret.  Thou  as  yet  art  bat 
the  humble  youth  of  the  morning  without 
further  knowledge  of  thy  true  position; 
without  hope,  save  that  of  gaining  a  soldier's 
fame.  Be  prudent — ^wary ;  and  above  all 
show  neither  dread  nor  fear  of  this  man. 
He  has  the  eye  of  a  lynx  and  the  cunning  of 
a  serpent,  a  ready  hand  and  an  unscruputous 
heart." 

''I  shall  attend  to  your  advice/'  said 
Philip. 

''  Then — "  replied  Lomqllino,  folding  the 
paper,  and  concealing  it  in  his  doublet 
''  But,  'sdeath,  man !  thou  hast  not  tasted  the 
Canary  this  last  hour  ?  Drink  1  TwiQ 
steady  thy  hand  and  nerve  thee.     TheOi" 
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he  repeated  as  Philip  tasted  the  wine,  *'  we 
most  succeed.  Thoa  goest  to  the  Count 
Fiesco's  palace,  I  to  try  the  honesty  of  this 
pretended  uncle." 

Philip,  when  LomeUino  had  departed, 
returned  to  his  chamber.  The  communi- 
cations of  the  morning  had  made  a  great 
change  in  both  his  mind  and  person.  He 
was  convinced  that  there  was  truth  in 
tiie  narrative  to  which  he  had  listened, 
from  Lomellino's  interest  in  his  behalf, 
and  his  ready  proffer  of  money  and  ser- 
vices. Lomellino's  character  was  known 
to.him.  His  avarice,  his  desire  for  gain, 
these  traits  were  no  secret,  but  then  he 
remembered  that  if  in  his  case  he  gained 
much,  he  would  also  hazard  much.  With 
peculiar  care  he  prepared  himself  to  wait 
upon  the  Count,  to  whom  he  was  also  the 
bearer  of  letters  from  some  French  friends ; 
and  if  vain,  he  had  sufficient  cause  for  the 
display  of  that  quality  in  his  own  personal 
appearance.  The  mistress  of  the  '  White 
Cross,'  a  buxom  widow,  on  the  wrong  side 

o  2 
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of  thirty,  gazed  on  him  in  open  admiratioD; 
and  as  he  left  the  hostelry  to  proceed  to  the 
Count's  palace,  she  stood  for  some  time 
looking  after  his  retreating  figure,  and  made 
some  very  particular  inquiries  vfho  the  nobk 
gentleman  was. 

In  the  streets  his  mind  was  too  jfuUof 
the  various  topics  of  the  morning  to  notice 
much  the  people ;  and  when  he  stopped  it 
the  gate  of  the  Count  Fiesco's  palace,  k 
hardly  observed  the  presence  of  another 
person  who  had  arrived  at  it  before  him. 
The  latter  turned,  and  Philip's  eyes  rested 
upon  the  dark  features  of  the  Venetian. 

Fate,  fortune,  or  however  the  power  that 
seems  to  preside  over  some  men's  destinies 
may  be  designated,  appeared  to  the  Signor 
Lomellino  on  that  morning  to  have  taken 
him  into  its  safe  keeping.  It  smiled  suc- 
cess upon  his  acts,  and  in  all  the  gaiety  of 
golden  hope,  he  sat  his  horse  as  if  only 
twenty  summers,  not  fifty,  had  passed  over 
his  head. 

There  was  before  him  a  clear  prospect  of 
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gain,  for  if  he  succeeded  with  Philip  as  he 
expected,  he  could  coin  gold  out  of  that 
speculation.  First  it  was  his  intention  to 
bargain  with  Verrina,  then  in  turn  to  sell 
him.  It  was  a  rare  venturci  most  profitable 
merchandize;  and  he  nourished  the  idea, 
until  the  atones  beneath  his  horse's  feet  ap- 
peared to  change  into  gold.  The  air  of  a 
joyful  song,  learned  in  early  youth,  came  to 
his  recdlection,  and  he  began  to  hum  it, 
then  checked  himself ;  and  as  his  prospects 
became  in  every  train  of  thought  still 
brighter,  he  again  continued  to  hum,  and 
in  this  pleasing  mood  he  entered  his  palace. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

After  the  first  determined  move  i 
conBpiracy,  whose  result  was  to  decic 
continuance  of  the  Doria  power  in  G 
had  thus  been  taken,  the  Count  Fiesc 
retired  to  his  cabinet,  while  his  two  adi 
Calcagno  and  Sacco,  went  to  pay  the 
spects  to  his  wife  and  her  sister. 

Fiesco  waited  for  a  considerable  peri 
silent  communion  with  himself,  medii 
upon  the  best  method  to  lull  Buspicioi 
at  the  same  time  to  advance  the  intere 
the  objects  in  view.  Amongst  al 
plans  that  appeared  to  him  most  calci 
to  secure  these  two  necessary   and  m 
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tageoas  results,  one  seemed  to  obtain  his 
entire  approbation. 

**  The  rose  I"  he  muttered  to  himself,  and 
lifting  up  his  head,  which  had  previously 
leaned  on  his  hand,  ''the  rose  contains 
under  the  cover  of  its  velvet  leaves  sharp 
and  stinging  thorns,  yet  we  admire  the 
flower,  and  hardly  ever  dream  of  its  danger- 
am  aittributes.  So  with  us.  Under  the 
rose  of  pleasure  we  will  conceal  the 
dakigeiB  of  our  designs.  Immersed  in 
seemingly  sensual  and  frivolous  gratifica- 
tions, no  man  will  dream  that  we  are  plot- 
ting the  downfal  of  the  Doria  power  and 
tyranny.  None!  Pleasure  be  our  motto 
then,  the  rose  our  tjrpe !"  and  rising  he  pro- 
ceeded to  another  chamber  to  change  his 
dress. 

Even  at  this  period  of  the  Count  of  La- 
▼agna's  history,  his  reputation  for  generous 
and  magnificent  hospitality  was  broadly 
circulated  through  the  territory  of  Genoa, 
and  daily  his  table  was  open  to  the  higher 
dasseSi  whilst  the  poor  participated  of  his 
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bounty  with  the  menials  of  his  ho1l8^ 
hold.  When  the  Signers  Sacco  and  Cat 
cagno  had  entered  the  apartnient  of  the 
Ladies  Leonora  and  Verona,they  found  there 
Guino  Spinola  gay  and  careless  as  usual, 
and  Annibal  Balbi  pale  and  melancholy. 

'^  I  would  not  offend/'  whispered  Balbi 
in  a  low,  sorrowful  tone  to  the  beautifol 
Verona,  while  Guino  Spinola,  who  saw 
and  pitied,  by  some  lively  remark,  drew 
aside  Fiesco's  wife  and  her  other  guests. 
''  I  would  not  offend,  but  dearest  Verona, 
do  not  completely  destroy  all  hope.  Trj 
me  !    Let  me  live  on  expectation  V' 

''Signer,"  answered  Verona  calmlr, 
'*  thou  hast  my  friendship — my  esteem. 
Thou  becamest  a  friend  too  early  now  to 
change  into  a  lover.  The  last,  thou  knowest, 
Annibal,"  she  added  mournfully,  sighing  as 
she  spoke,  '' is  but  the  embodiment  of  a 
frivolous  passion ;  the  former  of  a  nobk 
affection." 

**Yes!"  said  the  other  bitterly,  "and 
yet  the  one  is  esteemed  where  the  other  is 
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worse  than  valueless:   nay,  more — where 
it  is  odbnsive." 

••  Not  so  I"  replied  Verona,  quickly,  **  not 
isk  thy  person;  for  though  I  should  not 
say  it, — ^Annibal,  we  have  been  long  friends 
*— never  enemies ;  if  L  were  to  choose 
among  the  nobles  of  Genoa,  thou  would'st 
have  the  preference  over  all.  Be  satis- 
fied." 

"  Yet,  Verona,  thou  wilt  love — ^perhaps, 
thou  lovest  now  ?"  he  paused,  for  his  fair 
hearer  bent  down  her  head,  he  could  see 
her  hand  tremble,  when  the  door  of  the 
apartment  opened,  and  the  Venetian,  fol- 
lowed by  Philip,  entered ;  but  still  she  had 
not  changed  her  position. 

**01d  Antony  Calva's  soldier-appren- 
tice !"  said  Guino  Spinola  to  himself. 
**  And  a  proper  youth.  How  his  eye 
rests  on  Verona  I  And,  saints !"  he 
tnmed  rapidly  to  Raphael  Sacco,  '*  thou 
would'st  swear  those  two  had  chipped  the 
same  egg-shell." 

o  3 
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tain  of  horse  in  the  service  of  Francis  d 
France." 

''I  have  pleasure  in  knowing  a  brave 
soldier/'  said  Guino,  generously  extending 
his  hand,  for  Philip  had  approached  with 
some  timidity.  ^'Signer  Calva,  we  shall 
be  better  acquainted/'  and  if  he  had  looked 
at  Verona,  he  could  have  read,  in  her 
approving  glance,  a  rich  reward  for  his 
conduct. 

''My  Lord  Balbi!"  continued  Fiesco, 
''  let  me  add  another  to  your  friends.'' 

''  Enemies  1"  muttered  Balbi  between  hU 
teeth ;  yet  he  also  received  Philip  with 
courtesy,  but  not  the  ready  generosity 
evinced  by  the  young  Spinola. 

"Ha!  Verrinal — ^Thou  there,  and  re- 
turned so  soon!"  exclaimed  Fiesco,  od 
seeing  the  Venetian,  who  seemed  to  love 
the  shade.     ''  No  fatigue,  I  hope  ?" 

''None,  my  Lord!  The  Signor  Calva, 
with  his  claims  on  you,  has  also  some  on 
me. 
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"  Of  parentage,  I  think,"  whispered  Spi- 
nola  to  Balbi,  who  appeared  vexed  and 
annoyed. 

"I  know  not — care  not!"  replied  the 
other,  while  the  Venetian  continued, 

''No  later  than  last  night,  but  for  his 
gallant  assistance,  I  might  by  this  time 
have  been  food  for  worms.  In  a  street 
fray  we  were  indebted  to  him  for  valuable 
support." 

"  Every  day  makes  new  friends  for  thee, 
Signer/'  said  Fiesco's  wife.  ''My  sister 
Varona,  it  seems,  though  the  first,  will  not 
be  the  last,  to  be  placed  on  thy  list  of 
debtors." 

"  I  trust,"  replied  Philip,  *'  that  she  may 
never  have  cause  again  to  need  such  as- 
sistance." 

"  Signer,"  said  Verona,  who  in  the  inter- 
val since  Philip's  entrance  had  gradually 
been  recovering  her  composure,  and  now 
spoke  calmly,  as  if  agitated  by  no  feeling 
beyond  those  of  the  moment,  ''  I  most 
heartily  join  in  your  hopes." 
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''  In  all  1"  murmured  Balbi  in  her  ear. 

''  In  all  1"  she  repUed,  looking  fixedly  at 
him.  ''  In  all,  Signor,  that  regard  my  own 
personal  safety/' 

The  entrance  of  the  senecbal  announciDg 
dinner,  interrupted  farther  remark;  and 
Fiesco  laying  his  hand  upon  Vincent  Cal- 
cagno's  arm,  said :— * 

*'  I  consign  to  thee,  my  friend,  the  Lady 
Fiesco;  and  thou,  Verona,  Signer  Sacco 
will  guard  thee,  for  if  the  law  cannot  gaide 
thee,  none  of  these  gallants  have  the  pow^. 
Signers,  follow — I  will  lead  the  way  T'  and 
he  left  the  apartment,  while  his  wife  and 
CalcagDo  followed,  and  after  them  came 
Verona  and  the  lawyer. 

«'  Thou  and  I,  Annibal?"  said  Guinoto 
the  young  Balbi. 

"  Your  pardon,  I  join  Signer  Calva/' 

'*  Be  it  so  then,"  said  Guino,  who  wis 
rather  pleased  than  otherwise,  because  be 
thought  all  illfeeling  on  Balbi's  aide  was 
thus  removed,  and  he  took  the  Ven^ian's 
arm  and  followed. 
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**  SigDor/'  said  Annibal  Balbi  in  a  low 
tone  to  Philip,  as  with  him  he  quitted  the 
apartment,  ''  thou  art  a  soldier — I,  a  noble 
of  Genoa !  We  both  love  the  same  maiden — 
nay,  no  denial ;"  for  Philip  had  paused  and 
faced  him :  *'  our  swords  must  decide  our 
right." 

**  With  pleasure/'  answered  Philip  calmly 
and  audibly.  *^  My  lodging  is  now  at  the 
^  White  Cross,'  where  I  can  be  easily  found ; 
and  as  I  never  refuse  such  invitations,  I 
shall  accept  yours." 

^*  Before  we  part,  I  can  mention  time  and 
place  ;''  and  both  entered  the  apartment  in 
which  the  dinner  had  been  served. 

Every  known  delicacy  that  could  tempt  the 
appetite  was  on  the  Count's  table,  while  the 
most  costly  description  of  plate,  gold  and 
silver,  covered  it.  Fiescoalso  seemed  to  adapt 
himself  to  his  guests ;  and  all,  whatever  might 
be  their  own  private  feelings,  and  many 
and  diverse  they  were,  responded  to  the 
cheerfulness  of  their  host.  Verona  caught 
the  eye  of  Annibal  Baibi  fixed  upon  her. 
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whenever  she  raised  her  own  i  and  he  in 
turn  saWy  from  her  quick,  eager  glance  fre« 
quently  directed  towards  Philip,  a  confirma- 
tion of  his  worst  suspicion^.  Guino  Spi- 
nola  scattered  gaiety  round  him ;  the  Vene- 
tian picked  up  the  fragments,  but  they  fell 
useless  from  his  grasp,  and  he  sank  into 
reserve.  It  was  curious  to  remark  how  all, 
with  perhaps  the  single  exception  of  young 
Spinola,  strove  to  conceal  under  various 
disguises  their  own  feelings,  so  openly  op- 
posed to  the  garb  each  had  adopted  to  cover 
them.  Raphael  Sacco  discussed  some  points 
of  law  with  Calcagno,  and  invited  to  their 
decisions  Fiesco's  wife,  while  Verona  strove 
equally  to  divide  her  attention  amongst  the 
young  members  of  the  company,  nnoon- 
scious  that  when  she  addressed  Philip,  there 
were  a  tenderness  and  heart  in  the  tones  €i 
her  voice  that  rang  like  a  death-knell  on 
the  hopes  of  Balbi.  She  had  never  before 
appeared  so  lovely  as  now  when  becoming 
more  removed  from  his  grasp ;  and  whik 
he  felt  he  could  have  died  to  serve  her,  he 
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burned  with  furious  jealousy  against  any 
one  who  dared  to  love  her. 

**  A  good  soldier/"  said  Verrina  in  an 
under  tone  to  Fiesco,  ''  is  a  valuable  acqui- 
sition.   This  Signor  Calva  must  be  ours." 

**  Not,  unless  his  own  inclination  prompt 
him.  Favours  may  induce  compliance; 
mine  shall  never  be  used  to  force  it,''  replied 
the  Count. 

"  I  would  not  dream  of  that,"  answered 
the  Venetian,  '*  although  in  this  business 
we  must  not  be  too  hasty ;  but  if  without 
touching  on  favours  received,  you  win  him ; 
why  not  use  him  ?" 

**  There  would  be  no  reason  then,"  said 
Iiesco,  who  never  remarked  the  resem- 
blance between  the  two  until  that  moment ; 
''  I  think — "  he  paused  and  looked  again  : 
**  by  the  saints,  Signor,  he  has  sat  for  thy 
likeness  1" 

"  Yes  1"  said  the  Venetian  calmly,  "  there 
is  a  strange  resemblance.  It  is  a  family 
secret,  or  I  greatly  mistake,  for  I  think  I 
am  on  the  way  to  a  discovery." 
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''  Then  the  name  is  not  correct — " 

''  I  could  not,  my  Lord,  speak  deddedly 
upon  what  I  do  not  know/'  said  the  Vene- 
tian ;  and  they  both  dropped  the  subject, 
never  afterwards  to  resume  it. 

For  some  hours  after,  the  conversatioo 
had  taken  various  ranges  ;  and  Fiesco  with 
admirable  tact  and  prudence  introduced  the 
name  of  Giannetino  Dona,  expressing  his 
regret  for  the  past ;  his  determination  for 
the  future  not  to  disturb  the  State  with  his 
private  quarrels  ;  and  to  take  the  speediest 
method  of  assuaging  the  resentment  of  the 
Dorias.  Verrina  was  his  echo,  while  Cal- 
cagno  and  Sacco  applauded  his  resc^ution. 
At  a  late  period  in  the  evening  his  guest 
rose  to  depart,  and  he  then  made  particular 
inquiries  as  to  Philip's  residence  in  Genoa, 
and  its  duration. 

"It  much  depends,"  replied  Philip^  "  upon 
circumstances  this  moment  beyond  mj 
control,  and  may  be  long  or  short.'* 

"  Then,"  said  Fiesco,  "  you  will  be  our 
frequent  visitor ;"  and  as  the  young  soldier 
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bowed  his  thanks,  he  detected  Balbi's  earnest 
gaze,  half  sad,  half  mocking,  fixed  upon 
him,  and  he  recollected  the  invitation  he 
had  received  before  dinner.  Nor  did  the 
looks  thus  directed,  escape  Verona's  atten- 
tion ;  she  half  read  their  spirit. 

*'  SigQor,"  she  said,  when  Philip  was 
taking  his  leave  of  her,  ''  you  once  perilled 
your  life  to  preserve  mine.  I  would  not  wish 
yours  a  second  time  in  danger.'' 

"  Not  less  than  I  would  myself;"  and  as 
he  bent  over  her  hand,  he  thought  he  heard 
her  murmur  some  warning  ;  but  the  words 
were  too  low  and  indistinct,  if  she  had 
spoken,  for  him  to  hear  their  import. 

The  Venetian's  departure  was  marked 
with  the  same  reserve  as  before,  and  Anni- 
bal  Balbi  was  cold  and  distant,  while 
Spmola  kissed  her  hand,  adding  some  gay 
compliment,  at  which  she  smiled,  but  its 
moumfulness  was  not  lost  upon  Guino.  He 
saw  that  something  was  wrong — ^what,  he 
could  not  then  tell.  Some  servants  waited 
for  the  two  nobles  and  Venina.    Philip's 
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retinue  consisted  in  his  sword ;  and  as  they 
all  parted  at  the  Count's  gate,  he  turned 
towards  the  *  White  Cross.' 

*'  Thou  rememberest  ?"  whispered  Balbi 
before  they  parted,  in  appearance,  cordially 
shaking  his  hand. 

''  Signor,  such  matters  I  never  foigett" 

When  the  Venetian  reached  his  own 
home,  a  variety  of  different  subjects  was 
before  him.  Philip  was  growing  dangerous 
— Lomellino — a  letter  was  placed  in  his 
hand,  which  altered  the  current  of  his 
thoughts.  He  read  it  once — ^then  again- 
then  a  third  time,  while  his  colour  changed, 
his  bronzed  cheek  grew  ashy  pale,  the  veins 
on  his  forehead  swelled  into  hard  cords,  and 
his  hands  and  limbs  trembled  like  branches 
shaken  by  the  winter's  storm.  He  started 
from  his  seat,  and  paced  the  apartment  in 
all  the  fury  of  passion. 

''  The  insolent  villain  I"  he  at  length 
exclaimed.  *^  He  knows  all,  and  would 
traffic  in  his  knowledge — ^Five  thousand 
crowns  for  the  documents  ? — He  should  ask 
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ten,"  he  added  with  bitterness — ^Wait  my 
answer  until  the  morrow — oh  I  how  kind  ! 
— ^Will  make  the  disclosure  to  the  proper 
party  if  I  do  not  come  to  an  accommoda- 
tion?— still  kinder.  I  am  beset  on  all 
sides/'  he  continued,  resuming  his  seat ; 
"one  crime  leads  to  many.  The  Signer 
Lomellino  stands  between  me  and  safety. 
Of  us  two,  one  must  perish  I  Be  it  so.  I 
shaUUvel" 
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CHAPTER  L 


Love  and  hatred,  though  antagonistic  pas- 
sions, are  perhaps  kindred  in  their  workings, 
their  intensity,  their  suddenness,  and  their  dura- 
tion. We  frequently  hate  and  love  also  at 
first  sight ;  and  when  in  the  circumstances  of 
after-life,  we  look  back  upon  these  instinctive 
workings  of  the  mind,  we  often  find  that  the 
impulse  of  the  moment  has  directed  us  in  our 
likings  and  hatreds  to  that  conclusion  most 
borne  out  by  the  correction  of  experience,  and 
most  conducive  to    after-interests.      Verona's 
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beauties,  the  graces  of  her  mind,  the  seeming 
gentleness  of  her  disposition,  and  the  circum- 
stances that  first  led  to  their  acquaintance — all 
tended  to  impress  her  image  deeply  upon  the 
young  soldier's  affections;  and  he  loved — loved  the 
more  intensely  because  success  seemed  not  only 
unlikely,  but  aknost  impossible.  He  dung  to 
her  memory,  when  far  distant  and  surrounded 
by  the  seductions  of  another  land.  Waking, 
she  was  with  him,  and  at  the  dead  hour  of  night, 
clothed  in  the  mystery  of  his  dreams,  she  was 
ever  at  his  side. 

The  train  of  circumstances  that  occurred  since 
Philip's  return  to  Genoa,  was  so  strange,  so 
startling — that  lost  in  doubt — spirited  by  hope— 
confused  by  the  ambiguity  and  perplexity  of  his 
position,  he  remained  that  night,  when  he  had 
returned  from  Fiesco's  palace,  long  in  doubt  as 
to  the  course  he  should  pursue.  His  meeting 
with  the  Balbi  was  to  take  place  at  the  latter's 
pleasure ;  and  when  he  remembered  Venma's 
parting  words,  he  surmised  that  she  suspeoCad 
some  enmity  subsisted  between  them.  Cim* 
fused  with  conflicting  thoughts,  he  at  length  fiell 
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into  a  disturbed  and  feverish  sleep,  waking  in 
the  morning  without  being  refreshed,  and  finding 
the  difficulties  and  mysteries  of  his  position 
increased. 

Jerome  Varras  had  been  waiting  his  appear- 
ance, and  was  also  one  of  the  audience  to  whom 
the  mistress  of  the  ''White  Cross''  had  de- 
scanted, with  considerable  volubility  and  some 
violence,  upon  the  personal  and  mental  qualifi- 
cations of  her  young  guest.  Nor  did  the  worthy 
draper  dissent  fit)m  any  of  her  statements,  since 
he  appeared  strongly  convinced  of  their  truth, 
and  most  ready  to  edge  in  a  word  whenever  she 
seemed  deficient,  though,  to  speak  correctly, 
there  seldom  appeared  any  necessity  for  such 
assistance. 

"  Hey,  my  gallant  Captain !"  exclaimed  Je- 
rome, while  Philip  cordially  shook  his  proffered 
hand ;  "  I'm  right  glad  to  see  you,  for  as  you 
did  not  can  on  me  yesterday,  I  could  hardly 
account  for  your  absence;  but  this  worthy 
dame  says  that  you  were  occupied  all  the 
morning." 

"  And  strangely  occupied  too,  Jerome  1    But 
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now  Tm  at  your  service,  and  we  will  go  and  see 
your  good  dame." 

"  Body  o'me,"  laughed  Jerome,  "  thy  military 
blood  will  be  on  fire  walking  the  streets  with  a 
poor  draper  !  Yet  come,  the  draper  may  be  a 
useful  friend/'  and  they  quitted  the  White 
Cross,  and  directed  their  steps  towards  Jerome's 
residence.  On  the  way,  Philip  confided  to  his 
zealous  friend  the  strange  narrative  told  lum  by 
Vincent  LomelUno. 

"  Said  I  not  so  ?"  exclaimed  Varras.  "  Did  I 
not  tell  you  that — " 

"  Tush  !"  interrupted  Philip.  "  I  remember, 
Jerome,  all  your  conjectures ;  and  I  wiU  say  that 
this  tale  bears  out  at  least  one  of  them.  But  I 
must  proceed  cautiously,  for  I  may  be  but  a 
tool  in  this  man's  hands — an  unwilling  instru- 
ment to  work  out  some  design  of  which  I  am 
not  conscious.  Care  and  caution  are  my 
mottoes." 

"  And  properly  too.  Yet — the  Signor  Annibal 
Balbi  is  crossing  towards  us :  dost  know  himf' 
And  Jerome  drew  back,  while  the  young  BaUi 
magnificently  dressed,   and    attended    by  two 
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servants,  approached  Philip,  who  remained  to 
receive  him,  as  the  draper  had  doffed  his  bonnet, 
and  stood  behind  at  a  respectful  distance. 

"  Signor  Calva,  I  wish  you  good  morning," 
said  Baibi,  courteously,  as  far  as  tone  and  man- 
ner were  concerned  ;  but  in  the  sternness  of  his 
look,  and  the  hard,  compressed  expression  that 
had  settled  about  his  mouth,  Philip  saw  that 
his  courtesy  was  but  feigned,  for  the  purpose  of 
the  preceding  night  remained. 

Philip  bowed,  and  returned  his  salutation. 

*'  I  need  not  ask  thee,"  continued  Balbi,  **  if 
fbou  rememberest  our  conversation  of  last  night, 
since  I  see  thou  dost.  Such  matters  gain  nothing 
by  leisure ;  and  if  you  do  not  object,  we  will 
settle  this  dispute  of  ours  this  evening.  I  am 
now  going  to  visit  my  Lord  Doria.  At  nine  of 
the  evening  thou  shalt  find  me  on  the  bridge 
of  Carignano.  The  wood  adjacent  affords  a 
good  retreat  for  our  purpose.  Have  I  thy 
consent  ?" 

"  Surely,  my  Lord." 

"  I  need  not  say  we  come  alone  i"  and  kissing 
his  hand  with  easy  grace,  he  smiled  his  adieux  to 
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Philip,  who  as  smilin^y  returned  them,  and 
then  turned  towards  the  Doria  palace^  whik 
Jerome  and  the  young  soldier  proceeded  to  the 
former's  dwelling.  Philip  concealed  from  his 
companion  the  purport  of  the  conversalaon  whidi 
had  passed  between  him  and  Balbi ;  and  when 
they  reached  Jerome's  residence,  they  found  his 
shop  thronged  with  customers,  and  saw  sitting  on 
a  low  stool,  her  face  turned  towards  the  Bght  of 
the  window,  and  Mistress  Varras  hokfing  helm 
her  a  small  box  containing  some  rich  silks,  die 
Lady  Verona  Cibo.  For  the  moment,  their 
entrance,  owing  to  the  throng  of  buabess  and 
the  position  of  the  parties,  had  been  unobserved ; 
Philip  stood  near  enough  to  hear  their  oonvena- 
tion,  not  inclined  to  disturb  them. 

"  Your  husband,  dame,"  said  Verona,  tossing 
over  a  piece  of  silk,  ^'  was  his  fellow-apprentioe, 
I  think." 

"  Yes,  my  Lady,  they  were  neighbours." 
'' Indeed !— Ah  !    I  like  that  pattern;  the 
green  ground  and  the  flowers  match.     Mit 
aside  for  me."    And  as  Mistress  Vairas  did  so, 
she  continued,  "  Do  they  speak  now  ?" 
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''  Certainly,  Madam.  Ciq>tain  Calva  supped 
with  us  the  night  he  returned  to  Genoa." 

''That  very  night.— Tut  I  that  is  a  horriUe 
odour  I  Show  me  the  first  jnece.  I  think 
this  wJU  make  a  good  contrast."  And  assorting 
the  two  pieces  of  silk,  she  seemed  to  compare 
them  with  great  attention.  ''On  what  night 
did  he  return  ?" 

"  The  one  bdbre  yesterday,"  replied  Jerome's 
wife. 

"Then  the  Venetian  spoke  falsely,"  said 
Verona,  loud  enough  for  Philip  to  hear  her ;  and 
as  he  did  not  desire  any  longer  to  play  eaves- 
dropper, he  made  a  slight  noise  and  spoke. 

"Mistress  Vairas,  good  day.  I  see  business 
thrives  with  you ;"  but  before  the  young  dame 
could  reply  to  his  salutation,  Verona  had  turned 
suddenly  round,  and  Philip,  raising  his  plumed 
cap,  bowed  lowly  to  her. 

"  Signor  Calva,"  she  said,  after  a  moment's 
hesitation,  and  extending  her  hand,  which  he 
instantly  raised  to  his  lips,  "  I  am  not  sorry  to 
see  you,  since  it  was  my  desire  to  speak  with  you 
on  a  personal  business." 
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"  I  am  ever  ready  to  obey  you.  Lady/*  rejdied 
Philip;  ''and  am  most  happy  in  being  able  to 
attend  to  your  wishes/* 

"  Listen/'  whispered  Dame  Varras  to  Jerome, 
to  whom  in  the  meantime  she  had  sidled  up. 
''Listen.  I  declare  he  plays  the  gallant  with 
the  best  of  them." 

"  Yes/'  smiled  Jerome,  approvingly ;  then 
turning,  he  continued  to  serve  his  customers. 

"  So  far,  Signor,"  answered  Verona  to  Hiilip, 
"  as  perhaps  my  will  may  jump  with  your  own. 
No  farther,  I  fear  me." 

"  There  thou  wrongest  me.  I  would  sacrifice 
more  than  will  to  thee."  Verona  looked  up  m 
his  face.  He  paused.  "Pardon  me — I  am 
anxious  to  receive  thy  commands." 

"I  know  not,"  said  Verona,  "whether  I 
should  speak  on  this  matter  at  alL" 

"  Nay,  dear  Lady,  do  not  raise  expectation  to 
instantly  banish  it.  Speak,  I  pray  you.  For  if 
it  be  aught  that  my  poor  services  can  assist, 
they  are  at  your  disposal." 

"  It  is  not  that.  Signer ;  my  first  debt  must 
be  paid,  before  I  can  venture  more.     The  mat- 
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ter  is  personal  to  yourself-^/'  she  stopped  and 
blushed,  for  the  thought  crossed  her  mind  that 
she  was  taking  too  much  open  interest  in  her 
companion,  yet  her  generous  feelings  combated 
it,  and  she  continued :  **  Thou  knowest  my 
Lord  Annibal  Balbi  ?" 

"  Yes,"  answered  Philip,  readily,  while  for- 
mer suspicions  were  confirmed  by  her  question, 
"  Yesterday,  at  my  Lord  Fiesco's  palace,  for  the 
iSvst  time  I  gained  his  acquaintance  " 

'^I  can  lay  no  commands  upon  you,"  she 
continued ;  "  but  a  brave  soldier,  who  has 
gained  distinction  by  his  own  exertions,  cannot 
increase  his  reputation  by  the  fame  of  the 
duello.  Thou  understandest  me,  Signer;  be 
advised,  and  let  not  my  Lord  Annibal  Balbi 
provoke  thee." 

"  Dear  Lady,"  said  Philip,  speaking  in  a  very 
low  tone,  *'  thy  commands  would  be  my  pleasure, 
but  in  this  matter,  while  I  would  provoke  no 
man,  I  must  not  suffer  insult.  My  position  in 
Genoa  must  be  supported  by  myself  or  I  fall. 
I  am  no  recognised  noble,  who  can  refuse  to 
draw  a  weapon  in  defence  of  his  honour  with 

B  3 
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one  below  him.  He  might  refuse  to  meet  me, 
yet  I  dare  not  refuse  to  meet  him ;  but  why  my 
Lord  Baibi  should  challange  me,"  he  stop- 
ped and  added  with  worthy  jNrevarication, — 
''  he  could  not  dream  of  doing  such  a  thing, 
since  I  have  never  given  him  cause  of  offence  f 

"  I  know  that,"  observed  Verona,  "  know 
his  reasons  also ;  and  whilst  I  am  glad 
that  nothing  of  the  kind  has  occurred,  the 
time  may  come,  when  thou  wilt  need  my 
advice.  Remember  it.  We  shall  expect  to  see 
thee  often  at  my  Lord  Fresco's  palace.  My  sister 
will  rejoice  to  see  thee." 

"  And  thyself,"  rose  to  Philip's  lips,  but  he 
durst  not  give  it  utterance ;  and  Mistress  Yanas 
having  made  up  the  parcels  which  the  lady  had 
bought,  they  were  entrusted  to  her  servants^ 
and  Verona,  accompanied  by  them,  lefl  the 
draper's  shop.  Philip  stood  for  a  time  gazing 
after  her  retreating  figure,  immersed  in  thought, 
in  anxiety,  nay  almost  fear ;  for  never  did  life 
seem  to  him  so  well  worth  preserving  as  at  this 
time,  when  in  a  few  hours  after  he  would  be  in 
mortal  conflict  with  one  whom  he  had  never 
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offimded.  Ra{Hdly  did  he  run  over  in  his 
mind  Verona's  conversation  —  her  mquiries, 
when  ignorant  of  his  presence — ^her  anxiety 
on  his  behalf,  as  evidenced  by  her  warning — 
and  her  kind  and  gentle  invitation  to  visit 
often  the  Count's  palace. 

'^Body  o'  meT  exclaimed  Jerome,  when 
during  a  momentary  clearance  of  his  shop,  he 
had  skipped  over  the  counter,  and  slapped  Philip 
on  the  shoulder.  **  Thou  lookest  like  a  statue. 
Move,  or  well  pronounce  thee  dead.  Hey  1  wife, 
thou  knowest  all  about  love  and  such  curiosities, 
what  ails  the  gallant  Captain  ?" 

**  Go  to,  Jerome,"  returned  the  draper's  pretty 
herniate,  who  surmised  the  cause  of  Philip's 
abstracted  attitude.  "  Get  thee  in — the  wine 
flask  is  waiting  for  you  both,  and  the  dinner 
well  nigh  spoiled." 

"  Ah,  thrifty  one !"  laughed  Jerome.  "  Come, 
Philip,  I  must  not  spoil  the  meal,  or  I  might 
spoil  my  dame's  temper.  Follow  me — a  glass  of 
wine?" 

"  Not  now,"  said  Philip. 

"  Not  now !"  echoed  Jerome.     "  Thou  art 
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getting  out  of  thy  senses.  Come,  fbUow/'  and 
Ph3ip,  thus  pressed,  obeyed,  and  they  entered 
Jerome's  little  sitting-room,  where  the  mid-day 
meal  was  already  prepared,  and  after  some 
hesitation  on  the  soldier's  part,  they  all  sat  down 
and  began  to  partake  of  it.  Jerome  was  all  life 
and  gaiety  as  before.  His  wife  seemed  to  be 
borrowing  from  her  husband's  example,  and 
the  contagious  humour  affected  Philip,  for  he 
found  himself  laughing  and  chatting  as  if  he 
had  a  lease  of  life  for  the  succeeding  century. 
Jerome  told  jokes  of  nobles,  monks,  and  clergy, 
yet  he  was  so  discreet  in  his  mirth  as  never  to 
annoy  Philip  by  even  the  simplest  jest  or  aDu- 
sion ;  and  he  drank  a  glass  of  wine  to  the  healdi 
of  the  beautiful  Verona,  simply  as  one  of  his 
best  supporters.  His  wife  adopted  the  same 
Icind  and  gentle  course,  and  it  was  with  much 
difficulty,  that  Philip  could  at  length  obtain 
permission  to  depart. 

The  evening  was  rapidly  setting  in,  when  the 
young  soldier  returned  to  the  "  White  Cross." 
More  than  once  he  could  hear  the  dash  of 
swords  and  the  cries  of  men  engaged  in  fight, 
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yet  these  sounds  passed  over  his  hearing,  as  if 
they  had  not  been ;  for  he  was  too  much  occupied 
by  his  own  thoughts,  to  heed  any  thing  else. 
When  he  arrived  at  his  hosteby,  one  of  the 
servants  told  him,  that  the  Signor  Lomel- 
lino  had  been  there  during  his  absence,  inquiring 
for  him.  After  having  made  some  arrangements 
in  his  own  apartment,  and  penning  a  short  note 
to  Jerome  Varras,  which  he  left  ready  for  trans- 
mission to  that  worthy  individual,  he  quitted 
the  hostelry,  and  about  ten  minutes  to  the 
appointed  time,  he  directed  his  course  towards 
the  place  of  meeting,  the  bridge  of  Carignano. 

The  quarter  of  the  city  through  which  he  now 
passed  appeared  to  be  wrapt  in  the  most  pro- 
found repose.  The  lights  were  extinguished,  the 
doors  fastened  for  the  night,  and  not  a  sound 
came  to  disturb  the  stiUness  and  tranquillity  of 
the  place.  In  the  utter  silence  his  own  foot- 
steps were  echoed  until  he  turned  to  see  if 
any  one  were  coming  after  him,  but  none  ap- 
proached. The  Chiu-ch  di  Carignano  appeared 
dark  and  gloomy ;  its  lofty  walls  frowned  down 
upon  bun,  and  when  he  entered  on  the  bridge. 
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a  sort  of  undefined  terror  came  over  him.  He 
paused  and  leaned  over  the  wall,  while  the  tall, 
dark  houses,  the  gloomy  look  of  the  sacred 
edifice,  the  wood  on  the  hill  before,  the  total 
absence  of  light,  of  noise,  or  soond,  formed  a 
picture  melancholy  and  depresmng. ' 

''  Can  this  be  the  herald  of  death?"  he  asked 
himself.  "  It  may  be  so,  for  this  gloom  almost 
overpowers  me."  He  paused,  and  looked 
upwards.  The  covering  of  dark  douds  was 
rapidly  melting  away,  and  the  taint  struggling 
light  of  a  young  moon,  shed  an  indistinct  farij^t- 
ness  upon  the  scene  round  him.  He  ga«d 
intently  upon  the  planet :— she  became  brigfatff 
and  brighter,  the  atmosphere  clearer;  the  wbDs 
of  the  church  whiter,  the  other  houses  less  sad 
looking,  and  rousing  himself  at  the  sound  of  a 
footstep,  he  muttered :  "  I  shall  live  yet,"  and 
advanced  towards  the  wood. 
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CHAPTER  11. 

The  soft  moonbeams  were  bathings  in  a 
flood  of  pure,  sflvery  light,  the  tops  of  the  trees 
that  formed  the  wood  at  the  foot  of  the  bridge, 
and  as  Philip  approached  it,  he  could  easily 
discern  a  muffled  figure  advancing  towards  him. 
He  was  somewhat  taller  than  Annibal  Balbi, 
and  shifting  roimd  his  sword-hilt,  so  as  to  have 
the  weapon  ready  at  hand  in  case  of  accident  or 
necessity,  he  drew  the  folds  of  his  doak  out  of 
his  way,  and  proceeded.  The  man  was  taller,  and 
his  figure  fuller  than  that  of  the  young  noble, 
and  for  a  moment  suspicion  of  treachery  entered 
Philip's  mind.  Balbi  might  have  invited  him 
to  meet  a  hired  assassin,  and  not  himself     The 
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suspicion  crossed  his  mind  for  an  instant;  but  as 
the  man  came  forward,  he  seemed  anxious  to 
shun  detection  as  if  he  feared  to  be  seen,  yet 
when  opposite  to  Philip,  he  paused,  and  ex- 
claimed : 

"  Oh !  Master  Calva,  what's  the  game  now  T 
Philip  stopped,  and  firmly  clutched  his  sword, 
without,  however,  replying,  for  he.  thought  he 
knew  the  voice, 

"  Pshaw !  youngster,   put  tip  your  weapon. 
Your  uncle  would  rather  die  a  natural  death, 
than  be  spitted  by  such  a  cunning  master  of 
fence    as    his    hopeful    and    most   worshipful 
nephew.     You're  late  out.     What's  afoot  ?" 
"  Business  of  my  own,  SigHor  Laraero." 
"  WeD,   i'   God's  name,    pursue   it  then," 
said  Larcero  carelessly.     *'  But  oome  hither," 
and  as  he  approached  nearer,  Philip  who  thoogfa 
as  if  instinctively  afraid  of  danger  from  nearer 
personal  contact,  still  kept  on  his  guard.    **  I," 
continued  Larcero,    "  have  been  looking  fiir 
occasion  to  speak  with  you,  and  I  now  wan 
you  to  guard  against  Battista  Verrina." 
"The  Venetian  again!"    exdair*"' 
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then  as  an  opinion  that  the  present  moment 
might  be  turned  to  some  advantage,  he  quickly 
added,  "  Why  warn  me  against  him  ?'* 

"Ha,  ha,"  laughed  the  other.  "  Thou 
wouldst  be  wise.  Take  the  advice,  and  be 
thankful.  Good  night ;"  and  before  Philip 
could  stop  him,  he  was  beyond  his  reach, 
and  Annibal  Balbi,  emerging  from  the  other 
side  of  the  bridge,  stood  before  him.  He 
was  so  muffled,  that  Philip  did  not  at  first 
recognize  him. 

"  Signor  Calva." 

"  My  Lord  Balbi." 

"  I  see  we  know  each  other.  Thou  art  by 
reputation,  though  young,  a  brave  and  tried 
soldier,  and  I  would  not  that  thou  shouldst  peril 
life  unreasonably.  Pardon  me,  if  I  seem  to 
speak  too  openly,  but — ^we  shall  walk  towards 
the  wood,"  and  as  they  went  in  that  direction, 
he  continued,  "  in  birth — in  station — ^in  wealth, 
thou  art  no  equal  for  the  Lady  Verona  Cibo." 

"  Your  pardon,  my  Lord,"  said  Philip  quickly 
and  angrily. 

"  Nay,"  interrupted   Balbi,  "  hear  me   out. 
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Thou  art  no  equal  for  this  match.  Give  over 
thy  pretensions,  for  do  not  seek  to  ocmoeal  from 
me,  that  thou  lovest  and  aspirest  to  the  hand 
of  the  lady.  Give  them  over,  make  me  thy 
friend,  and  gold  can  obtain  thee  power — my 
interest,  promotion.  Say,  thoult  leave  GeiK»i» 
see  her  no  more,  and  both  are  at  your  dispossL" 

"  What  a  pedlar — a  meroenaiy  huxter,  thou 
takest  me  for,  my  Lord  1  I  reodve  no  nun's 
dictation  in  this  matter,''  and  Philip  spoke 
angrily.  ''  Thou  presumest  to  think  fiur  me^ 
and  thinking,  imagine,  that  I  aspire  to  At 
Lady  Verona.  That  is  my  own  conoeni,  and 
be  thy  suspicions  right  or  wrong,  neither  woMi 
nor  interest, — and  the  Balbis  are  full  of  goU 
and  powerful, — can  bribe  me,  nor  their  eoDoi^ 
terrify  me.  I  will  listen.  Signer,  to  no  such 
conditions." 

"  Be  it  so,  then.    We  are  enemies." 

"  At  your  pleasure,  my  Lord." 

''  I  had  thought,"  said  Balbi  mournfully, 
"  that  this  trial  woidd  have  been  spared  me^" 
then  lowering  his  voice,  he  added,  as  if  to  him- 
self yet  loud  enough  for  Philip  to  catdi  evoy 
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wori,  and  attentivcfy  lie  listened  to  them — 
**  Gh  I  passkm,  how  thou  hnrriest  us  on  to  our 
fide  I  This  monmigfbn  of  life — the  nMNrrow— 
igr,  what  may  the  morrow  bring !  Yet  to  me 
what  is  Efe»  its  {deasures,  its  endeaiments  ? 
All  one  melancholy— <me  dreary  blank  I  Verona, 
tfaou  art  the  star  of  my  hope — ^yet  now  thou 
beoomest  the  rock  of  my  destruction.  Signor/' 
he  ocmtmued  aloud,  *'  foDow,  or  lead." 

'<  I  shall  follow,  my  Lord,"  said  Philip,  much 
moved  ;  '*  but — "  and  he  paused,  as  did  also  his 
companion.  "  My  Lord,  I  gain  no  imputation 
of  cowardice  by  what  I  woidd  say?" 

**  None,"  replied  Balbi,  and  the  two  stopped 
at  the  end  of  the  bridge  leading  into  the  wood. 
^  Thy  bravery.  Signer,  is  established.  Speak 
on. 

"  I  owe  you  no  personal  animosity,  my  Lord. 
You  can  bear  none  towards  me.  You  are 
noble,  powerful,  wealthy.  I  at  best  am  of  but 
doubtful  origin;  my  wealth,  my  sword — my 
interest,  my  courage;  and  surely  you  cannot 
fear  me  as  a  rival  ?  Let  us  part  then  in  peace. 
Our  swords  can  be  drawn  in  a  better  cause,  than 
on  each  other." 
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"  No,  Signer,  it  may  not  be  so.  I  respect 
your  motives,  know  your  bravery,  but  I  love, 
madly — ^foolishly.  My  fete  is  on  me.  You 
reject  my  proposals,  and  we  cannot  botb  live." 

''  Lead  on,  then,  my  Lord.  I  have  litde 
desire  for  this  meeting,  yet  the  sooner  it  is  now 
over,  the  better  for  both  of  us." 

"  True,"  muttered  Balbi,  and  they  both  en- 
tered the  wood. 

The  silvery  beams  of  the  moon's  light 
streamed  down  upon  them,  and  coloured  the 
dying  leaves  of  the  trees,  gleaming  iqx)nthe 
underwood,  and  polishing  with  their  dear  bright- 
ness the  green  sward  on  which  they  trod,  they 
almost  imparted  to  the  place  a  brilliancy  like 
the  rays  of  the  sun.  Small  dumps  of  trees 
were  scattered  round  them,  leaving  open  spaofs 
in  the  intervening  ground.  Balbi  stopped  at 
one,  which  seemed  likdy  to  answer  their  pu^ 
pose,  though  it  was  still  shaded  from  the  light 
by  the  thickness  of  the  foliage  over  it. 

"  We  may  pause  here,"  he  said  to  Fhil^ 
who  stood  gazing  at  the  quiet  beauties  of  the 
scene,  as  if  he  had  forgotten  the  purpose  of 
their  presence  there. 
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''  It  will  answer  our  object  as  well  as  any 
other,  I  presume/'  he  at  last  said,  and  both 
b^an  silently  to  remove  their  cloaks  and  make 
preparation  for  the  coming  struggle.  Annibal 
Balbi  folded  up  his  doak,  and  placed  it  at  the 
foot  of  a  tree,  laying  his  cap  along  with  it,  and 
Philip  followed  his  example.  Both  stood  thus 
ready  for  the  encounter,  though  neither  seemed 
anxious  to  begin.  Philip  noticed  Balbi's  appa- 
rent hesitation. 

"  My  Lord,"  he  said,  "  let  us  give  over  this 
fofly.     We—" 

"  No,  no,"  exclaimed  Balbi.  "  Signer,  defend 
yourself,"  and  as  quickly  as  he  had  spoken,  he 
made  a  push  at  Philip,  which  the  other  was  not 
alow  to  parry.  Balbi  pressed  furiously  upon 
him,  for  after  the  first  sound  of  the  ringing  steel, 
he  seemed  to  determine  only  on  his  destruction ; 
but  Philip,  though  his  antagonist's  zeal  left  him 
frequently  open,  contented  himself  with  simply 
repelling  his  attack  without  making  any  attempt 
in  turn  to  retaliate.  Gradually  the  moon  came 
bursting  through  the  dark,  hazy  clouds  that  yet 
obscured  tiie  scene  and  their  own  position,  and 
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while  Balbi,  his  first  fury  somewhat  lessened  by 
Philip's  coolness,  observed  more  caution,  and 
considerably  changed  his  mode  of  attack,  the 
light  fell  at  first  in  fitful  gleams,  as  it  struggkd 
to  emerge  fi'om  the  darkness  that  constant 
pressed  round  it,  then  slowly  it  extended 
became  more  powerfiil,  more  resolute,  and  at 
last  feQ  brilliant  and  steady  upon  the  bared 
space,  where  the  two  stood,  polishing  with  its 
brightness  the  trimks  of  the  trees,  djring  in 
deeper  green  their  leaves,  and  streaming  full 
and  mellow  upon  the  faces  of  the  two  men. 

''  Praise  to  the  moon,  Signor,''  exclaimed 
Balbi.  ''  We  have  been  too  long  in  the  daric; 
but  now  light  will  aid  us  in  finishing  this  strag- 
gle.    A  weD  timed  thrust,  by  the  Virgin  !" 

''  And  ably  parried,  my  Lord,''  said  Fhifip, 
who  with  the  first  full  light  had  made  an  effort 
to  disarm  his  opponent. 

"  Oh !  what  in  Satan's  name  is  this  ?^  ms 
shouted  in  a  voice  Philip  immediately  knew. 
"  Up  with  your  blades,  gentlesi  and  don't  be 
dashing  at  each  other  like  game  cocka  in  a  ring. 
Up  with  them,  I  say,"  and  as  Balbi  turned  Us 
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eye  quickly  in  the  direction  of  fhe  voice,  he 
encountered  the  dark,  swarthy  features  of  Lar- 
oerOi  who  stood  at  his  side,  his  doak  thrown 
o?^  his  left  arm  like  a  buckler,  and  his  hand 
holding  his  sheathed  sword.  "  My  Lord  Balbi 
—by  my  patron !  but  you  nobles  choose  queer 
sport  r 

"  Get  ye  gone,  knave,"  said  Balbi,  angrily 
addressing  him.  ''  Get  ye  gone,  (ft  111  mark 
you  for  Jife.'* 

"  It's  a  pleasure  I  don't  court,  my  Lord. 
But  up  with  your  blades,  both  of  you,  or  I 
strike  them  out  of  your  hands." 

"  Sirrah  r 

^*  Pooh !  my  Lord,"  exclaimed  Larcero, 
making  a  hasty  movement,  and  before  Balbi, 
with  Philip  before  him,  coidd  prevent  him, 
striking  his  sword  with  the  dexterity  of  a  master ; 
and  as  the  young  noble's  hand  yielded  before 
the  blow,  it  sprung  out  of  his  grasp,  and  fell 
some  paces  distant.  '^  Come,  nephew  mine,  up 
with  thy  weapon." 

"  My  Lord  Balbi  is  disarmed ;  I  draw  it  not 
on  him,  and  to  you  I  would  not  surrender  it," 
said  Philip  haughtily,  sheathing  his  sword. 
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^'  Well,  the  chicken's  a  game  one  after  all," 
rejoined  Larcero.  **  Hither,  my  men ;"  and  as 
Balbi  stood  almost  horror-stricken  at  the  other^i 
insolent  behaviour,  two  men  dressed  in  the 
uniform  of  the  city  companies,  advanced  at  his 
biddmg.  "  You  see,  my  Lord,  that  we  are 
three  to  two." 

"  Signer  Calva,"  said  Balbi,  turning  with 
haughty  disregard  from  Larcero  towards  Fhilipi 
"  our  quarrel  stands  for  the  present  adjourned. 
Some  other  time  we  will  dedde  it" 

''  In  such  a  matter,  I  hope  I  shall  be  ever 
prepared." 

"  There  are  two  words  to  that  promise,''  in- 
terrupted Larcero,  "  for  I  must  be  oonsubed, 
when  next  you  take  to  a  tilting  match.  No 
bluster,  nephew,  and  keep  your  hand  easf  I" 

"  Nephew !"  muttered  Philip. 

"  Ay,  nephew  1  I  suppose  your  stomadi  xises 
against  the  relationship,  but  no  matter  now !  fii 
you  both  stand  guilty  of  contempt  against  Ae 
Republic  in  drawing  arms  within  the  bounds  of 
Genoa.  Here,  my  men,  attend  to  my  Lori 
Balbi.  This  other  youngster  will  be  my  jk» 
ner. 
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^  Stand  asidV  exclaimed  Balbi  furious^. 
"  Place  a  hand  near- me,  and — " 

«  Well,  my  Ix>nir 

"  Sirrah,  I'm  no  cut-throat  and  when  the 
Stsite  wants  me,  I  can  be  found ;  but  the  Balbis 
do  not  go  to  •«  gu&rdriiouse  like  thieves  or 
faons/*  - 

"They  should  not  break  the  law  then,'* 
rejoined  Larcero  tartly.  "  Bring  him  with  you, 
iny  masters,"  and  as  the  two  approached  him, 
tiie  young  noble  drew  himself  up  in  an  attitude 
of  drfence,  holding  his  sword,  which  he  had 
previously  lifted,  ready  to  receive  them. 
"  Saints  I"  exdaimed  Larcero,  "  do  you  resist 
tiielaw,  Signorr 

^*  I  have  stated  that  I  am  known  in  Genoa, 
and  if  wanted'  I^ean  be  found.  I  pledge  my 
honour  for  mjr  appearance  at  the  call  of  the 
State/'      :        . 

"  And  I,"  said  Philip,  "  will  assist  my  Lord 
Balbi ;"  and  he  xanged  himself  on  Uie  side  of 
the  young  noble.    ' 

"  You  are  too  giuiierous.  Signer,"  murmured 
Balbi  with  ill-suppressed  emotion.     "  Too  gene- 
voL.  n.  c 
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rous ;"  and  he  added  as  if  to  himsdf,  "  Braven 
and  generosity  will  outbid  both  birth  and  fortune 
in  her  eyes.  Signor,"  he  continued  aloud,  "  I 
am  thankful  for  this  une3q)ected  kindness."' 

''  Young  blood  runs  strangely  enou^" 
laughed  Larcero.  "  Not  a  minute  ago,  and  you 
couldn't  draw  yoiur  weapons  in  tune  to  your 
enmity,  and  now  you  would  spit  a  man  who 
would  save  you  from  cutting  each  other's  throat 
But,  no  matter.  My  Liord  Balbi,  I  shall  repwt 
this  affair  to  the  magistrate.  Your  pledged 
honour  is  my  guarantee  for  yoiur  appearance 
when  called  upon.  You  are  at  liberty,  my  Lord ; 
and  as  for  you,  nephew  mine,  I  must  have  a 
few  minutes'  converse  with  you,  before  we 
part." 

"  We  separate  here  then,  Signer,"  said 
Balbi  to  Philip,  adding,  as  he  approached  neartr, 
"  to  meet  when  time  and  opportunity  affixd 
convenience  ?" 

"  Be  it  so,  my  Lord,"  replied  Philip,  and 
when  the  two  had  parted,  Balbi  haughtily  bent 
his  head  to  Larcero's  parting  salutation,  and 
turned  towards  .the  city. 
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"  Now,  youngster,"  said  Larcero,  "  come 
nearer  me,  and  do  you,  my  men,  fall  a  few  paces 
back.  So  you  have  been  tilting  it  with  this 
noble  Balbi,  Master  Philip ;  it's  likely  you'd  tell 
yoiur  mother's  brother,  the  reason  ?" 

"  I  don't  believe  it  is,"  answered  Philip. 
*'  Our  quarrel  has  been  a  private  one,  and  I  do 
not  intend  to  make  its  reasons  public." 

"  Every  one  to  his  own  fancy ;  and  I  don't 
insist  on  knowing  the  cause  of  this  skirmish ; 
but  for  the  future  such  affairs  must  not  occiu'. 
Listen  to  me,"  continued  Larcero,  as  Philip 
showed  manifestations  of  dissent,  '*  for  the  next 
four  months  your  life  must  not  be  risked." 

"  I  join  the  army  of  Prance  before  that 
time." 

"  No,"  continued  Larcero, '  "  your  interests 
require  yoiu*  presence  in  Genoa,  and  they  must 
not  be  neglected." 

"  My  interests !"  exclaimed  Philip  with  well- 
assumed  surprise.  "  What  interests  can  a  poor 
apprentice  sacrifice  by  leaving  this  city  ?  If  I 
remain   here  in  expectation  of  improving  my 
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condition,  I  fear  I  shall  not  be  much  in  pocket, 
or  gain  any  new  reputation." 

"  More  than  you  imagine,"  continued  the 
other,  "  and  you  must  pledge  me  that  you  wOl 
never  draw  a  blade  until  that  time  is  post;  te 
as  I  before  said,  your  life  is  c^  value." 
"  I  may  be  insulted,  set  upon — " 
"  I  don't  see  much  cause  to  dread  athcr. 
Walk  peaceably,  and  you  need  not  fear  insults, 
and  few  will  set  upon  you  in  Genoa,  when 
Sebastian  Larcero  says  hell  defend  you  i — and 
mark  me — Stand  still  fiurther  back,  my  mas- 
ters," for-  during  the  conversation  the  men  of 
the  guard  had  approached  nearer  than  before — 
''  We  shall  walk  towards  the  White  Cross. 
Mark  me  and  listen  attentively,  for  I  am  about 
relating  a  tale,  which  should  be  of  some  interest 
to  you ;"  and  as  Philip  bent  his  ear  to  listen  to 
his  companion's  words,  he  heard  without  mudi 
variation  the  same  account  that  LomeDino  had 
previously  given  him  of  a  matter  most  personal 
to  himself.  "  I  have  been  an  actor  in  this 
scene,  youngster,"   he  continued,   when  FhiGp 
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had  calmly  heard  him   to  an  end,  "  and  can 
prove  its  truth." 

"  Why  not  do  it  now  V*  said  the  other 
quickly. 

"  Now  ?  Because  time  is  not  ripe  enough  for 
its  appearance.  During  the  last  two  years  I 
would  not  have  done  it,  for  every  difficulty  was 
in  the  way.  But  since  that  you  have  gained  a 
name,  and  if  you  promise  me  no  more  to  peril 
your  life  either  in  war  or  duels,  within  the  next 
four  months  I  can  perform  what  I  say/' 

"  It  is  strange  you  have  taken  such  an  inte- 
rest in  me,"  said  Philip  thoughtfully. 

"  Strange ! — no !  I  have  lived  in  this  hope 
for  the  last  three  and  twenty  years — ^have  spared 
him,  when  1  could  have  struck  him — have 
diecked  my  rage  that  I  might  gain  a  more 
bitter  revenge,  and  now  I  shall  strip  him — turn 
him  destitute  on  the  world,  and  then  I  can 
gloat  over  his  sufferings,  and  laugh  at  them. 
He  cannot  live  without  gold  and  character,"  and 
as  he  spoke,  Larcero's  brow  grew  dark,  his 
complexion  assumed  a  pale,  livid  hue,  and  strik- 
ing his  hand  upon  the  hilt  of  his   sword,  he 
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exclaimed  with  an  oath,  "  then  hell  cut  his  own 
throat  !" 

"  You  must  remember — "  said  Philip  asto- 
nished. 

"  I  remember  nothing,"  continued  Larcero, 
interrupting  him,  "  but  my  own  wrongs.  Your 
interests  may  be  served  while  I  revenge  them. 
Refuse  to  join  me,  and  you  remain  as  you  are." 

''  I  am  thine,"  answered  Philip,  who,  while 
he  resolved  to  obey  in  one  instance,  had  mentally 
determined  to  judge  and  act  for  himself  in 
another.  ''  I  am  thine,  and  thou  hast  the 
required  promise." 

"  You  are  under  my  protection,  then,"  said 
Larcero.  "  Sleep  soundly,  for  Genoa  holds  not 
the  man  that  dares  to  harm  you.    Good  night !" 
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CHAPTER  III. 

In  that  quiet,  luxurious  apartment  of  the 
Flesco  palace,  which  was  consecrated  to  elegance 
by  the  graces  and  beauty  of  the  Count's  young 
wife  and  her  sister, — the  latter  sat  alone.  The 
hour  was  approaching  noon,  and  yet  for  a  long 
time  past  had  Verona  remained  in  a  listless 
attitude  of  meditation.  Her  thick  brown  hair 
had  Men  forward  over  her  face,  which  was 
bent  down  upon  the  rich  carpet  of  Eastern 
manufacture  upon  which  one  small,  elegant  foot 
rested,  while  the  other  was  supported  upon  a 
velvet  covered  stool  ornamented  with  heraldic 
devices  of  the  House  of  the  Fieschi.  Her  arm 
rested  upon  her  knee,  and  her  right  hand,  the 
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long,  beautifully  rounded  fingers  almost  con- 
cealed in  the  tresses  of  her  luxuriant  hair,  sup- 
ported her  head.  The  furniture  of  the  apart- 
ment,  its  richness  and  graceful  elegance,  the 
subdued  light,  that  entered  through  the  panes 
of  stained  glass,  which  were  set  in  the  tall, 
narrow  windows  opposite  to  Verona ;  her  own 
quiet,  almost  unchanged  position,  gave  to  the 
place  an  air  of  dreamy  luxury,  as  if  it  were 
consecrated  to  the  sweetest  memories  of  the 
past,  or  hallowed  by  the  most  pleasing  conton- 
plations  of  the  fiiture.  Yet  Verona's  mind'was 
troubled  and  uneasy.  New  sensations  were 
wakened  in  her  hearty  and  were  now  becoming 
more  developed  before  her  anxious  and  wonder- 
ing eyes.  The  events  of  the  preceding  evening 
and  an  occurrence  of  that  morning, — a  visit  6com 
the  Venetian,  had  filled  her  mind  with  uneasy 
surmises. 

Verrina  in  his  visit  had  boldly  ap» 
preached  what  was  almost  forbidden.  Often 
before  had  he  complimented  her  beauty,  roi^ 
the  changes  upon  her  elegance  and  graces ;  but 
this  morning  he  had  spoken  to  the  point,  and 
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though  he  did  not  declare  his  love  or  demand 
her  hand,  yet  there  was  a  liberty  m  his  conver- 
sation, a  boldness  ahnost  approaching  to  open 
avowal,  which  made  her  expect  that  his  visit 
would  have  ended  with  at  least  a  dedaratbn  of 
attachment.  She  could  also  see  that  he  exercised 
no  common  control  over  the  Count,  and  while 
to  him  he  was  seemingly  as  usual,  attentive, 
conciliating,  she  could  remark  that  Fiesco  paid 
greater  attention  to  his  advice,  listened  to  him 
before  any  other,  and  during  the  last  few  days 
had  been  secreted  with  him  for  hours,  and 
strictly  then  denied  to  all  inquirers.  Annibal 
Balbi  also  caused  her  much  imeasiness.  He 
was  bold,  courageous,  but  haughty  with  pride 
of  fiimily,  the  glory  of  past  ancestry,  and  the 
enjoyment  of  present  power. 

Verona  knew  his  character  ;  but  she  did  not 
know,  though  frequently  the  suspicion  crossed 
her  mind,  that  he  would  guard  as  a  mastiff 
the  prize  he  could  not  enjoy,  and  while 
unable  to  touch  it  himself,  would  attempt  to 
keep  all  others  away  from  even  seeing  it.  Slowly 
and  sadly  these  various  thoughts  passed  through 

c  3 


34  THE  WILL;   OR, 

her  mind.  The  Venetian  she  did  not  like— nay, 
she  even  feared  him ;  and  when  she  recollected 
the  strange  resemblance  between  him  and 
Philip,  she  was  confused  by  conjectures  attempt- 
ing to  account  for  it.  As  to  the  young  soldier 
himself,  she  could  not  disguise  from  her  own 
heart  the  deep  impression  he  had  made  on  it 
She  could  not  forget  that  when  Annibal  Balfai 
asked  her  in  marriage,  it  was  the  memoiy  of 
Philip  that  most  operated  upon  her  in  refusing 
his  offer.  She  could  not  hide  from  herself  her 
pleasure  in  hearing  of  his  gallantry  and  enter- 
prize  ;  and  often,  in  the  secrecy  of  her  chambff, 
had  she  prayed  for  his  safety  and  success  in  the 
perils  of  war.  Absorbed  in  these  thoughts,  she 
did  not  hear  a  quick  step  approaching  the  apait- 
ment;  and  scarcely  did  she  notice  the  sudden 
bound  with  which  the  door  sprung  open,  almost 
joyous  in  itself,  as  if  the  insensible  wood  had 
become  animated,  and  partook  of  the  aoaotions 
of  the  being  that  touched  it. 

*'  Ha  !  Verona !  such  news — such  joyous 
news  !"was  said  in  the  dear,  sofUy,  musical 
tones  of  Fiesco's  young  wife,  as  gaily  she  sprung 
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towards  her  sister,  her  countenance  beaming 
with  pleasure  and  anticnpated  gaiety.  **  Such 
news,  my  Verona !" 

"  What  news,  dearest  sister  ?"  asked  Verona, 
surprized  at  her  animated  looks  and  the 
jdeasurable  evidences  of  her  happiness.  '*  What 
news  dost  speak  of?" 

^^Oh\  we  shall  have  no  more  quarrels,  no 
more  brawls  in  the  streets.  Luigi  and  the 
younger  Doria  met  about  an  hour  past  in  front 
cxf  the  Senate-house.  Luigi  spoke  to  him, 
lamented  the  past." 

"Indeed! — "  said  Verona,  slowly,  for  such 
humiliation  in  the  proud  Count  of  Lavagna 
seemed  to  her  suspicious ;  and  she  had  heard 
some  rumours  of  his  previous  negociation  with 
the  French. 

"  Yes,"  continued  Leonora ;  "  and  then  Gian- 
netino  offered  his  hand,  and  they  soon  became 
most  intimate  friends :  so  says  the  Signer  Ver- 
rina,  who  arrived  here  a  few  minutes  ago,  and 
informed  me  that  my  Lord  Doria  is  coming  now 
to  our  palace." 
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''  You  amaze  me,  truly,  my  dster,''  sud 
Verona.     *'  This  news  is  really  jdeasiDg." 

''HushV  exclaimed  the  'other,  intemiptiag 
her.  '*  I  hear  horses  in  the  oburt^yard,  and — '^ 
she  listened  for  a  moment  with  amdoiis  atten- 
tion :  "  Luigi's  voice !    They  are  come  1" 

She  had  stated  truly  the  occurrences  of  the 
morning ;  for,  in  order  to  advance  the  interests 
of  Aeir  combination,  it  had  been  proposed  thai 
the  Count  should  strive  to  gain  the  favour  of 
the  Donas,  and  lull  suspicion  by  pretendipg 
friendship.  Giannetino  was  amazed,  confounded; 
but  Fiesco  had  so  plausibly  addressed  him,  so 
deeply  lamented  the  past,  not  only  because  it 
estranged  two  such  powerful  nobles,  but  because 
it  might  be  prejudicial  to  the  interests  of  the  Re- 
public, that  Doria  could  not  reject  the  reoondlia- 
tion  thus  tendered,  and  both  on  the  instant 
became  seemingly  attached  friends ;  Doria,  in 
his  heart,  a  moment  after,  a  m'ore  bitter  enemy, 
and  Fiesco  a  more  powerful  opponent.  In  the 
fulness  of  their  apparent  reconciliation,  the  Count 
asked  Doria  to  his  palace ;  and  mpunting  their 
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horseSy  they  turned  in  that  direction,  greeted  as 
th^  went  along  by  the  loud  acclamations  of 
the  Genoese,  who  believed  they  saw  fut\ire  peace 
in  this  connexion. 

"  Now,  Verona,"  continued  the  other,  when 
a  servant  sent  by  the  Count  had  announced 
their  arrival  in  the  palace,  ''  wear  thy  most 
charming  smile,  for  we  must  throw  no  doud 
over  this  new  friendship.  I  wish,  for  thy  sake, 
my  Lord  Doria  was  not  yet  wedded." 

"  I  thank  thee,  sister,"  laughed  Verona ;  **  but| 
somehow,  he's  not  the  sort  of  mate  I  should 
choose  for  a  life-partner.  He  has  more  pride 
than  humility." 

'^  He's  settled,  damsel,  and  thou  thinkest  that 
thou  hast  a  right  to  ouU  faults  out  of  his  perfec- 
tions ;  but  were  he  still  single,  thou  mightest 
turn  ,his  vices  into  very  virtues,"  said  Leonora, 
jestingly. 

"  No,  indeed,"  replied  her  sister  with  a  smile ; 
*'  1  am  not  so  bent  on  marriage  as  to  take  the 
first  that  offers." 

"  True :  Annibal  Balbi  was  refused,"  observed 
Leonora. 
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''And  I  will  add  with  pain/'  said  Veroiut; 
"  for  I  love  Annibal  too  much  as  a  finend  to 
wish  to  hurt  his  feelings  when  he  heoomes  a 
lover." 

"  The  Signor  Verrina  comes  next.  He  too 
will  be  refused." 

''  When  he  asks,  he  shall :  but  I  do  not 
anticipate  that  honour/'  said  Verona,  in  a  firaii 
decided  tone. 

"  And,  somehow/'  smiled  Leonora,  "  I  think 
he  who  would  best  succeed  wiU  never  dare  to 
ask." 

"  What  mean  you,  Leonora  ?"  asked  Vcnmi, 
though  her  changing  colour,  her  tremulousneoi 
and  agitation,  betrayed  the  inutility  of  her  quefr- 
tion,  and  seemed  to  prove  that  she  too  ^ 
understood  the  purport  of  her  sister's  wordi- 
"  What  mean  you  ?" 

''  Ah,  Verona,  no  pretended  ignorance.  Hist! 
the  Doria." 

Verona  rose  trembling  and  ag;itated  from 
her  seat,  while  Leonora  stood  ready  to  noon 
her  visitors,  and  the  rustling  of  dresses,  iritt 
the  noise  of  spurs  and  swords,  announced  thor 
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approadL  The  door  wm  slowfy  (^Miedt  and 
Fieaoo  walked  fivwvd»  and  taking  GSannetino 
I>)na  by  the  hand,  led  him  to  his  wife.  Quiddy 
Dona's  eye  glanced  over  the'  apartment  Its 
loxuiiea  and  ^[dendour  appeared  to  have  re- 
freshed hb  former  enmity,  for  it  required  a 
powerful  effort  on  his  part  to  give  to  his  coun- 
teoance  a  diaracter  in  aooordance  with  his 
present  position  ;  and  bending  low  over  the 
.yoimg  wife's  hand,  so  as  to  conceal  his  feoe,  he 
respectfully  raised  it  to  his  lips.  But  the  ex- 
pression of  his  features  had  not  escaped  Verona. 

"This,"  she  murmured  to  herself,  "is  but 
hollow  friendship.  The  saints  prevent  its  lead- 
ing to  open  enmity !" 

"  It  is  long,''  said  Doria  to  Leonora,  '*  since  we 
have  first  met ;  and  I  regret  that  it  is  too  long 
since  I  last  had  the  honour  of  seeing  you  in  my 
Lord  Flesco's  palace.  But  our  visits  will  be  more 
frequent  in  future."  Then  turning  to  Verona, 
he  said,  "  I  greet  the  Lady  Verona,"  and  he 
Idssed  her  hand.  "  A  short  time  will  still  closer 
unite  us  all.     Not  long  since,"  he  added  with  a 
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smile,  ''  your  brother  Julius  passed  me.  He  was 
accompanied  by  my  Lord  Balbi.  Julius  seens 
gayer  than  the  summer's  flowers ;  the  Balbi 
more  mournful  than  the  solemn  cypress.  Dost 
know  the  cause  ?" 

"  In  truth,  noy"  answered  Leonora  for  ber 
sister,  who  remained  silent. 

"  Methmks/'  said  Fiesco  smiling,  *'  thoa 
touchest  upon  dangerous  ground.  Verrina, 
welcome !  My  Lord  Doria,  the  Signor  Verrini, 
a  noble  of  Venice  !*' 

"Wc  have  met  before,"  said  Doria,  cour- 
teously, '^  though  it  is  long  sinoe.  I  believe  «e 
were  both  guests  of  Signor  Lomellino's." 

''  The  Signor's  suppers  count  by  years,  nol 
months,''  said  Fiesco,  gaily. 

''  It  was  a  strange  night,''  observed  Leoaon, 
after  a  pause,  for  not  one  of  the  three  seemed 
inclined  to  mention  it  again.  Dcnia  grnr 
gloomy  ;  the  Venetian  pale  and  embairassed, 
and  Fiesco's  smile  disappeared.  *^  Report  told 
stories  that  appeared  incredible." 

*'  Yes,"  said  Fiesco,  quickly  recovering  from 
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the  rememhranoe  of  that  evening.  ^  A  cunning 
impostor  had  bribed  the  Signor's  domestics,  and 
imfaidden  became  his  guest'' 

*  A  deep  knave  !"  added  Verrina, 

**  Pshaw !  He  was  but  a  common  charlatan/' 
taid  Doria,  haughtily,  *'who  had  learned  the 
{irivate  history  of  some  of  the  great  names  of 
Genoa,  and  used  them  to  benefit  himself,  by 
cunningly  entrenching  his  knavery  behind  them." 

"  Yet,  it  is  said,"  remarked  Verona,  who 
had  studiously  listened  to  the  conversation,  and 
upon  whose  youthful  imagination  Castrucci's 
Idstory,  and  the  narrative  of  some  of  his  actions 
had  made  a  vivid  impression,  **  that  he  never 
cast  nativities,  or  told  destinies  like  those  com* 
mon  necromancers  and  astrologers  who  some- 
times visit  us ;  and  that  he  never  was  known 
to  receive  a  single  coin  for  any  thing  he  did." 
.  .  *'  It  is  but  a  report,"  and  Doria  laughed  in* 
credulously,  though  his  countenance  betrayed 
strong  internal  agitation.  **  But  a  report.  Lady, 
I  fear  without  much  foundation." 

"  Yes,"  said  Verrina,  "  such  knaves  do  not 
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live  on  air,  and  men  of  birth  and  fortune  nem 
turn  charlatans." 

"  There  might  be  reasons  would  tempt  them, 
Signor/'  said  Verona,  after  a  short  pause,  ''ra- 
sons  of  state,  or — " 

"  Love,  thou  wouldst  add,  Verona,"  replied 
Fiesco,  interrupting  her.  ^'The  saints  guvd 
thee !  but  it  is  wonderful  how  a  maiden's  held 
always  turns  to  this  most  important  and  interest- 
ing topic.'* 

"  Thou  art  a  most  scandalous  libeller,  Luigi," 
said  his  wife,  tapping  him  with  her  hand  ligbdf 
on  the  cheek,  '^  and  deservest  no  pardon.  Mj 
Lord  Doria,  and  Signor  Verrina,  to  the  rei- 
cuer 

"Through  a  thousand  perils  1"  exclaimed 
Doria,  laying  his  hand  on  his  hilt. 

''  And  1,"  added  the  Venetian,  folding  hii 
arms,  "have  but  to  be  commanded  to  olx;. 
The  Lady  Verona's  cause  is  sacred  in  my  eyes." 

"  Well,  fair  damsel,"  said  Fiesco,  "  I  rejdbe 
to  find  that  thou  canst  so  readily  find  deftndeni 
$nd  I  retract  my  libellous  assaiion.     Castnioei 
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diall  be  a  pinoe  in  disguise  if  thou  wiliest  it,  so 
let  him  pass.  My  Lord  Doria  consents  to  come 
to  our  revel  on  Monday,  and  so  would  his  noble 
tmde,  but  he  fears  to  venture  out  The  ni^t 
air  is  too  chilly  for  his  age.'' 

*'  Ah  !"  exclaimed  Leonora,  **  there  is  no 
guest  would  be  so  welcome.  Genoa  owes  her 
fiberty  to  his  bravery ;  the  people  their  rights, 
to  bis  generosity  "  and  her  countenance  sym- 
boiled  the  fedings  of  her  heart,  for  Doria  bowed 
low  to  her  as  she  i^ke,  and  evexi  Fiesco  forgot 
in  h^  speech  his  own  designs. 

"  My  unde,"  .  said  Doria,  "  would  never 
despair  of  Genoa,  when  he  knows  it  contains 
such  hearts.  He  will  never  plot  against  her 
liberties." 

"Nor  any  of  her  children,"  said  Fiesco 
Iquickly. 

"  And  those  who  like  me,"  observed  Ver* 
rina,  "do  not  belong  to  her,  now  too  much 
dread  to  oppose  her." 

"  She  must  be  prosperous  then,"  said  Doria. 
"Oh,   I    had   almost  forgotten — they  say  my 
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Lord  Annibal  Baibi  drew  his  sword  last  nigist 

in  the  dueUo  within  the  bounds  of  the  dtv." 

if 

"  Yes/'  replied  the  Venetian,  speaking  dovb 
and  fixing  his  eyes  resolutely  upon  Verom'i 
face ;  'Mt  is  reported  that  he  and  a  jDong 
soldier,  named  Philip  Calva — ^tny  Lord  Ilesoo 
knows  him — ^fought  last  night  in  the  vnmA 
above  the  Church  di  Carignano."  He  remofci 
his  eyes  from  Verona's  countenaaoe,  for  wtnt- 
ever  her  feelings  might  be,  by  neither  word  nor 
gesture  did  she  reveal  them ;  but  calm  and  tm- 
moved  did  she  listen  to  him,  like  any  statue, 
and  foiled  he  turned  towards  Fiesco. 

"  Why  should  they  quarrel?"  asked  tk 
latter. 

''  I  can  assign  no  better  reason  for  it,"  oob- 
tinued  Verrina,  "  it  is  a  foolish  costom." 

"And  must  be  stopped,"  said  Doria.  **! 
shall  see  into  it.  The  Balbis  .  are  powerfol 
their  interest  is  commanding,  and  Annibal  flfe 
But  this  soldier?" 

''  Should  be  also  safe,"  replied  Vaforn, 
speaking  in  a  hoarse,  tremulous  voioe.     "J^ 
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tioe  and  the  law  should  judge  the  aotioii,  not 
the  men." 

<' Indeed!"  said  Dma,  with  a  slight  sne^ 
culling  his  lip,  while  Verrina  drew  bade,  pale 
and  subdued,  and  Fiesoo  not  much  noticing 
die  cause,  praised  the  sentiment  His  wife 
akne  knew  its  meaning.  **  We  have  trespassed 
^  long  upon  your  privacy,  ladies,"  continued 
DmAi.  "  Adieu  for  the  present;  on  Monday  I 
shall  be  your  obedient  slave.'' 
.  "  Adieu,  my  Lord." 

''A  letter  for  the  Signor  Verrina,"  said  a 
servant,  and  as  the  Venetian  took  it  in  his 
hand,  the  blood  left  bis  cheek,  his  frame  shook 
for  a  moment,  but  with  one  great  effort  he 
oommanded  himself,  and  again  carelessly  glanc- 
ing over  the  superscription,  he  turned  to  take 
his  leave.  The  three  parted  at  Ilesco's  palace, 
the  Count  to  bis  own  apartment,  Doria  to  wait 
on  his  imde,  and  the  Venetian  to  visit  Signer 
Lomellino. 

The  Signor  Lomellino  was  at  home  to  receive 
him.  He  was  seated  in  that  cold,  dark  apart- 
ment of  his  palace,  in  which  he  passed  most  of 
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his  leisure  hours.  The  strong  box  was  open— 
a  number  of  doeiunents,  like  dying  depositioDs, 
apparently  signed  and  attested,  lay  before  hiin,aiid 
slowly  closing  the  box,  he  placed  them  on  it,q)Rid 
them  out,  read  them  leisurely  and  apparendf 
deliberately,  and  when  the  Venetian  was  anD0UD& 
ed,  by  some  strange  or  vulgar  fancy,  he  desind 
him  to  be  introduced  to  him  there.  On  hearing  b 
step,  he  quickly  gathered  up  the  papers,  deposital 
them  in  a  drawer  that  opened  with  a  spring 
and  drawing  over  to  him  an  old  wortf  oit 
account-book,  he  waited  his  presence.  Hv 
Venetian  strode  haughtily  into  the  apirtr 
ment. 

"  Signor,  these  letters — " 

"  Ah !"  exclaimed  Lomellino  interruptiDg  Udi 
"  Signor  Verrina,  I  am  glad  to  see  you.  Be 
seated,  there  is  a  chair.     Fray  be  seated" 

"  Pshaw  !"  said  Verrina  passionatdy,  "  €tm 
this  folly.  What  mean  these  letters,  this  one 
I  received  this  day  ?" 

"  Yes,  about  an  hour  past.  You  ask  tss 
meaning ;  are  you  ready  to  perform  the  con- 
ditions of  the  first  ?" 
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''  No — by  the  saints  you  must  be  mad !" 

«*  I  think  not  Read  that  papor/'  and  he 
placed  before  him  one  closely  written.  **  It  will 
explain  the  reasons  of  my  demand." 

^  i  may  read  to  satisfy  mysdf  of  your  foDy/' 
and  Verrina,  taking  up  the  document,  and 
beginning  to  peruse  it.  But  though  prepared  for 
mnch — more  than  satisfied  of  the  other's  power 
iqxMi  a  peculiar  point,  he  was  staggered  and 
CDofused  by  the  statement  before  him.  His 
iMOid  shook,  his  breathing  became  hoarse  and 
fltifled,  his  eyes  multiplied  the  characters,  and 
he  was  but  recalled  to  a  sense  of  his  position 
by  a  low,  half-smothered  laugh.  *'  Thus,"  he 
exclaimed  furiously,  rising  firom  his  seat,  and 
i^treating  a  few  steps,  '*  perishes  this  record !" 
and  he  tore  it  into  a  thousand  pieces. 

**  Good,"  said  Lomellmo  calmly, ''  I  suspected 
such  would  be  its  fate.  It  was  useless  though. 
The  proofs,  Signor,  the  proofs  live  1" 

"  What  mean  you  ?" 

"  This !"  said  Lomellino,  in  the  excitement  of 
the  moment,  and  he  touched  the  spring,  drew 
forth  the  drawer,  and  held  up  the  documents 


48  THE  WILL;   OR, 

to  the  Venetian.  "  See ;  no  nearer,  Sig 
These  do  not  share  the  feite  of  the  fa 
They  are  my  proofs/* 

"  Well,"  replied  Verrina  calmly,  as  Lorn 
again  placed  them  in  the  drawer ;  and  um 
did  the  Venetian  watch  him,  scan  the  a 
ment,  and  look  out  from  the  window  to  en 
its  position.  '^  Well,  you  niay  be  rigt 
wrong,  but  now  I  cannot  oonunaad  this  m< 
In  a  week — say  a  week  ?" 

"  That  is  like  business,"  observed  Lomd 
gleefully  rubbing  his  hands.     "  Give  me  a  1 
for  the  sum,  and  I  remit  the  payment  for 
time." 

'<  Write,  and  I  shaU  sign,"  said  Ven 
and  whilst  Lomellino  drew  up  the  neoes 
instrument,  the  Venetian  dropped  his  hoc 
if  buried  in  thought,  and  when  the  fM 
was  presented  to  him,  he  instantly  signed 
Rising,  he  approached  the  door.  "Has  : 
Lord  Fiesco  asked  you  to  his  revel  fbrM< 
day  next?" 

*'  Yes,"  answered  LomeUino. 
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'<  I  shall  pay  this  money  the  day  after ;  and 
marie  me,  Signor,  I  will  double  the  simi  for  those 
documents." 

"  That,  Signor,  is  an  afl«r  consideration/' 
jepli^  LomeDino  with  a  crafty  smile. 


YOL.   II. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Philip  had  during  his  residence  in  Genoa, 
and  since  his  return  from  the  wars,  lived  almost 
with  the  Count.  The  more  the  latter  saw  rf 
him,  the  more  he  felt  inclined  to  like  him.  He 
found  him  sincere  and  generous.  His  bravery 
had  obtained  him  rank  and  station.  Guino 
Spinola's  frank  nature  assimilated  with  his  owd; 
Annibal  Balbi  seemed  to  have  forgotten  «11 
hostile  intentions,  and  by  the  influence  of  his 
friends,  the  breach  of  law  against  the  State  wtf 
hushed ;  though  the  cause  of  their  quarrel  wis 
unknown,  many  surmised  it — none,  save  Venma, 
touched  the  truth.  Yet  amidst  all  this  favour, 
and  the  noble  society  which  Philip  now  enjoyed, 
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he  never  forgot  Jerome  Varras,  nor  turned  his 
back  upon  him ;  and  on  the  morning  of  Monday, 
the  day  of  the  revel  at  the  Flesco  palace,  he  pro- 
ceeded to  Jerome's  residence. 

"Ha  !  Signer  Calva!"  exclaimed  the  worthy 
little  draper  seeing  him,  and  jumping  over  his 
counter  to  meet  him. 

"  Nay,  Jerome,"  said  Philip,  "  I  will  have 
nothing  to  do  with  thee.  Signer,  indeed !  I  am 
Philip,  or  nobody." 

"  Well,  well,"  replied  Jerome,  "  I  won't  quar- 
rel, Phil,  on  that  score.  How  did  the  velvet 
make  up  ?  I  fear  for  it ;  but  amongst  the  fittings 
for  this  revel,  I  do  not  see  any  more  becoming. 
My  dame  says  it  was  made  for  thee." 

"A  declaration  I  will  not  take  from  thee," 
said  Philip  gaily.     "  How  does  she  ?" 

"She  can  talk  as  much  as  ever,"  replied 
Jerome,  throwing  open  the  little  door  that  led 
from  the  shop  to  the  sitting  room,  "  and  there 
she  is  to  answer  for  herself." 

"  Signer  Calva,"  exclaimed  the  young  dame, 
thus  introduced,  "  do  not  heed  him,  for  he  can 

D  2 
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talk  for  both  of  us,  and  is  mischievous  to 
boot." 

"  True,  Mistress  Varras/'  said  Philip,  shakbg 
her  hand.  "  Don't  mind  his  folly,  for  he  has 
not  forgotten  it  yet.  How  fare  you  ?  Wearied 
to  death  with  preparation  for  this  evcsung's 
revel?" 

"No,  indeed.  Our  business  has  been  fair 
enough^  but  the  nobles  are  not  so  extravagant 
as  they  once  were.  They  become  caudoas, 
and  there  are  now  two  drapers  for  one  ten  yeazs 
ago.     I  hope  the  velvet  answers  ?'* 

"  Why,"  answered  Philip  with  a  smile,  "  as 
yet  I  have  hardly  given  it  a  thought ;  other  and 
more  important  matters  press  upon  my  atten- 
tion, and,  not  having  been  able  to  see  Jerome 
these  two  days  past,  I  called  during  the  first  lei- 
sure momciit." 

"  Yesterday  the  Lady  Verona  was  here,"  said 
Mistress  Varras,  ''  and  I  thought  she  lodod 
rather  pale.  She  has  ordered  many  things  &r 
this  evening's  entertainment,  and  brought  here 
the  Lady  Mileta  Doria,  who  is  about  being  mar- 
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Tied  to  her  brother,  Julius  Cibo.  There  ¥nD  be 
rare  sport  this  evening  at  the  palace.  All 
the  masks  that  Jerome  brought  were  sold  yes- 
terday/' 

''  I  am  glad  at  your  getting  a  good  share  of 
business,"  replied  Philip,  ''  and  where  I  can 
speak  for  you,  there  will  be  no  want  of  good  in- 
tentions. I  am  on  my  way  to  the  White 
Cross,   and    I    looked    in    to    see    how    you 

"  You  see,  we're  all  well,"  said  Jerome,  pop- 
ping in  his  head  to  answer,  after  serving  a  cus- 
tomer. "  We're  all  well,  and  Mistress  Varras 
was  saying  something  about  a  haunch  of  venison 
that  came  last  Saturday  from  her  brother,  who 
Kves  beyond  the  mountain, — ^what  would  you 
to  taste  it  ?"  and  the  draper  laughed  gaily  at  his 
own  question. 

"  Rather  what  would  you  give  for  the  com- 
pany of  a  full  grown  captaih  of  horse  ?  you  churl. 
A  scurvy  draper!"  and  he  paused.  ^^Heigho^ 
Jerome,  I  think  I  should  have  been  happier,  had 
I  stood  by  the  shop." 

"  Body  o'me !  No,  man,"  said  Varras.  "  Not 
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happier,  Phil !  Your  spirit  was  not  moulded  for 
tapes  and  buckram,  sarcenet  and  kersey.  No, 
no,  stop  and  try  the  venison." 

"  I  must  refuse  to-day,  Jerome,  for  several 
other  matters  daim  my  attention  ;  and  I  shall  be 
hard  worked  to  have  all  prepared  before  1  may 
go  to  the  Count's  palace," 

"  WeD,  weD,  it  can't  be  helped.  Venison  is 
the  better  for  being  a  day  or  so  old  ;  and  this 
will  keep,  since  I'm  determined  that  you  taste 
it." 

"Agreed,"  said  Philip  frankly.  "On  the 
morrow  Til  look  in,  and  we'll  settle  the  day," 
and  bidding  both  good  morning,  he  proceeded 
to  the  hosteby  of  the  "  White  Cross."  On  the 
way  he  met  Guino  Spinola  and  the  Venetian. 
The  latter  was  pale  and  haggard — ^almost  wild 
looking;  while  it  would  seem  from  Guino's 
laugh,  that  he  was  amusing  him  by  some  tak  of 
the  day.  At  his  own  lodging,  he  encountered  the 
Signer  Lomellino,  but  they  met  and  separated 
again  without  much  conversation. 

Most  of  the  church  clocks  had  tolled  seven, 
when  Philip  dressed  in  the  suit  of  velvet  which 
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Jerome  had  fanded  for  him,  and  his  mistress  de- 
clared would  in  reality  match  his  complexion, 
made  his  appearance  at  the  door  of  the  *'  White 
Cross."  Young  and  decidedly  handsome,  his 
figure  good,  and  his  carriage  that  of  the  sol- 
dier, the  mistress  of  the  hostelry  was  completely 
enchanted  with  him,  and  in  her  present  mood  he 
might  have  easily  obtained,  as  a  partner  for  life, 
the  buxom  widow  with  her  snug  business. 
Wrapping  his  doak  round  him  so  as  to  conceal 
his  dress,  he  proceeded  to  the  Count's  palace. 
The  streets  through  which  he  passed  bore  evi- 
dence  of  the  intended  revel,  for  he  was  jostled 
by  foot  passengers,  serving-men,  and  the  lum- 
bering litters  of  the  period,  all  proceeding  to  the 
palace.  As  he  approached  nearer,  men  with 
torches  were  placed  at  convenient  distances  to 
light  the  way,  and  there  was  the  squabbling  of 
servants  and  horse-boys ;  the  clamour  of  oaths ; 
the  rattling  of  the  pikes  and  arms  of  some  sol- 
diers of  the  city  company  marshalled  to  keep 
order;  and  the  deep,  sullen  roll  of  the  rude 
wheels  of  the  heavy  equipages  used  by  the  high 
nobles  of  the  city. 
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Philip  threaded  his  way  as  leisurely  as  he  could 
through  the  tumult  and  contention  of  men  and 
horses,  and  as  he  approached   the  gate  (rf'the 
palace,  there  was  a  shout  of,  "  way  there,  malcp 
room  for  my  Lord  Doria,"  and  a  large  carriage, 
the  silken  curtains  drawn  dose  round  it,  yvbs 
driven  rapidly  forward,  and  as  it  stopped,  Gian- 
netino  Doria  sprung  out     On  being  reoognisei 
he  was  greeted  by  the  cheers  of  the  crowd,  and 
Philip  thought  that  he  seemed  pale  and  care- 
worn.    As  Doha's  doak  was  a   little   thrown 
back  when  he  was  assisting  his  sister  and  wift 
out  of  the  carriage,  he  could  also  recognize  thai 
his  sword  was  slightly  out  of  its  sheath ;  and 
some  stir  behind  and  pushing  forward  upon  the 
pike-men,  who  guarded  the  entrance  forming  an 
avenue  for  the  guests  to  pass  through,  seemed 
to  alarm  him,  for  he  instantly  dutdied  the  wo- 
pon,  and  looked  eagerly  and  anxiously  itHind 
him.     In  a  few  minutes  he  passed  on,  and  as 
the  carriage  drove  away,  another  took  its  plaoe, 
followed  by  running  footmen,  bearing  the  cog^ 
nizance  of  the  Durazzo  family.  The  young  sddier 
drew  back  in  the  crowd,  for  the  scene  was  new 
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to  him,  and  he  wished  to  ndte  more  of  the  arri- 
vals before  he  entered  the  palace.  A  man  richly 
dressed,  for  his  large  cloak  could  not  hide  alto- 
gether the  splendour  of  his  attire,  and  masked, 
approached  after  the  Durazzos  had  ent^^,  and 
Philip  through  mask  and  dress  could  recognize 
tiie  Venetian.  His  step  was  slow  and  deter- 
ouned;  Signer  Lomellino  came  next^  and  both 
ent^^  together.  All  the  diief  nobles  of  Genoa, 
their  wives  and  daughters,  and  near  relations, 
came  crowding  forward,  and  many  of  the  leading 
butchers  had  also  been  invited.  For  nearly  an 
hour  they  had  been  coming  forward  in  one  con- 
tinuous stream,  and  Philip  was  so  placed,  behind 
the  pikemen,  that  he  could  easily  watch  them 
and  catch  the  features  of  those  unmasked ;  for 
the  place  by  the  light  of  lamps  and  torches  was 
dear  as  noon.  Annibal  Balbi,  who  was  amongst 
the  last  he  noticed,  came  alone.  He  was  care- 
worn and  careless  in  his  dress,  and  when  he  had 
entered,  Philip  moved  from  his  position  to  fol- 
low him. 

''  Back,  my  master,"  exclaimed  one  of  the 
pikemen,  when  Philip  approached.    *^  Back,  and 
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do  not  block  up  tiie  way,"  and  as  the  young 
soldier  pressed  forward  disregarding  the  warning, 
the  speaker  laid  his  hand  roughly  upon  his  shodi- 
der. 

"  You  mistake,"  said  Philip  calmly.  "  It  is 
my  wish  to  go  forward." 

"Ay,  ay,"  was  uttered  in  the  hoarse,  lui^ 
voice  of  Larcero.  '^  Hands  off,  my  man,  and 
let  the  Signor  pass,"  and  then  adding  in  an  under 
tone,  he  continued  :  "  No  brawling,  nephew, 
since  you  see  I'm  at  your  back,"  and  Philip,  tbe 
man  having  instantly  obeyed  Laroero,  entered  the 
palace-yard. 

A  thousand  lights  gleamed  through  the  gar- 
dens of  the  palace,  while  the  building  itself  from 
the  ground  to  the  roof  seemed  to  be  dotbed 
with  the  splendour  of  the  noon-day  sun.  The 
portico  supported  by  Corinthian  pillars  of  the 
purest  marble,  was  wreathed  with  every  flower 
then  in  bloom,  and  numbers  of  snudl  lamps, 
variegated  in  colour,  were  hidden  amongst  the 
leaves  of  the  flowers,  emitting  a  partial,  change- 
able light  that  strongly  contrasted  with  the  Uair 
above  it.     Liveried  lackeys,   their   surooats  of 
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vdvet  richly  blazoned  with  the  arms  of  the 
Count's  family,  waited  at  the  entrance  to  receive 
the  guests,  and  lined  the  passage  to  the  foot  of 
the  marble  staircase  that  led  to  the  rooms  where 
Fiesco  and  his  wife  remained  for  their  company. 
Through  the  palace  gardens,  Philip  could  see 
multitudes  of  people,  their  gaily  coloured  dresses 
glittering  in  the  lights  suspended  from  the  trees 
and  could  hear  the  low,  musical  laugh  of  fair 
dames  and  maidens  answered  by  the  more  bois- 
terous uproar  of  their  male  companions.  The 
scene  seemed  full  of  life  and  pleasure.  The 
moving  masses  of  the  people  that  were  spread 
through  the  gardens ;  the  calm  serene  beauty  of 
the  evening ;  the  various  colours  here  and  there 
reflected  under  the  lamps ;  the  lovely  strains  of 
music  from  the  bands  in  the  immediate  vicinity 
of  Philip's  position ;  and  the  softer,  more  mel- 
lowed tones  of  those  more  distant,  all  these 
objects  of  sight  and  hearing  presented  to  him  a 
new  picture  of  life  from  which  his  previous  exis- 
tence and  his  military  adventures  had  up  to  this 
time  separated  him.  He  turned  from  its  pre- 
sent  contemplation,   and   ascended  the  marble 
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staircase.  In  a  small  ante-room,  he  found  the 
higher  domestics  of  the  house,  dressed  in  a 
gorgeousness  of  livery  that  seemed  profuse  ex- 
travagancy. One  of  them  advanced  to  take  his 
doak,  and  while  Philip  thought  the  &oe  was  ne« 
to  him,  he  could  not  help,  for  the  moment,  re- 
marking that  there  was  something  forbiddiiig 
and  repulsive  in  its  expression.  He  passed  on, 
and  the  circumstance  then  quitted  his  memonr. 
The  door  of  the  apartment  which  he  now 
approached  was  thrown  open  on  his  presenting 
himself,  and  exhibited  to  his  view  a  spectadp 
novel  and  imposing.  It  was  densely  crowded 
with  the  highest  fieimilies  of  Genoa.  Her  noUes, 
her  statesmen,  her  high  and  wealthy  citizens, 
were  all  represented  in  that  apartment  by  the 
greatest  names  of  their  separate  orders;  vet 
amongst  them  all  there  was  no  one  superior  in 
personal  appearance  to  the  Coimt,  none  er 
celling  the  modest  diffidence  and  fuU  beauty  of 
his  wife,  or  the  quiet,  maidenly  gracefulness  of 
her  sister.  Flumes  waved,  and  dresses  sparkkd 
with  gold  and  jeweb,  for  the  treasures  of  natiiR> 
the  skill  of  the  artizaUi  the  choicest  products  of 
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the  loom  had  all  been  sought  and  lavished  in 
the  decorations  of  those  present.  The  Coiint 
stood  near  the  door,  surrounded  by  a  glittering 
party  of  nobles  and  Senators;  but  on  seeing 
Philip  enter,  he  immediately  turned  towards  him, 
exclaiming  : 

''  Welcome  I  my  gallant  Captain.  My  Lord 
Durazzo,  Captain  Philip  Calva  I  My  Lord  Leone, 
you  are  a  soldier  like  my  friend,"  and  catching 
Giannetino  Doria's  eye,  he  instantly  added,  *'  Cap- 
tain Calva  can  obtain  no  more  powerful  patron 
than  a  Doria." 

**  Nor,"  muttered  Doria  to  himself,  while  he 
smiled  a  greeting  to  the  soldier,  "  a  more  im- 
placable enemy,"  adding  aloud,  ^'Signer,  you 
may  command  my  services  as  the  friend  of  the 
Count  of  Lavagna." 

Philip  bowed,  and  expressed  his  thanks.  The 
elder  Durazzo  renewed  his  conversation;  the 
group  was  again  falling  into  its  previous  atti- 
tude, when  Fiesco  signalled  to  Verona,  and 
taking  Philip  by  the  hand,  led  him  towards 
her. 

''  Verona,  Signer  Calva  will  need  thy  assist^ 
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to  the  gardens,  now  not  so  densely  crowded  a& 
when  he  first  arrived.  He  sought  solitude ;  and 
separating  himself  fix)m  those  who  thronged  the 
avenues,  he  struck  into  a  little  bye-path,  that  led 
to  a  small  Roman  temple,  placed  above  an 
artificial  lake,  and  entmng  it,  he  threw  himsdf 
into  a  niched  seat,  whose  shade  completely  con- 
cealed his  person,  while  it  gave  him  a  view  of 
those  who  passed,  or  entered  it.  The  ooobess 
of  the  place,  its  calm  sedusion,  allayed  the 
feverish  feelings  of  his  mind,  and  he  was  begin- 
ning to  look  steadfastly  upon  his  present  posi- 
tion, when  the  gentle  fall  of  careful  footsteps 
roused  him,  and  before  he  could  move,  two  men 
entered  the  building.  The  light  of  an  adjacent 
lamp  streamed  down  upon  their  faces,  and  be 
instantly  recognized  Giannetino  Doria  and  the 
domestic  whose  forbidding  countenance  had 
attracted  his  attention,  when  on  entering  the 
palace  he  had  delivered  him  his  doak.  Though 
not  inclined  to  pry  into  secrets,  this  seemed  a 
strange  combination  of  persons;  and  when  he 
heard  Doria's  voice,  as  he  spoke  harshly  and 
abruptly,  and  remembered  his  former  enmitv  to 
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-the  Count,  he  remained  where  he  was,  and  pre- 
served the  greatest  silence. 

"  In  an  hour,"  said  Doria  quickly,  "  they  wiH 
sup.  The  Seneschal  has  appointed  you  to  wait 
upon  this  miserable  Fiesco,  and  when  he  de- 
mands a  goblet  or  glass,  two  drops  of  this  wiH 
lie  in  the  bottom  unperoeived.  Two  drops  will 
rid  me  of  this  man  for  ever." 

"  I  may  be  detected,"  observed  the  servant. 

"Not  unless  you  be  wilfully  stupid.  But 
even  if  you  are,  be  silent.  The  power  of  the 
Donas  can  preserve  you.     Do  you  fear  ?" 

"No.  I  do  not  dread  consequences,  but  I 
tremble  at  mistakes.  They  may  even  command 
me  to  taste  the  wine  ?" 

.  "  Here  then,"  said  Doria,  "  is  an  antidote  that 
never  fails,"  and  he  drew  from  his  breast  a  small 
gold  box,  fpr  it  sparkled  brilliantly  in  the  h'ght. 
*'  You  need  not  fear  with  this  in  your  possession. 
Be  ftithfiil  and  successful.  Four  thousand 
crowns  for  success !" 

"And  for  failure?" 

"  Nothing,"  answered  the  other,  harshly. 
"  Do  you  make  the  venture  ?" 
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The  domestic  paused  for  some  seconds.  ''1^ 
reward,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  "  is  a  greai 
one.  Yet,"  he  added  aloud,  "  if  I  succeed,  ws 
Lord,  what  security  for  its  payment  ?" 

"Security,"  reiterated  Doria  sternly.  "My 
word,  knave,  should  be  most  fitting  security.** 

"  In  any  other  business  it  might.  But  not  in 
this." 

"  Well,"  answered  Doria  cooler  and  less  pas- 
sionately, "  you  shall  have  security ;"  and  as  tk 
other  seemed  satisfied,  more  words  passed 
between  them  which  Philip  could  not  hear,  bit 
he  saw  Doria  place  in  the  man's  hands  a  smiE 
phial,  and  the  box  containing  the  antidote.  Ther 
left  the  temple  and  departed ;  Doria  to^ranis 
the  palace  ;  the  other  along  the  borders  of  dK 
lake. 

Philip's  mind  was  instantly  made  up,  and 
with  the  rapidity  of  thought  and  execntioB 
learned  best  in  the  perils  and  vissitudes  of  wir, 
he  paused  until  Doria  was  out  of  sight,  tbeo 
followed  the  servant,  whose  embroidered  dres 
made  him  conspicuous  as  he  proceeded  hj  die 
edge  of  the  water.     He  had  gained  the  firthest 
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extremity  of  the  lake,  when  Philip  reached 
him. 

"  Ho,  my  master  1"  exclaimed  Philip,  striking 
him  heavily  upon  the  shoulder,  *'  thou  hast  two 
articles  upon  thy  person  which  must  be  instantly 
transferred  to  mine,  or  by  the  saints !  Ill  drive 
this  weapon  through  thy  carcase,  until  it  has 
more  holes  in  it  than  a  miller's  sieve." 

"  Signer,  I — I,"  and  the  man  looked  at  him 
in  terrified  astonishment,  his  harsh,  repulsive 
features  being  rendered  still  more  loathsome  by 
the  infection  of  the  fear  that  now  tainted  them. 

"You  don't  understand  me?  Rather  thou 
would'st  not.  But  give  me  a  small  gold  box 
ifaou  earnest  on  thy  person,  and  a  glass  phial, 
both  of  which  you  received  not  five  minutes  past, 
or  I  do  as  I  have  said.  Save  thy  life  and  forfeit 
the  crowns." 

"I  have  neither,"  said  the  other  doggedly, 
and  approaching  nearer  the  water  as  he  spoke. 

"  Back,  knave,  back  I"  angrily  exclaimed 
Hiilq).  "  Move  hand  or  foot,  unless  to  give 
Xne  what  I  ask,  and  not  all  the  Donas  in  Genoa 
can  save  thy  life.  Deliver  up  both,  and  thou 
art  safe.     Refiise — " 
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moment,  made  a  sudden  rush,  and  darting 
quickly  amongst  the  trees  that  grew  thick  beside 
them,  he  had  disappeared  before  Philip  could 
torn  to  pursue,  much  less  overtake  him. 

"The  rascal  I"  muttered  the  young  soldier, 
when  he  then  saw  the  inutility  of  pursuit, 
without  raising  an  alarm,  which  he  did  not 
wish  to  create.  "  He  has  escaped  this  time, 
but  let  him  cross .  me  again,  and  I  shall  not 
forget  his  face.  It  is  not  one  difficult  to  re- 
member. There  will  be  no  death  this  night, 
and  this  truce  is  what  I  deemed  it,  a  hollow 
one !"  and  pursuing  these  reflections,  he  again 
entered  the  palace. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


Suppers  have  been  eaten  in  all  times.  Per- 
haps they  afford  the  most  agreeable  refection  ibr 
humanity  —  perhaps  the  hour,  now  certainly 
rather  later  than  it  was  two  hundred  years  ago, 
for  their  enjoyment ;  perhaps  their  being  looked 
upon  more  as  a  pleasure  than  a  positive  neotf- 
sity,  incline  mankind  to  consider  them  as  tk 
most  delightful  of  all  meals.  BreakGftst  is  i 
matter  of  necessity  ;  dinner  frequently  prodwes 
a  pleasant  re-union.  But  a  man  does  not  think 
he  lives  unless  he  dines.  It  is  a  bona  fde  sun 
qua  non  repast,  a  necessary  support,  not  an 
agreeable  superfluity. 
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Supping  is  like  going  to  the  theatre.  A  man 
"  lives,  moves,  and  has  his  being,"  though  his 
^es  never  have  contemplated  the  expression  of 
fell  passion  in  Kean,  the  splendour  of  female 
intellect  in  Siddons,  the  power  of  comedy  in 
Farren,  or  the  pathos  and  wit  of  lamented 
Power.  These  are  luxuries  which  if  seen  once 
in  a  twelvemonth,  he  treasures  as  dear  remims- 
oences,  yet  does  not  find  them  necessary  to  exis- 
tence. So  it  is  with  a  supper.  We  can  live 
without  it,  yet  we  look  back  to  the  last  one,  as 
something  worthy  of  being  remembered,  forward 
to  our  next  invitation  as  an  event  promising  a 
night  of  pleasure.  The  Romans  idolized  suppers. 
They  have  kept  pace  with  refinement,  and  that 
era  in  the  history  of  France  most  remarkable 
for  intellect  and  power,  was  literally  an  age  of 
suppers. 

We  return  to  Philip.  When  he  entered  the 
palace,  it  was  all  in  commotion.  The  supper 
room  had  been  thrown  open,  and  the  guests 
were  hurrying  to  it.  He  carefully  scrutinized 
the  countenances  oi  the  servants,  but  he  did  not 
see  the  one  who  had  quitted  him  in  the  gardens. 
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the  young  nobles,  formed  a  knot  about  the 
centre  of  the  table,  and  Philip  could  only  remark 
that  Verona's  eye  was  frequently  directed  to  his 
own  position;  but  it  always  bent  before  his 
glance,  as  if  afraid  to  meet  it. 

"  Ah !"  exclaimed  Lomellino,  to  the  Vene- 
tian opposite  to  him,  "  pledge  me  in  this 
Cyprus,  to  our  next  meeting,"  and  he  laughed 
gaUy. 

•'  Yes,"  said  the  Venetian  abruptly,  his  tone 
even  jarring  upon  Lomellino's  dull  ear.  "  Our 
next  meeting  and  success  !" 

"  Always  success !"  muttered  Lomellino. 
"  Signer  Calva,  we  drink  Signor  Verrina's 
hope — success." 

"  To  what,  Signor  ?"  asked  Guino  Spinola, 
who  had  heard  the  word,  and  marvelled  at  it  in 
Lomellino's  mouth.     "  To  what,  may  I  ask  ?" 

"  Our  next  meeting,"  answered  Verrina 
quickly. 

"  If  it  be  added,  that  we  should  meet  here," 
said  Guino  carelessly,  "  I  second  the  wish ;  but 
methought  the  Signor  spoke  of  the  Liomellino 
palaoe." 

VOL.  n.  E 
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moulding,  richly  gilded,  ran  along  the  sides  of 
the  room,  both  above  and  below.  Pictures, 
fortunes  in  themselves  even  then,  hung  from 
the  walls.  Statues,  when  the  art  was  progress- 
ing from  infancy  to  a  vigorous  manhood,  were 
placed  throughout  the  apartment,  and  all  the 
refinements  and  luxuries  of  the  age  found  a 
place  in  it  Genoa  was  then  famed  for  female 
beauty,  and  Philip's  eye  wandered  from  counte- 
nance to  countenance,  at  last  to  rest  upon  the  • 
features  of  Verona,  for  in  all  the  varied  loveli- 
ness of  the  scene,  none  appeared  to  him  to  have 
the  charms  of  face  she  possessed.  Once  he 
caught  her  eye ;  its  expression  was  sad,  though 
still  kind. 

"  She  repents  of  the  past !"  he  muttered  to 
himself,  then  as  he  turned  away,  he  met  the 
glance  of  the  Venetian  bent  angrily  upon 
him. 

"  Methinks,"  said  Verrina  slowly,"  Captain, 
that  the  &ir  Lady  Beatrice  Dura^o  has  charmed 
thy  heart,"  and  he  spoke  loud  enough  to  at- 
tract Leone's,  her  brother's  attention. 

"  Soldiers  without  fortune  or  rank  are  low 
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errest.     The  sword  make 
fortune.     I  drink  to  thee 
"  My  Lord,"  answered 
"  you  claim  my  thanks ; 
times  I  may  show  that  I  i 
Verrina  bit  his  lips. 
•  campaign  under  the  FVer 
^var  is  the  best  teacher  c 
Calva,   wilt  impart  the  1 
rience  ?" 

"  To  be  thi-owo  away !" 
laugh. 

"  Or  improved  upon,"  a 
dninken  gravity. 

"  Rather  to  be  misused," 
The  Count  Fiesco's  tab! 


*■__ 
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effects  of  the  wine  were  visible  in  his  manner, 
his  reddened  dtill  countenance,  the  want  of 
expression  in  his  looks,  and  the  tremulousncss 
of  his  speech. 

Verrina  regarded  Philip  sternly.  Lomellino 
with  a  look  of  strange  interest ;  then  drawing  to 
himself  the  wine,  he  drank  a  goblet  full  of 
it. 

I%ilip  noticed  him  for  a  moment,  then  again 
turned  in  the  direction  of  Verona,  for  he  feared, 
that  perhaps  the  person,  whom  he  had  pre- 
viously heard  converse  with  Doria  in  the  garden, 
might  return,  and  in  the  general  confusion 
attendant  upon  such  a  nuniber,  do  what  the 
bitter  required  and  then  escape.  But  he  did 
not  appear ;  and  in  Doria's  abstracted  manner, 
the  vacancy  of  bis  look,  and  the  disconnected 
style  of  his  speech,  for  many  eyes  were  frequently 
bent  upon  him,  drawn  by  the  vagueness  of  his 
replies  to  most  questions,  he  saw  that  the  plan 
had  miscarried. 

At  a  signal,  when  the  supper  had  finished, 
the  company  rose,  a  grace  was  pronounced,  and 
again  all  were  in  motion. 


ward.  «  MUeta,  my  Lo 
hand;  wife,  thou  shalt  fii 
LordBalbi.  The  Lady  F 
my  suit." 

"  And  the  fair  Verona, 
"  to  mine." 

"  Signer  Calva,"  exdaii 
the  young  soldier  advanc. 
a  partner." 

"  I  seek  speech  with  the 
^^    Philip,    placing   his 

"Speech  with  thee  on  a  ma 
and  his  earnest  manner  i 
Count's  attention. 

"Come  hither,  my   fiie 
Resco,  drawing  Philip  towt 
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He  then  related  the  occurrences  to  which  he 
had  been  the  unseen  witness  in  the  gardens, 
not  yet,  however,  mentioning  the  names  of  the 
parties. 

"  Ah !"  exclaimed  Fiesco  with  a  mournful 
bitterness  of  tone  and  manner,  as  he  graduaOy 
recovered  from  the  surprise  of  this  intelligence, 
*'  thou  leavest  me  blind  to  the  most  important 
part  of  thy  oommimication.  The  names,  Signor, 
the  names — '* 

"  The  contriver  of  the  scheme  was  Giannetino 
Doria." 

"  Indeed  1" — said  Fiesco  slowly. 

"  The  other  a  lackey  in  your  own  livery, 
whose  name  I  know  not,  but  his  countenance 
spoke  murder.'' 

"  A  forbidding-looking  knave,  who  three  days 
ago  was  taken  into  my  service  at  the  earnest 
recommendation  of  my  Lord  Dona.  The  greater 
criminal  must  now  escape,  the  other  will  find 
Genoa  too  small  for  him.  My  grateful  thanks 
are  due  to  thee,  Signor,  but  let  me  intreat  that 
in  this  business  thou  wilt  be  silent  as  the  grave. 
Thine  own  safety  demands  it,  for  Doria  might 


logetJier  left  the  cabinet, 

compliance  with  his  reqi 

Fiasco  passed  through 

who  still  thronged  the 

conidors,  untD  he  came 

which  they  were  dancing. 

jest,  a  remark  for  all.     7 

the  merchant,  afl  receivec 

"  Signor,"  he  said,  ad. 

care-worn  looking  man.  „ 

been  thirty,  but  he  looked 

a»  hk  bright  eye,  his  high 

the    resUess    glance,     tha'i 

motions,  was  the  evidence 

genius,—"  the  school  of 

Thy  feme  has  travelled  to  R 
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with  earnest  eye  the  various  persons  before  him, 
as  if  in  the  number  of  forms  and  features  he 
would  cull  out  the  rarest  or  most  beautiful. 
*'  Thou  studiest,"  continued  Flesco,  addressing 
him,  **  and  gatherest  materials  for  labour  from 
an  hour  of  pleasure.  My  Lord  Doria — there  is 
no  better  judge  of  the  art — speaks  well  of  thee." 

The  Senator  Centurioni,  a  fast  supporter  of 
the  Doria  family,  heard  the  remark,  and  turned 
towards  Fiesco  with  a  smile. 

"  My  Lord  Doria  says,"  pursued  the  Count, 
«<  that  thy  painting  of  the  Massacre  of  the 
Infants  in  the  days  of  Herod  of  Judea  will 
immortalize  thy  fame.     I  congratulate  thee  !" 

"  My  Lord,"  said  the  painter,  while  his  face 
flushed,  and  his  hand  trembled,  for  to  him  the 
prospect  of  future  fame  was  more  alluring  than 
pres^it  profit,  and  long  and  arduously  had  he 
tailed  to  earn  a  name,  ''  thy  praise  and  that  of 
my  Lord  Doria  will  stimulate  to  more  powerful 
exertion. 

"  And,"  added  Fiesco,  "  renewed  success." 

^*  May  it  be  so  !  it  is  the  realization  of  an 
ardent  hope,"  murmured  the  painter  to  himself 
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as  flesco  walked  to  the  door  of  the  room  now 
alive  with  dancers,  and  touched  lightly  on  the 
shoulder  a  large,  powerful  man  who  blocked 
up  the  passage.  His  dress  was  of  the  richest 
material,  yet  in  the  manner  of  wearing  it,  there 
was  a  something  which  instantly  declared  ttat 
necessity,  not  inclination  had  forced  him  to  this 
sumptuous  attire.  His  iaoe  was  heavy  and  void 
of  that  look  of  intelligence,  which  in  the  coun- 
tenances of  the  rhetorician  and  the  painter 
mirrored  the  presence  of  genius ;  and  his  person 
had  in  its  movements  none  of  that  elegance 
which  marked  the  carriage  of  most  of  those 
present. 

"  Signor  Gombroni,"'  said  Flesoo,  touching 
him  on  the  shoulder,  for  the  man  was  now  at 
the  head  of  the  merchants  of  Graoa ;  his 
wealth  almost  boxmdless,  his  influence  with  a 
dass  most  extensive.  "  Signor,  I  congratulate 
thee  on  success.  It  is  said  thy  last  venture  has 
been  a  mine  of  gold  to  thee." 

"  Lucky,  very  lucky,  my  Lord,"  answered 
the  other  shortly. 

"  I  rejoice  at  it,"  was  Flesoo's  reply  as  he 
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ret  to  Giannetino  Doria.  The  latter 
ooody  and  suspicious,  but  Flesco's  open 
bis  free  laugh,  his  abundant  humour, 
trinoed  him  that  he  was  safe,  and  when 
rho  had  entered  the  apartment  some 
ore  him,  turned  towards  that  place 
was,  he  saw  the  two  nobles  the  centre 
^  laughing  loudly,  and  scattering  their 
1  them,  the  one  smiling  upon  the  other, 
'  had  been  friends  from  their  birth,  not 
morseless  enemies — the  one  having 
ed  to  poison  the  other  ;  the  latter  being 
b  of  his  intentions.  It  was  life  ;  and 
se  from  its  contemplation,  as  the  Vene- 
Lomellino  entered  the  apartment 
tter  was  almost  intoxicated  and  there  was 
)  mixture  of  anxiety  and  triumph  in  the 
's  face,  when  he  looked  upon  the  glazed 
sleepy  countenance  of  his  companion, 
him  over  to  a  small  side  table  loaded 
nes  and  refreshments,  and  emptied 
le  into  a  goblet,  doing  the  same  for 

t  inebirated  at  another's  expense  was  no 


— .V    *»as  more  than 
positive  design    in    the 
tian. 

"•Drink,"  said  the  kt 
at  best  is  but  a  dull  re 
«»ety.  Drink!  it  ban 
hope." 

"  Yes,  ye-ye-yes,"  mu 
drunken  gravity.  ««  So 
life  without  society  ?" 

"  Or  wine,"  re-echoed 

"  Ay,    wine — wine    is 
the—the  what,  Signor?" 

"  The  charm  that  sooth 
the  gold  that—" 

"  GoW— gold,  what  of  1 

lino.       His    thnnrrKfo j 
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**  Our  way  is  together  as  far  as  thy  palace. 
My  servants  can  attend  us,"  said  the  Venetian. 
**  In  a  little  time  I  will  return  to  thee,''  and 
quitting  Lfomellino,  he  passed  over  to   Philip. 

Signor,  a  word  with  thee." 

"  With  pleasure,"  answered  the  other,  and 
he  followed  him  to  the  door.  Verona  stood 
before  him.  She  smiled,  then  bending  forward 
her  beautiful  head,  she  whispered  rapidly  in 
tones  that  entered  Philip's  heart,  for  though 
the  words  were  few,  there  was  an  anxiety  in 
them,  that  told  more  than  any  open  declaration 
of  passion. 

'*  Be  guarded  and  careful !" 

The  Venetian  saw  the  action,  but  could  not 
catch  the  import  of  the  words.  '*  In  all  things 
crossed !"  he  muttered  to  himself ;  ''  but  this 
night  gives  hope,  or  kills,"  and  going  on  before 
Philip,  he  led  the  way  to  the  gardens  now 
almost  deserted,  for  few  had  returned  to  them 
after  the  supper.  When  they  had  reached  the 
marble  border  of  the  lake,  which  was  the  most 
distant  part  of  these  grounds  from  the  palace, 
the  Venetian  suddenly  stopped,  and  turned  upon 
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Philip.  The  lamps  that  were  suspended  from 
the  trees  stiU  threw  a  pale  li^t  over  the  spot, 
and  faintly  illumined  the  countenance  of  Venrina 
seamed  and  furrowed  as  it  was  by  the  workings 
of  his  passion. 

"  Thou  art  a  soldier,  Signor,"  he  said  bit- 
terly, addressing  Philip,  "  and  as  such  know 
that  insults  are  settled  by  the  sword.  At  sup- 
per, thy  language  was  not  over-courteous." 

"  Nor,"  answered  Philip  calmly,  "  was  thine 
own." 

"  Then,"  added  Verrina,  smiling,  yet  in  the 
faint  light  of  the  lamps,  his  smile  looked 
ghastly,  "  we  have  both  insults  to  settle.  Debtee 
and  creditor  on  either  side !  Draw,  Signer; 
this  place  will  be  free  fix)m  intrusion." 
.  "  No,"  said  Philip  slowly  and  firmly,  "  no 
sword  of  mine  shall  be  drawn  against  thee,  or 
one  of  thy  name  and  femily." 

"  It  is  a  strange  desire  for  our  preservation," 
replied  Verrina  sneeringly.  "  May  I  ask  the 
reason  ?" 

Philip  whispered  in  his  ear  for  a  second. 

''  Fool !"  exclaimed  the    Venetian,   starting 
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back,  as  if  stung  by  a  serpent.  ^*  Fool,  thou 
believest  this  wild  tale  ?  Thy  proo& !  What  are 
thy  proofed 

"  The  words  of  the  living ;  the  records  of  the 
dead." 

"  I  tell  thee,  thou  ravest ;  art  mad !  A  stricken 
coward,  thou  wouldst  save  thy  life  under  this 
miserable  subterfuge.  But  thou  canst  not — 
all  Genoa  shall  know  it.  The  burghers  shall 
point  at  thee ;  the  nobles  despise  thee.  Go  to — 
thou  art  craven  and  cowardly  T' 

"  No  taunt.  Signer,'*  said  Philip  calmly, 
*'  can  change  my  determination.  My  courage 
does  not  depend  on  the  voice  of  Genoa,  for  there 
are  proofs  of  it  in  other  lands." 

"  Proofe,  go !"  and  raising  his  sword,  he 
struck  him  with  the  flat  of  it  on  the  back. 
"  Go,  coward,  go !"  A  quick  flush  passed 
over  Philip's  countenance.  His  hand  instinc- 
tively sprung  to  his  sword.  Verrina  smiled, 
"  Coward  1" 

"  Mother  !"  murmured  Philip,  when  the  first 
bound  of  passion  had  passed  away.  '^  Mother, 
in  this  hour  look  down  upon  thy   child,  and 
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advise  him."  Some  sweet  and  secret  influence 
seemed  to  operate  on  his. heart,  and  turning 
from  Verrina,  he  calmly  said :  "  We  fight  not, 
Signer.     Good  night !'' 

"  Stay,"  shouted  the  Venetian,  but  Philip 
heedless  passed  on,  and  the  former  stood  chained 
as  it  were  to  the  place  he  occupied.  "  He,"  he 
muttered  to  himself,  "  knows  all ;  the  plot 
thickens ;  the  danger  increases — be  it  so.  The 
child  has  been  strangely  spared,  that  it  might 
grow  to  manhood,  and  become  the  riper  sacri- 
fice. We  cannot  both  live — cannot !  One  of 
us  two  must  perish.  Ay,  perish!"  he  added, 
after  a  short  pause,  while  a  grim  smile  darkened 
his  features.  "  This  week  decides  the  fate  of 
one  of  us,"  and  he  slowly  quitted  the  gardens. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


Gradually  the  Count's  guests  began  to 
diq)erse.  The  dancing  flagged ;  the  music 
fiuled;  the  lightest  foot  grew  heavy;  the  strongest 
eyelid  drooped,  and  before  half  an  hour  after 
these  symptoms  commenced  to  exhibit  them- 
selves,  all  were  taking  their  departure.  The 
street  was  again  alive  with  lights ;  the  heavy 
carriages  rolled  forward  to  receive  their  load, 
and  then  moved  onward  to  make  room  for 
others.  Exckimations  of  delight  were  bursting 
from  every  lip  at  the  pleasure  they  had  enjoyed 
during  the  evening,  and  the  Coimt  stood 
receiving  thanks  and  congratulations,  and  >yith 
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deep  insight  repaying  them  in  their  true 
value. 

"  Remember  your  promise,  my  Lord,"  said 
Doria.     "  To-morrow,  you  visit  my  unde." 

*'  It  is  a  pleasure  I  shall  not  forfeit,"  an- 
swered Fiesco  with  a  smile,  and  as  he  and 
Giannetino  warmly  shook  hands,  he  added  to 
himself,  "  and  a  danger  I  must  guard  wdl 
against,"  then  he  continued  aloud  ;  "  my  Lord 
Durazzo,  good  night  Why,  Annibal  !"  ad- 
dressing the  young  Balbi,  ^*  thou  art  a  score 
years  older  smce  thou  enteredest  here  tfaii 
evening.  There  is  love  at  the  bottom  of  this. 
Beware — the  deity  is  not  easily  mastered !" 

''  Nor  even  enticed,"  smiled  Balbi. 

For  each  on  his  departure,  Fiesco  had  aword. 
The  scholar  received  a  second  compliment;  the 
pamter,  a  whispered  invitation  to  examine  some 
works  of  reputation  in  the  palace ;  and  the  mer- 
chant was  pleased  by  a  well-timed  jest  Ve^ 
rina  and  Lomellino  were  amongst  the  last 
Philip  had  left  the  palace  long  before. 

The  Venetian's  servants  supported  Lomdfino, 
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who  was  helplessly  mtoxicated  and  as  they  passed 
Flesoo,  the  latter  whispered  to  Verrina,  "  I 
have  news  for  thee.  Be  here  on  the  morrow  at 
an  hour  before  noon.  I  visit  Andrew  Doria  at 
twelve." 

**  I  shall  not  cheat  thee  of  a  minute,"  said 
die  Venetian. 

The  street  presented  the  appearance  of  a 
place  through  which  had  passed  the  remains  of  a 
greatreveL  Servants  still  lounged  in  it.  Horses 
were  standing  in  it,  and  there  were  the  dying 
murmur  of  distant  voices,  the  failing  echo  of 
carriage  wheels,  and  the  noise  of  contention. 
Verrina*8  servants  bore  Lomellino  between 
them,  for  he  was  too  niggardly  to  keep  a 
retinue  of  his  own,  and  their  master  walked 
slowly  by  his  side,  striving  to  maintain  a  conver- 
sation with  him,  but  LomeDino's  incoherent 
answers  soon  demonstrated  the  utter  impossi- 
bility of  doing  so.  When  they  arrived  at  the 
Lomellino  palace,  Verrina  saw  him  safely  depo- 
sited in  his  own  iqiartments,  and  then  proceeded 
homewards. 
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The  night  was  unusually  dark  and  gloomy 
about   two  hours  after  the  departure  of  the 
Count's  guests.     A  slow,  drizzling  shower  of 
rain  had  descended,  and  while  it  collected  the 
dark  clouds  over  the  city,  it  had  cleared  the  last 
loungers  from  the  streets.     The  serene,  calm 
beauty  of  the  sky  had  disappeared  before  the 
heavy  clustering  masses  that  now  floated  over  it, 
and  the  wind  echoed  mournfully,  as  it  swept 
over  the  roofs  of  the  houses,  descending  from 
the  mountains  and  crossing  the  city,  untO  it 
spent  the  last  remains  of  its  strength  on  the  bay. 
A  bell  would  sometimes  toll  the  caD  to  mid- 
night prayers,  or  strike  the  midnight  horn'; 
and  save  this  interruption  and  the  oocasioDal 
howling  of  the  wind,  all  seemed  dreary  and 
lonely — forbidding  and  cheerless.     Yet  amidst 
this  contention  of  darkness  and  li^t,  a  figure 
might  be  seen  passing  rapidly    through  the 
streets,  and  when  it  reached  the  wall  that  en* 
closed  the  front  of  the  Lomellino   pahoe,  it 
paused.     The  figure  was  that  of  a  man.    H& 
was  masked  and  disguised,  and  as  far  as  ooott- 
be  surmised,  from  the  appearance  of  pistob  and 
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i^gcr,  wdl  armed.  He  paused  for  a  few 
nds  under  the  waD,  listened  attentiyely,  and 
.  drawing  finom  under  his  dress,  for  he  wore 
doak,  a  strong  rope,  one  end  of  which  was 
ijied  to  a  hook,  he  flung  it  over  the  waD ; 
pulled  it  to  him  with  a  sudden  jerk.  The  hook 
^t  on  the  top  of  the  wall,  then  straining 
a  the  rope  with  his  own  weight,  as  if  to 

its  strength,  he  seemed  satisfied  with  it, 
ched  it  firmly  io  his  hand,  made  a  deter- 
ed  spring,  and  in  a  few  moments  had  reached 
top.  He  now  unfastened  the  hook,  reversed 
nd  then  glided  quickly  and  noiselessly  into 
oooit  of  the  palace.  Taking  the  end  of 
rt)pe,  he  coiled  it  up  from  the  bottom,  and 
ted  it  at  such  a  distance,  as  he  could  easily 
L  it  again  if  he  required  it,  and  marking  the 
^  by  comparing  it  with  a  jutting  portion  of 
Iniilding  opposite,  he  crept  forward  to  a 
I  door  that  opened  upon  a  confined  garden, 
fusing,  he  listened  anxiously. 
^  a  sound  disturbed  his  ear.     He  tried  the 

;  and  found  it  open. 
"Thy  star  rises,"    he  muttered  to  himself 
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"  Courage,  and  success  is  certain."  CautiousI; 
he  pushed  the  door.  Its  hinges  creaked,  but 
with  one  quick  effort  he  opened  it  wide  enough 
to  admit  his  person,  and  then  he  stopped  again 
to  listen,  but  all  was  silent. 

Quickly  crossing  the  little  garden,  he  stopped 
at  a  window  about  six  fiset   from  the  ground. 
It  was  a  small  window.     The  panes  were  thidc 
and  crusted  with  hard  dirt,  that  seemed  to  havf 
defied  rain  or  storm  to  soften,  for  the  hand  of 
man  or  woman  was  not  apparently  often  em- 
ployed in  removing  it.     One  light  iron  bar  wu 
placed  about  its  centre,  running  from  bottom  to 
top,  but  the  wood  was  worn  and  cankered  with 
the   rust,  the   iron   itself  eaten  and  oHTodei 
The  man  anxiously  examined  this  window  with 
his  hand,  for  he  could  reach  and  fed  the  bottom 
panes;   he  groped  about  them,  then  dutdung 
firmly  the  iron  bar,  he  gave  it  a  sudden  wrendi, 
and  rusted  and  worn  by  exposure  to  rain  and 
storm,  it  yielded  to  the  violent  puU  and  feD  on 
the  ground.     Again  he  listened,    strained  his 
ear  to  catch  a  sound,  but  none  was  audible. 

**  Ten  minutes   more,   and   I   am  safe,"  i^^ 


THE  HALF-BROTHERS.  95 

littered,  pladng  his  foot  on  the  bar.  '^AII 
€S  on  weQ,"  and  stretching  up  his  hand,  he 
t  the  ^des  of  the  pone  nearest  with  a  diamond 
ig,  and  when  he  had  done  this,  he  struck  the 
ass  quickly  with  the  side  of  his  shut  hand,  and 
»k^ied  as  it  was,  it  gave  way  before  his 
ow,  and  fell  on  some  soft  substance  within, 
r  he  heard  no  noise,  though  he  listened  most 
tentively. 

"  By  the  saints !"  he  exclaimed  almost  aloud, 
fortune  smiles  on  me.  Now  for  my  last 
Qture,"  and  retiring  a  step  back,  he  made  a 
iidc,  bold  spring,  seized  the  sides  of  the 
indow-frame,  now  in  the  absence  of  the  glass 
aly  caught,  and  although  his  hands  were  cut 
f  the  edges  of  the  pane  still  remaining  in  the 
ood,  he  held  firmly  for  a  moment,  but  the 
vne  was  rotten,  the  wood  bent  and  yielded ; 
here  was  a  low,  groaning  noise,  like  the  fibres 
rfwood  parting,  and  he  was  thrown  back  on 
^  ground,  the  fi-ame  torn  fix)m  its  situation, 
^  falling  with  a  loud  crash  on  the  top  of  him. 
^  J^y  stunned  for  a  second.  The  next  he 
'^^'^g  to  his   feet.     He  neither   paused,   nor 
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listened,  but  with  one  furious  bound,  exclaiming: 
"  I  must  succeed  or  die  V*  he  dashed  through 
the  extensive  openwg.  now  made,  and  fell  on 
the  floor  of  the  apartment. 

All  was  darkness  round  and  near  him. 
He  was  overpowered  with  his  exertions, 
and  though  neither  stunned  by  the  fal 
nor  hurt,  he  became  weak  ;  a  sweat  broke 
out  over  his  body,  but  a  distant  noise 
like  an  opening  door  recalled  him  at  once. 
In  an  instant  he  was  on  his  feet.  A  small  box 
was  drawn  from  his  breast ;  it  contained  flint 
and  steel.  He  ignited  a  match  and  lighted  the 
lamp  which  hung  from  the  ceiling.  Glandi^ 
his  eye  quickly  round  the  apartment,  it  settled 
upon  a  small  space  in  the  wall.  He  aocurateI|f 
examined  it,  compared  it  with  a  huge  iron  box 
that  occupied  one  end  of  the  room,  and  then 
taking  his  dagger  fit>m  its  sheath,  be  began  to 
pick  and  feel  the  wall.  The  point  sunk  into  t 
small  hole,  a  little  opening  was  ooade,  and  then 
slowly  the  wall  began  to  open.  He  still  pressed 
the  dagger's  point,  but  the  distant  sounds  of 
some  person  moving  stopped  him.     A  step  vns 
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heard.  He  still  pressed  cm  the  sfHring,  and  the 
next  inmiite  a  key  was  turned  in  the  door. 
The  hand  was  seemingfy  nervous  and  unsteady, 
and  the  drawer  was  out,  the  occupant  of  the 
apartment  cfaitdiing  and  gathering  papers  it 
contained,  whoi  the  door  at  length  opened. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


Vincent  LomellinOy  by  the  Venetian's  care, 
had  been  laid  upon  his  bed,  thou^  in  a  state  of 
intoxication  that  prevented  him  fix)m  knowing  to 
whose  hands  he  had  been  indebted  for  this  kind 
and  important  service.  His  domestics  were 
limited  in  number,  for  one  female,  a  boy,  and 
a  man,  now  absent  from  the  dwelling,  consti- 
tuted, when  assembled,  his  household.  Miseriy 
in  disposition  he  never  seconded  the  extrava- 
gance in  retinue  or  attendance,  whidi  the  wealth 
of  other  Genoese  nobles  inclined  them  to  sii|>- 
port,  and  their  luxury  made  tKem  consider  as 
indispensable  necessaries.     The  high  fiuniUes  of 
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the  Republic  in  this  period  of  their  history  had 
nurtured  and  confirmed  a  taste  for  luxury  in 
dress  and  in  pleasure,  that  had  raised  their  city 
to  an  envied  superiority,  for  perhaps  the  palmiest 
days  of  her  prospmty  were  those  in  which 
Andrew  Doria,  secretly  and  without  ostentation, 
ruled  her  destinies.  He  even  encoxu-aged  this 
taste  in  the  nobility,  knowing  that  its  cultivation 
and  excess,  whilst  they  lasted,  turned  the  dis- 
position of  the  order  from  a£Fairs  of  state  to  the 
business  of  pleasure,  and  secured  him,  in  their 
apathy  and  indifference,  the  strongest  tenure  of 
power. 

LomeDino  had,  however,  discreetly  avoided 
this  extravagance  and  ostentation.  His  palace 
was  but  half  inhabited,  though  studiously  kept 
in  order.  The  glories  of  his  ancestors  were 
scrupulously  preserved;  and  though  miserable 
in  every  thing  else,  he  was  lavish  in  maintaining 
the  dignified  appearance  of  their  pictures  and 
busts,  in  preserving  the  ornaments  of  his  house ; 
and  when  these  objects  were  attained,  his  parsi- 
mony always  took  its  r^ular  course,  and  he 
became  his  own  victim. 

F  2 
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For  the  first  hour  or  more,  after  he  had  be«i 
laid  in  his  bed,  his  two  servants  to  whom  sudi 
matters  were  no  novelty,  having  retired  to 
their  own  apartments,  he  remained  in  the  deqp 
sleep  of  intoxication.  But  shortly,  he  grew 
troubled  with  strange  and  fiightfiil  dreams. 
Phantoms  flitted  before  his  disturbed  imagina- 
tion, wild  deeds  were  performed  in  his  sight, 
fearful  perils  encountered,  and  at  last  he  awoke 
in  all  the  agony  of  death,  for  murderers  wcfe 
pressing  hard  upon  him  in  an  endeavour  to 
suffocate  him. 

He  awoke,  and  though  his  brain  was  hot  and 
reeling,  his  tongue  parched,  and  feeling  as 
if  it  had  grown  too  large  for  his  mouth, 
in  these  real  tortures  he  was  happy  in  escaping 
from  the  agony  of  his  imaginary  miseries.  Not 
being  cowardly,  he  began  to  recollect  his  posi- 
tion, and  having  collected  his  wandering  and 
confused  senses,  he  was  about  to  indulge  in 
further  sleep,  when  a  noise  from  without  caught 
his  attention.  It  was  like  the  creaking  of  a 
rusty  hinge.  Alert  at  once,  he  listoied  again, 
but  all  was  still,  save  the  howling  of  the  winds^ 


THE  HALF-BROTHERS.  101 

vhich  8wq)t  in  uneasy,  and  fitful  gusts  over  the 
roof  of  his  palace,  then  died  away  in  the  dis- 
tance with  a  mournful  whisper  on  their  lips, 
until  their  note  was  taken  up  by  a  fresh  blast, 
which  passed  on,  and  was  succeeded  by  others. 

He  turned  indolently  round  on  his  couch, 
deep  was  again  stealing  over  him,  but  this 
time,  a  deep,  sullen  crash  woke  him  instantly. 
He  sprung  into  the  middle  of  the  apartment 
AH  for  a  moment  was  still,  and  there  was  a  fall 
as  of  some  body,  and  the  wind  was  hushed ;  not 
a  sound  without  or  within  reached  his  ear. 

**  Well !"  he  muttered,  pressing  his  hand  on  his 
fevered  head,  and  striving  to  cool  his  brain,  which 
still  reeled  under  the  influence  of  the  wine,  "  I 
had  almost  thought — "  he  paused,  for  as  he  had 
spoken,  he  turned  towards  the  window,  and  on 
a  wall  that  jutted  out  from  a  comer  opposite  he 
saw  the  reflection  of  light.  ''  Light  j  Holy  Virgin ! 
what  is  this  ?"  and  quickly  throwing  his  doak 
over  his  shoulders,  he  snatched  up  his  sword, 
and  taking  from  a  secret  drawer  in  a  table  before 
him  a  single  key,  he  cautiously  opened  his  door, 
crossed  the  corridor  to  the  opposite  side,  and 
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thence  he  could  see  the  full  Uaze  of  a 
streaming  steadily  and  distinctly,  throwing  light 
upon  ground  and  wall,  and  rendering  dear  and 
discernible  every  object  befisre  him.  ^*My 
treasure !  my  gold !"  he  ezdaimed,  in  mental 
agony  of  mind.  "  I  shall  be  robbed  ;  but  no  1" 
he  checked  himself,  thou^t  of  his  lonely,  isolated 
position,  without  friends  within  or  without,  and 
stealing  back  to  his  apartment,  he  half  dressed 
himself,  quickly  lighted  a  small  hand-lamp,  took 
it  and  two  pistols,  then  stealthily  creq)ing  along, 
reached  the  door  oi  the  lighted  room,  examined 
its  interior  through  the  key*hole,  and  saw  stand- 
ing before  him  the  figure  of  a  man.  No  other 
person  was  in  the  apartment  His  courage  rose. 
He  attempted  to  opea  the  door  gently,  but  the 
fever  of  drink  was  still  on  him,  and  his  hand 
shook.  With  an  e£fort,  he  accomplished  his 
task,  rushed  into  the  apartment,  and  almost 
paralyzed,  stood  face  to  fece  with  the  Venetian. 
''  Robber  I"  he  exclaimed  furiousty,  springing 
like  a  tiger  upon  Verrina,  and  attenopting  to 
seize  the  papers  which  the  latter  held  in  his 
hand.    ^^  Would  you  steal  ?  Murderer  in  design, 
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you  would  have  the  prooft  of  your  crime  ?  Yield 
tt^em/'  and  with  t&e  pbwer  of  a  wild,  enn^ed 
maniac,  he  twisted  and  tum^  in  tiie  Verctian's 
grasp ;  but  the  latter  ndw  that  the  first  shock  of 
ahrm  and  detection  had  pssed,  foiled  his 
eScntSy  threw  the  papers  into  a  comer,  where 
diey  lay  in  a  secure  heap^  and  with  a  violent 
jerk,  deprived  LomeQind  of  liis  pistols. 

**  It  is  life  or  death,''  he  muttered ;  and  life  or 
death  it  now  was. 

Both  were  powerful  men.  LomeBiiie  was  the 
older,  but  he  was  the  weightier  man,  and  the 
Venetian  was  ten  years  younger,  with  more  elastic 
nhews^  tdler,  nerved  by  more  powerful  passions 
and  feelings  than  his  opponent.  Chanlcter, 
station,  h%h  and  absorbing  hopes,  were  all  at 
stake ;  while  Lomellino  was  moved  by  the  basest, 
though  perhaps  the  most  effective  principle  of 
his  nature — his  avarice.  Their  eyes  glared 
ferociously  upon  each  other.  Neither  spoke. 
Lomellino's  servants  were  too  far  distant  to  hear 
him,  even  if  he  did  call ;  yet,  to  render  justice  to 
his  courage,  seeing  that  he  had  but  one  opponent, 
he  never  dreamed  of  shouting  for  assistance. 
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Verrina  drew  his  breath  at  long  mtervals,  and 
they  stood  in  each  other's  hold,  Lomellino 
glancmg  obliquely  at  the  papers  for  a  moment, 
then  he  made  a  powerful  effort  to  reach  them; 
the  Venetian  threw  himself  in  the  way,  and  the 
struggle  began.  Seizing  each  other  firmly,  both 
attempted  to  draw  their  daggers,  but  the  one 
prevented  the  other,  and  Lomellino,  by  a  quick, 
sudden  effort,  clasped  his  arms  round  the  Vene- 
tian, and  had  almost  borne  him  to  the  open 
window,  when  his  foot  slipped  under  him,  and  he 
reeled  and  fell  with  the  other  above  him.  The 
shock  loosened  his  hold,  and  the  Venetian,  with 
an  effort  strengthened  by  despair,  caught  him  by 
the  bared  and  naked  throat. 

"Help!"  shouted  Lomellino;  but  the  od» 
word  was  all  he  could  utter. 

"  Shout  again,"  said  the  Venetian  in  low, 
hissing  tones,  ''  and  thou  diest.  We  are  but 
two ;  the  one  cannot  prove  against  the  other. 
Let  the  papers  be  peaceably  mine,  and  thou 
livest.  Refuse,  and  thy  death  must  come  before 
my  dishonour." 

"Never!"     exclaimed    LomeDino,    suddenly 
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shaking  off  the  other's  hold,  for  his  hand  had 
become  somewhat  relaxed  whilst  he  spoke. 
"  Never,  thou  false  villain  1"  and  with  one  effort, 
he  shook  the  Venetian  off,  sprung  towards  the 
papers,  grasped  them  in  his  hand,  exclaiming, 
"Now!" 

The  Venetian  leaped  to  his  side.  Lomellmo 
staggered  for  a  second.  The  papers  dropped 
from  his  nerveless  grasp,  and  he  fell,  with  a  low 
moan,  upon  the  floor,  murmuring,  '^  Saviour 
have  mercy !"  for  in  that  moment  of  fearful  ex- 
dtement,  Verrina's  dagger  had  passed  through 
his  heart 

"  Dead !"  said  the  Venetian,  steadfastly  re- 
garding his  lifeless  coimtenance  as  it  lay  before 
him  turned  up  to  the  lamp.  ''  Fate  has  so 
willed  it ;"  and  collecting  all  the  energies  of  his 
character,  he  listened  to  catch  any  distant  sound, 
but  not  one  was  audible.  He  then  gathered  up 
the  papers,  accurately  examined  his  dress, 
cleaned  his  dagger  upon  the  clothes  of  the  dead 
man,  and  was  turning  from  him  to  leave  the 
palace,  when  the  handle  of  a  curiously-formed 
key  caught  his  eye.     It  lay   on   one  side  of 

F  3 


106  TH2  WILL;  OR, 

Lomellino's  body,  having  dropped  from  his  pocket 
in  his  fall  He  lifted  itup,  regarded  it  anxiously 
for  a  few  moments,  then  applied  it  to  the  lock 
of  the  iron  box  that  -  occupied  one  end  of  the 
apartment.  The  lock  yielded,  sbwly  it  opened, 
and  the  Venetian  lifted  the  top  of  the  box,  and 
almost  started  with  amazement  at  the  aght  of 
the  treasure  it  contained.  Small  canvas  bags, 
filled  with  gold  or  silver  coins,  were  heaped 
one  on  the  other,  and  several  £amonds  glittered 
as  they  lay  in  open  leather  cases,  for  it  wis 
Lomellino's  wont  to  sit  down  and  gloat  over  his 
treasure ;  and  sometimes,  in  the  huny  of  the 
moment,  fearful  of  being  ^sturbed,  he  ¥ras 
compelled  to  leave  this  apartment  without  ar- 
rangmg  everything  in  its  usual  order. 

Verrina  made  up  his  mind  in  an  instant 
Loading  himself  with  as  much  gold  as  he  coold 
well  bestow  about  his  person,  and  all  the 
diamonds  he  could  see,  he  carefully  closed  the 
chest,  then  going  over  to  the  dead  body,  he 
took  Lomellino's  own  dagger,  savagely  drove  it 
into  the  woimd,  and  placing  his  hand  so  that 
it  seemed  to  have  just  fallen  from  the  weapon. 
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he  listoied — then  extinguished  the  light,  and 
slowly  dropped  through  the  open  window  on 
the  ground  outside.  As  before,  he  paused  here 
to  catch  the  sound  of  noise,  if  there  might  be 
any.  But  not  a  sound  disturbed  him.  The 
wind  had  become  hushed  and  BtiD ;  the  night 
though  unusually  dark,  was  now  calm  and 
serene,  and  cautiously  he  slowly  proceeded 
through  the  gate  leading  to  the  garden,  reached 
the  wall  undisturbed,  found  the  rope,  and  after 
a  short  exertion  gained  the  top  of  the  wall. 
Not  a  human  being  was  visible,  not  a  step  or 
word  audible,  and  dropping  himself  over  he 
alighted  in  the  street,  having  first  tied  one  end 
of  the  rope  to  the  hook,  so  as  to  be  able,  when 
he  touched  the  ground,  with  a  sudden  jerk  to 
remove  it. 

When,  without  interruption  or  seeing  any 
human  being,  he  arrived  at  his  own  residence, 
he  entered  with  care  through  a  small  gate,  and 
noiselessly  reached  his  own  bed-chamber. 
Striking  a  light,  he  first  examined  the  papers. 
They  were  the  depositions  of  a  young  girl  who 
had   died   in  Genoa,   and  were  witnessed  by 
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Adrasto  di  Vitelli,  and  Vincent  LomeDino. 
They  proved  the  existence  of  one  great  feet, 
which  the  Venetian  dreaded. 

"  Adrasto  di  Vitelli  1"  he  repeated,  thinking 
over  the  name.  "Who  is  he?  what  is  he? 
Living  or  dead,  or  where  is  he?"  These 
questions  seemed  more  to  disturb  him  than  the 
event  of  the  evening.  The  man  thus  represented 
rose  before  him  a  phantom  fiill  of  terror,  for  it 
seemed  that  a  witness  still  lived,  perhaps  a 
powerful  witness.  His  crime  was  useless.  Ad- 
rasto di  Vitelli  was  in  the  way  of  complete 
success.  Even  another  copy  of  these  depositions 
might  be  in  his  power  and  possession.  Whilst 
these  thoughts  passed  rapidly  through  his  mind, 
he  examined  the  gold  and  jewels.  The  sum 
was  great  -  the  jewels,  as  far  as  he  could  judge, 
precious.  His  hands  were  cut  and  bloody,  and 
pouring  water  into  a  basin  he  washed  them, 
and  threw  the  water  on  a  soft  plot  of  earth, 
under  his  chamber  window,  and  fatigued,  a 
slight  remorse  gradually  stealing  over  him,  he 
began  to  undress  him.  A  sudden  thought  seized 
his  mind— *his  ring  was  not  on  his  hand.    He 
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remembered  cutting  the  pane  of  glass  with  it, 
but  now  it  was  gone. 

"  Fiends  !"  he  exclaimed  furiously,  "  is  it 
lost  ?  Marked  with  crest  and  initials,  if  found,  I 
am  destroyed,"  and  he  began  to  examine  his 
dress — search  the  room.  But  there  was  no 
trace  of  it ;  and  alarmed,  uneasy,  dissatisfied,  he 
threw  himself  down  on  his  couch,  not  to  sleep, 
but  dream  hideous  dreams  of  murder,  detection,' 
and  punishment. 

The  next  day  he  arose  as  usual.  His  do- 
mestics mentioned  Lomellino's  fate.  The  odd 
surmises  that  accompanied  the  news  were  also 
retailed*  The  authorities  had  been  on  the  spot ; 
there  was  no  due  to  the  mystery.  Some  said 
he  had  committed  suicide,  others  not ;  and  when 
Verrina  as  by  engagement  arrived  at  the  Fiesco 
palace,  he  found  intelligence  of  the  event  there. 
He  smiled  securely — none  suspected  him. 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 

Never  having  possessed  the  esteem  d  the 
party  with  whom  he  always  associated^  Vincent 
Lomellino's  death  had  made  but  little  impression 
upon  his  order  in  Genoa ;  and  on  the  morning 
succeeding  its  announcement,  Leonora  and  ha 
sister  were  sitting  in  their  own  apartment, 
making  preparation  for  an  excursion  by  water, 
which  had  been  planned  the  previous  day.  V^ 
rona's  attention  seemed  not  much  occupied  by 
the  anticipated  pleasure  of  this  contemplated 
event,  and  her  sister  was  employed  in  reading. 
The  thoughts  of  both  were  otherwise  engaged 
than  with  any  of  the  objects  before  them,  and 
by  a  strange  coincidence,  the  same  subject  already 
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Docupied  their  attention — ^both  thought  of 
Philip  Calva.  Verona  could  not  hide  from  her- 
self, that  the  young  soldier  had  made  an  im- 
pression which  she  could  not  effi&ce,  nor  did  she, 
after  the  few  words  spoken  by  them  at  the  revel, 
which  were  fair  encouragement,  wish  to  do  so ; 
although  she  feared,  that  the  hope  which  would 
promise  success  to  her  inclinations,  was  but  a 
baseless  vision.  She  never  hid  from  her  own 
heart  her  affection;  nor  did' she  attempt  to 
conceal  the  difficulties  that  beset  its  consum- 
mation. Philip  had  spoken  to  her  of  wealth 
and  rank,  and  she  knew  that  with  these  acces- 
sories to  power,  her  family  would  never  refuse 
his  alliance^  Yet  he  might  deceive  her — 
might — 

"  No,  no !"  she  murmured  to  herself,  with 
all  the  reliance  of  her  own  guileless  nature  upon 
a  heart  which  she  conceived  equally  pure.  "  No — 
no  !  he  would  gain  nothing  by  such  baseness. 
To  deceive  me  will  not  benefit  him,  and  he 
looks  noble,  noble  as  any  proud  name  in  Genoa — 
noble — "  she  paused,  for  Leonora  had  dropped 
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her  book,  and  was  intently  gazing  upon  her 
face. 

"  Well,  sister  mine,  what  is  the  course  of  thy 
thoughts  ?  rU  bet  this  jewel,"  and  she  pointed 
to  a  rare  diamond  ring  which  she  wore,  ''  to  a 
ducat,  that  thou  thinkest  of—" 

"  Of  whom  ?"  Verona  briefly  asked,  for  the 
Countess  had  paused. 

"  Nay,  no  blushes ;  they  are  strong  evidences 
of  guilt.  But,  come,  I  am  generous,  and  wS 
keep  no  damsel  in  the  mortal  agony  of  vexed 
curiosity.  Thou  thinkest  of  this  gaUant  youi^ 
soldier,  Philip  Calva." 

"  He  preserved  my  life  1"  murmiured  Verona, 
while  neck  and  bosom  glowed  scarlet,  and  then 
in  a  moment  after  grew  deadly  pale.  ^*  Leo- 
nora — " 

''  One  word,  dearest  sister,  before  thou  goest 
farther.  I  know  thy  secret — ^for  weeks  have 
known  it ;  nor  do  I  blame  thee,  since  this  youth 
possesses  no  ordinary  claims  on  thy  regard ;  nay, 
I  will  be  bold,  and  even  say,  upon  thine  afiectioa. 
Yet,  Verona,  methinks  it  were  more  dangerous 
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to  nourish  the  growth  of  this  passion  than  to 
iuppress  it." 

"Passion,  Leonora!"  and  Verona,  as  she 
spoke,  felt  that  she  strove  to  deceive,  for  she 
stopped  short,  while  her  sister,  rismg,  pushed 
her  chair  dose  by  her  side,  then  seating  her- 
self took  her  hand  in  hers,  and  gently  smiling, 
looked  steadily  in  her  face. 

"  Confess  that  I  am  right." 

"Dearest  sister,"  murmured  Verona,  falling 
on  her  bosom,  '*  thou — thou !"  and  she  burst  into 
tears,  which  Leonora  kissed  from  her  cheeks, 
"  thou  pressest  me  too  closely/" 

"  Nay,  nay,  not  another  word  on  the  score  of 
confession,"  said  the  Countess, ''  since  now  we 
really  understand  each  other ;  and  if  thy  words 
would  say  nay  until  the  sun  went  down,  thy 
scarlet  brow  and  cheek  must  contradict  them  ; 
yet,  Verona,  let  us  look  calmly  upon  this  sub- 
ject Thou  hast  refused  some  suitors  as  it  is, 
and  dost  think  that  our  house  will  prefer  Philip 
Calva,  gallant  and  generous  as  he  is,  to  the  heir 
oftheBalbi?" 
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'^  I  never  could  dream  that  they  would,"  said 
Verona  mournfully. 

''Then,  dear  sister,  believe  me,  for  if  this 
matter  rested  with  me,  no  fooUsh  scrujdesof 
mine  should  bar  thy  happiness,  since  I  highly 
respect  this  young  soldier ;  but  believe  me,  that 
I  say  with  regret,  this  union  would  not  please 
our  family.  They  will  seek  a  connexion  w& 
some  noble." 

"  He  is  noble." 

**  Noble  1"  exclaimed  Leonora,  with  manifest 
surprise.  ''  Then  why  this  masquerading  ?  An 
apprentice  to  a  draper !  a  soldier  of  fortune  next! 
They  are  odd  dresses  for  nobility.  Of  what 
family  or  rank  is  he  ?*' 

"  I  know  not,"  said  Verona ;  "  but  his  own 
declaration — " 

''  Indeed  I"  and  as  Leonora  thus  abruptly  in- 
terrupted her  sister,  she  paused  and  gazed  fixec^ 
upon  her  var3ring  features.  *^I  did  not  think 
this  matter  had  gone  so  &r,  or  that  his  boldiieai 
would  have  been  equal  to  the  task  of  thus  pio- 
claiming  his  love.  Yet,  sister,  I  interrupt  thee. 
What  said  he  ?" 
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"  That-^**  and  Verona  explained  and  rekted 
the  short  conversation  that  had  occurred  between 
her  and  Philip  on  the  evening  but  one  pre- 
ceding, his  simple  and  few  words,  her  own  brief 
encouragement,  while  her  sister  read  in  her 
features,  as  she  stated  these  circumstances, 
powerful  confirmation  of  her  suspicions.  She 
found  Verona  passionately  loved  the  young 
soldier. 

"  Dost  believe  him  ?*'  she  at  length  asked. 

"  Believe  him !"  echoed  the  other,  as  if  even 
the  shadow  of  a  doubt  would  oflFend  her  by  its 
appearance.     "  Why  should  I  not  ?" 

Leonora  remained  silent,  and  seemingly 
buried  in  thought. 

"  Dear  sister,  thou  art  wrath  with  me,"  con- 
tinued VCTona;  "but  reflect.  I  strove  and 
struggled  hard  against  this  passion  ;  endeavoured 
to  forget  its  object ;  yet  my  efforts  have  been 
worse  than  bootless ;  they  have  recoiled  on  my- 
self, for  every  moment  employed  in  learning  to 
foi^t  him  has  only  the  more  deeply  impressed 
his  image  on  my  memory." 
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*'  He  said  he  was  noble?"  asked  Leonora,  as 
if  she  had  not  heard  her  sister's  last  words. 

"  Yes,  yes,  such  was  his  declaration." 

"And  the  Venetian,  Verrina,  is  of  high 
family,"  continued  Leonora.  **  At  least,  Luigi 
says  his  ancestry  trace  back  their  origin  to  old 
Enrico  Dandolo,  the  blind  Doge  of  Venice,  who 
stormed  Constantinople.  Venice,  like  Genoa, 
encourages  merchants  amongst  her  nobles,  and 
the  elder  Verrina  increased  his  patrimony  by  the 
gold  of  commerce." 

"But  what  reference  has  this  to  Captain 
Calva?" 

"  Nought,  nought,  in  truth,"  said  Leonora,with 
the  air  of  one  who  thought  it  said  mudi,  if  she 
could  but  well  explain  how.  "  Yet  one  word, 
Verona — dost  thou  credit  this  youth's  state- 
ment?" 

"  Firmly,  I  do." 

"  And  I  also,"  said  Leonora,  after  a  pause. 
"  I  also  believe  it ;  yet,  like  many  other  matten 
credited  by  me,  I  can  give  no  proof  of  my 
belief.     But,  dearest  sister,  be  cautious.     I  ask 
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thee  not  to  retract  one  word  whidi  thou  hast 
qx>keny  nor  yet  to  disguise  thy  kindly  feelings 
towards  this  young  obtain.  He  may  be  noble — 
18  noble.'' 

**  Now  may  God  bless  thee !"  said  Verona 
fervently,  and  at  the  same  time  affectionately 
embracing  her.  ''Thou  removest  from  my 
heart  a  heavy  load  by  this  undoubted  reliance 
upon  his  truth ;  nor  may  I  conceal  6rom  thee 
that  he  is  loved  more  by  me  than  I  perhaps  by 
him ;  yet  methinks  I  sometimes  read  affection 
in  his  eye" 

"Nor  doubt  it/'  replied  her  sister.  "Yet 
still  I  advise  caution.  The  Venetian  watches 
ihee,  and  might  stir  our  family  against  this 
young  man ;  while  Annibal  Balbi,  who  is  too 
noble  for  that,  would  willingly  peril  his  life  in 
the  duello  to  remove  a  rival." 

"  I  think  that  was  the  cause  of  their  former 
encounter,"  said  Verona,  after  a  moment's  hesi- 
tation. 

"No  unlikely  supposition,"  observed  the 
Countess.  "  But  now,  Verona,  that  this  mat- 
ter is  explained,  and  we  understand  each  other, 
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let  me  still  impress  upon  thee  the  necessity  of 
prudence.  Come,  I  hear  the  tread  of  horses, 
and  I  think  our  company  is  assembling.  Dost 
see  how  Luigi  is  up  to  the  lips  in  pleasure  ?  To- 
morrow, we  go  to  the  mountains ;  on  the  next 
day,  the  noble  Durazzo  wiU  turn  his  palace  into 
a  banqueting  hall;  and  the  Signor  Verrina 
takes  us  in  hand  on  Monday/' 

''I  go  not  there,"  said  Verona,  emphati- 
cally. 

"How?  Dost  dread  the  supple  Venetian ?" 
asked  her  sister,  with  a  smile.  *'  Or  art  thoa 
in  fear,  lest  his  accomplishments  should  change 
thy  heart  ?  Methinks,  his  odd  likeness  to  this 
adventurous  soldier  would  rather  confirm  its 
feelings." 

"  I  do  not  like  the  man — rather  fear 
him." 

"  The  same  feeling  has  often  taken  possession 
of  myself,"  said  Leonora,  sighing,  **and  now 
that  he  appears  almost  to  rule  the  Count,  for 
Luigi  neither  speaks  nor  acts  unless  through 
him,  I  make  companion  of  one,  for  whom  I 
have  little  regard.     But,  a  truce  to  this  now. 
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We  must  prepare  for  our  excursion  on  the  bay/' 
and  she  had  hardly  led  the  way  out  of  the 
apartment,  when  she  heard  the  Count's  voice, 
and  then  the  quiet  tones  of  the  Venetian,  mixed 
with  the  gayer  and  mere  boistennis  souAds  of 
the  young  Spinola's  speech. 

Verona  sought  her  own  apartment  to  prepare 
for  this  new  pleasure  excursion,  and  to  devise 
sooQfe  plausible  excuse  to  free  herself  from  the 
Venetian's  engagement  The  more  she  pon- 
dered over  her  own  strange  position,  the  more^ 
inclined  she  was  to  allow  no  hopes  to  rise  in 
Vmina's  mind  that  m%ht  induce  him  to  be^ 
lieve  that  she  looked  upon  him  with  any  degrte 
of  fovour.  She  could  not  recall  what  had  pass* 
ed  between  her  and  Philip ;  she  would  not, 
if  she  could,  for  the  apfHrentice  had  long  pos- 
sessed her  best  affections,  and  their  warmth  was 
increased,  their  durability  strengthened  by  his 
gallantry  in  foreign  service,  by  the  interest  at- 
tached by  her  to  his  mysterious  condition. 
From  her  sister  she  had  little  desire  to  conceal 
the  impression  these  circumstances  had  made 
upon  her  feelings,  and  was  now  charmed  with  her 
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ready  zeal  in  her  cause,  with  the  noble  abandon- 
ment of  all  selfish  considerations  which  she  dis- 
played in  the  hopes  of  advancing  her  ha}^i- 
ness. 

"  Would,"  murmured  Verona  to  herself,  when 
she  heard  the  loud  merriment  that  spoke  of  the 
impatience  of  the  guests,  and  some  words  expreS' 
sive  of  their  feelings  of  delay  were  borne  to  her 
ear,  "  \vould  that  this  uneasy  life  never  had  been 
entered  on,  or  that  my  own  humble  position 
would  shelter  me  fi-om  its  turbulent  pleasures  T 
and  she  stood  listless  and  careless,  looking  at  a  ^ 
small  plumed  hat  that  lay  on  a  table  befofe  bar, 
when  the  tones  of  another  voice  reached  her  ^ 
ear.  She  started  up,  moved  towards  the  doer, 
paused,  and  listened ;  then,  as  they  again  became 
audible,  blushing  and  agitated,  she  hastily 
quitted  the  apartment. 


t 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

''  The  noble  Balbi,  Signor  Calva !"  exclaimed 
Giiino  Spinola,  ''says  that  he  will  erect  a 
marble  tablet  to  the  lieutenant  of  the  night* 
watch,  should  he,  with  God's  grace,  survive  him ; 
for  he  owes  his  present  appetite  and  good  looks 
to  his  protecting  weapon.'' 

^'  A  strange  god  to  save  suffering  humanity !" 
said  Durazzo. 

*'Yet  not  the  less  useful  when  wanted," 
added  Spinola.  "  How  say'st  thou,  Captain  ? 
Wilt  give  lessons  in  fence  ?  I  am  ready  to  task 
thy  services." 

"  I  fear  me,"  said  Philip  modestly,  "  that  in 
werrating  my  poor  skill,  my  Lord  Balbi  would 
ide  his  own  superior  merit." 

VOL.   IL  G 
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"  No  !"  exclaimed  Balbi,  generously,  for  with 
all  his  faults,  and  the  strange  passion  that  filled 
his  heart,  he  had  too  much  real  nobleness  of 
disposition  to  take  from  Philip  even  the 
smallest  particle  of  the  merit  due  to  him,  "  I 
yield  readily  to  your  superior  skill ;  nay  more  to 
your  greater  generosity." 

"  From  tilting  to'  compliments  and  bade 
aerain,"  said  Spinola,  "is  mostly  the  course  of 
our  gallants.  But  hush.  Signers!  I  hear  the 
rustling  of  silks,  and  the  jingling  of  a  scabbard, 
and  if  I  mistake  not,  the  tones  of  my  Lord 
Dona's  voice,"  ror  had  he  ceased  speaking, 
when  the  door  was  opened  by  one  of  the  ser- 
vants, and  Doria  entered,  leading  in  his  hand 
his  sister  Mileta,  while  behind  him  foQowed 
another  noble  in  attendance  upon  his  wife. 
They  had  scarcely  entered,  when  the  Countess 
of  Lavagna,  beautiful  as  usual,  and  her  sister 
Verona  followed.  Balbi  drew  quiddy  into  the 
shade.  Philip  felt  somewhat  confused,  and 
uncertain  of  his  welcome ;  but  Guino  Spinoh, 
who  with  all  his  thoughtless  gaiety  saw  more 
than  what  lay  on  the  sur£EU^,  and  had  divined 
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that  the  noble  and  the  soldier  were  rivals, 
instantly  passed  firom  the  Countess  with  some 
ready  jest,  and  as  he  bowed  his  greeting  to  Ve- 
rona, he  retained  her  by  his  side  until  her 
agitation  had  worn  off.  She  turned  with  calm- 
ness towards  Philip,  who  unskilled  as  he  was 
ooold  read  encouragement  in  her  looks ;  and 
she  received  Balbi  with  an  open  show  of  re- 
gard that  proved  the  freedom  of  the  friend, 
not  the  backward  trusting  of  love. 

**  Our  number,"  exclaimed  Resco,  glancing 
round  the  apartment,  when  the  party,  after  the 
customary  salutations,  had  broken  up  into  little 
knots  for  the  convenience  of  conversation,  *'  is 
now  complete,  and  we  will  to  horse,  for  the 
sun  wears  rapidly  on.  My  Lord  Doria,  I  shall 
exchange  wives  with  thee." 

"  I  dare  not  refuse  the  change,"  said  Doria 
laughing. 

'^  Annibal  Balbi,  the  Lady  Mileta  waits  thine 
escort  A  good  taste !  Guino,"  for  the  young 
Spinola  had  claimed  a  daughter  of  the  Durazzo 
jfiunily,  while  Balbi,  who  durst  not  then  refuse  the 
diarge    entrusted    to  him,   slowly  approached 
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had  introduced  in  his  entertainments  a  system 
of  splendid  luxury,  before  his  day  not  often 
practised,  yet  in  his  own  personal  habits  he  was 
to  a  d^ree  abstemious.  The  city  was  never 
in  a  more  flourishing  condition  than  now,  when 
its  inhabitants  were  slumbering  over  the  hidden 
volcano,  whose  destructive  powers  every  day  were 
the  more  matured.  The  lower  orders  loved  the 
show  tins  course  of  pleasm-e  so  often  exhibited 
for  their  gratification,  while  the  substantial 
burghers  reaped  golden  harvests  from  the  trade 
whose  increase  it  was  steadily  promoting.  Poli- 
tidans,  who  knew  him  possessed  of  powerful 
abilities,  never  opposed  a  course,  which  pre- 
vented interference  with  the  Government,  and 
even  moralists  had  little  room  for  censure ;  for 
in  all  his  splendid  pleasures  he  never  transgressed 
the  boimds  of  the  strictest  decorum.  The  Doria 
party  saw  in  his  conduct  their  own  tenure  of 
power,  and  Giannetino,  though  he  never  forgave 
him,  and  was  determined  to  remove  him  from 
his  path,  if  possible,  was  even  deceived  by  his 
present  bearing. 
The  gay  troop   rode   quickly   through    the 
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sat  in  the  same  shallop  as  Philip,  and  by  an 
odd  coincidenoe,  Giannetino's  sister  with  Annibal 
Balbi  and  the  Venetian  were  also  of  the  com- 
pany, while  Flesco  and  the  Doria  with  their 
wives  followed  in  the  succeedmg  boat.  Slowly 
they  coasted  along  the  beautiful  bay,  with*  Genoa 
gradually  receding  behind  them,  its  white  build- 
ings, as  the  distance  increased,  seeming  to  rise 
more  and  more  upon  each  other,  and  the  open 
sea  before  them ;  while  on  one  side  was  discern- 
ible the  long  line  of  Italian  coast ;  on  the  other 
its  abrupt  termination  as  it  rounded  towards 
FVance.  By  Fiesco's  instructions  tents  had  been 
raised  on  a  lovely  part  of  the  coast,  where  the 
party  was  to  stop  for  refreshments,  and  then 
return  to  Genoa. 

In  the  boat  in  which  sat  Philip  and  Verona, 
a  restraint  seemed  placed  upon  the  tongues  of 
aU  its  occupants.  The  Balbi  spoke  but  at  in- 
tervals, and  the  Venetian  hardly  honoured  the 
young  soldier  with  a  look,  while  Verona  mindful 
of  her  sister's  parting  injunction,  attempted  to  act 
with  caution,  and  at  the  same  time  to  give  no 
cause  of  offence  to   Verrina,  whom  she  began 
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every  day  more  to  dread.  Unaware  of  what 
had  occurred  between  him  and  Philip  in  the 
Palace  gardens,  she  strove  to  make  the  con- 
versation general 

"  Onr  bay/'  she  said,  half  addressing  herself  to 
Philip,  'and  half  to  Annibal  Balbi,  "  yields  in 
beauty  to  few  in  the  world ;  not  to  Venice,  Signer, 
I  have  heard  it  said." 

"  No.  They  are  too  unlike  for  comparison," 
replied  the  Venetian. 

''  Nor  to  aught  that  thou  hast  sem,  Signer 
Calva,"  and  Verona  thus  addressing  the  young 
soldier,  slightly  blushed,  a  drcumstance  not  im- 
noticed  by  either  Balbi  or  ike  Venetian. 

''  All  that  I  have  seen,  Lady,"  said  Philip, 
"  would  yield  the  palm  to  Genoa." 

''  And  thou  art  far  travelled,"  remarked  the 
Venetian,  in  a  tone  so  even,  and  with  a  look  so 
calm,  that  none  but  himself  could  tell,  whether 
he  spoke  tauntingly  or  in  earnest.  **  Hast  served 
Prance  !" 

''  I  have  done  the  latter,  though  I  can  lay 
but  little   daim   to   the  character  of  an  ex- 
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poienoed    travener.      I     have    served    under 
Francis/' 

"  And  art  an  arrant  coward  to  wear  a  sword/* 
whispered  Verrina,  leaning  over  to  Philip,  yet 
speaking  so  low,  that  none  but  the  party  ad- 
dressed heard  his  words  ;  ''  a  coward,  who, 
under  the  &ncied  shelter  of  a  Ijring  tale,  wouldst 
save  thy  miserable  life." 

"  You  cannot  tempt  me !"  replied  Philip  also 
in  a  whisper,  while  Balbi,  thinking  that  some- 
thing of  great  importance  occupied  their  atten- 
tion turned  to  Doria's  sister  and  Verona,  to 
read  in  the  Venetian's  eye  the  purport  of  his 
speech,  but  gracefully  bowing,  he  entered  into 
some  remarks  relative  to  the  scenery  of  the 
coast  by  which  they  were  now  sailing,  pointing 
out  its  most  prominent  features,  and  directing 
attention  to  its  most  striking  beauties.  The 
conversation  through  his  ready  tact  became 
general,  and  although  in  his  remarks  there  was 
sometimes  an  allusion  which  Philip  could  under- 
stand, yet  it  was  so  made,  that  its  point  was 
not  visible  to  the  remainder  of  the  party. 

6  3 
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After  two  hours'  sailing  they  had  teadied  a 
small  recess  on  the  coasts  which  formed  a  second 
bay  retiring  from    the  great  one  that  kd  to 
Genoa,  while   on  either  side  of  this  inlet  rose 
two  high  walls  of  rock,   straight,  abrupt,  and 
smooth,  without  one  jutting  spot  on  which  a 
bird,    much    less   a    human   foot   could  rest- 
Through  the  upper  end  of  this  inlet,  a  smaS^ 
mountain  stream,    increased   by  ndn,  tumbled 
down  into  the  basin  of  solid  stone  that  lay  undes^ 
it,    and  then  went  roaring   and  dashing  ove^ 
fragments  of  rock  and  huge  stones  that  fonnetf 
its   bed,  until  it  emptied   itself  into   the  sea^ 
An  easy  path,  winding  round  the  base  of  tb^ 
rock,  led  to  the  top  of  this  ravine,  and  on  'l0 
floated  a  rich  silk  flag  holding  the  arms  of  th0 
Count's  house  embroidered  upon  it,  whfle  besider 
it  also  were  planted  other  standards  bearing  tb^ 
arms  of  the  Doria,  Durazzo,  and  Spinola  fami- 
lies, thus  representing  the  four  great  names  of 
the  Republic. 

A  tent  tastefully  and  richly  decorated,  as  6r 
as  could  then  be  seen,  stretched  along  the  mouD- 
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im  top  beside  the  wat^^;  and  pennons, 
Wgs,  and  streamers  lazily  flapped  in  the  gentle 
hteece  against  its  sides. 

Tlie  boats  all  stood  into  this  landing  place, 
Uid  the  Count  who  was  the  first  to  get  out, 
ssisted  Giannetino's  wife  to  land,  and  soon  the 
bole  party  b^an  the  ascent  by  the  path  which 
'  to  the  tent  Philip  assisted  Verona  to 
^^nd,  and  the  Venetian  drew  back  to  cx)nverse 
-^  Raphad  Sacoo,  who  was  of  the  party,  while 
t^i  proceeded  forward  with  Mileta  Doria. 
^^ougfa  together  and  almost  alone,  Philip 
^d  not  find  courage  to  renew  the  conversation 
b^red  into  on  the  evening  of  the  Count's 
^^1,  and  Verona  had  no  wish  then  to  attract 

They  proceeded  in  silence,  yet  it  was  a  silence 
bat  often  spoke  as  earnestly  as  words  would 
lave  done ;  and  when  they  reached  the  summit 
)f  the  mountain,  which  the  Count  and  his  party 
lad  previously  gained,  they  found  him  with  the 
oung  Spinola,  and  others  standing  on  the  verge 
f  the  rock,  looking  down  at  the  waters,  as 
naming  and  dashing  from  stone  to  stone,  they 
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rushed  onward  to  the  sea.  Some  yards  above 
the  place  where  they  stood,  was  the  head  of  the 
waterfall,  and  opposite  to  them  rose  another 
wall  of  rock,  making  a  boundary  which  retained 
the  falling  waters  of  the  cascade. 

"  A  bold  leap  I"  exclaimed  Guino  Spinoh, 
glancing  his  eye  from  the  ledge  of  rock  upon 
which  he  stood,  and  pointing  to  the  opposite 
side.' 

"  No  coward's  venture !"  added  Balbi,  leaning 
forward. 

"  The  deed  would  be  any  man's  reply  to  such 
an  accusation,"  remarked  Philip. 

"  And  thou,"  said  Verrina  in  an  under  tone, 
"  wilt  never  make  the  venture.  Thou  darest 
not  risk  life  to  be  esteemed  brave." 

"  Not  with  thee  since ;  I  neither  desire  to  fell 
by  thy  hand,  nor  to  have  thy  death  laid  to  my 
charge." 

"  Pooh  !  pooh  !"  exclaimed  Verrina  aloud,  35 
if  he  did  not  hear  what  Philip  had  said. ,  "  Never 
mind  the  leap,  Signor.  Prudence,  prudence 
before  courage!  Tush!  thou  knowest  thoa 
darest  not  make  the  attempt." 
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'  It  WDdd  be  death,"  said  Balbi. 
'  The  Signor    Calva    would   rather  five  a 
rard  than  die  a  hero,'*  said  Verrina.     "  On, 
iiors !     He  dares  not  try  the  leap,"  and  he 
Died  to  speak  in  jest 

*  Now,"  said  PhiKp  wrathMy,  "  thou  art 
it  on  my  destruction,  yet  shoulrl  my  fife  be 
felt  to  the  act,  I  will  brand  thee  an  utterer  of 
ruths.      Back,   Signors!      I   wiD  try    this 

*  No,  no  I"  said  Verona,  passionately.  "  Thou 
t  not  rush  on  death,"  and  as  she  spoke,  both 
Ibi  and  the  Venetian  turned  rapidly  towards 
r,  for  there  was  in  her  voice  and  manner  a 
ofirmation  of  the  suspicions  of  the  one,  and 
ire  than  enough  to  waken  those  of  the  other. 
''  Tour  pardon,  Lady,  I  may  not  stand  branded 
a  coward." 

^  None  call  you  that.  A  soldier  who  has 
)ed  name  and  rank  in  war,  can  well  bear  any 
tions  even  condemnatory  of  his  courage. 
^     Signor    Verrina,    however,    would    only 

And  Captain  Calva  might  ride  safely  away 
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upon  the  assmnption,''  sneered  the  Veneti^^ 
"  Yet  I  do  not  jest.    The  leap  is  a  test  of  valoor 
he  will  not  encounter." 

"  I  have  but  litde,  Lady/'  said  PhiHp,  "  bat 
my  sword  and  my  reputation  for  my  passage 
through  this  world,  and  in  the  presence  of  tvro 
nobles  of  Genoa,  I  shall  never  be  branded  as 
coward,  did  my  life  answer  as  forfeit  to  m; 
attempt  to  remove  the  charge.  Signers,  your 
pardon  !  My  Lord  Spinola,  a  little  to  the  other 
side !    I  will  try  this  leap/' 

"  No,"  said  Guino  resolutely.  ''  I  see  the 
Count  Flesco  and  some  others  of  our  party  maik 
our  delay.  They  are  approaching  us.  Come, 
Signors,  we  join  them,  and  let  this  foolish  busi- 
ness drop.  The  Signor  Verrina,  after  all,  but 
jests." 

"  Surely,"  added  Balbi,  "  he  never  could 
think  that  thou  wouldst  rush  so  deliberatdy  upon 
death.  Signor  Calva,  the  Lady  Verona  waits 
thine  escort,"  and  Balbi  spoke  with  an  efibrt 
'*  Come,  Guino,  thou  and  I  shall  assist  the  Lady 
Mileta  to  ascend.  See,  the  Count  waves  Us 
hand.     Ho !  a  trumpet !"  and  as  he  spoke  the 
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^^^ds  woke  the  echoes  among  the  rocks,  whfle 
^^  VeoetiaD,  foSed,  smfled  his  assent  to  the 
V^podtion,  and  muttering  something  to  Philip, 
t^  began  the  ascent  to  the  tent. 

When  they  arrived  at  the  tent,  they  found  the 
larty  wondering  at  their  delay,  and  the  young 
Spinola  explained  it  in  a  few  words,  turning 
the  whole  matter  into  a  jest ;  but  on  Verona  it 
made  another  impression.  She  believed  the 
Venetian  sought  Philip's  life. 

In  the  tent  the  Count's  provident  care  had 
burnished  a  grateful  repast,  and  all  sat  down  to 
partake  of  it,  while  rich  wines  stimulated  con- 
versation, and  the  event  of  the  morning  was 
forgotten  by  all,  save  Balbi,  Philip,  the  Vene- 
tian, and  Verona.  The  party  became  warmed 
to  each  other,  and  the  wine  freely  circulated. 

"  Signers,*'  said  Doria,  when  the  first  pause 
of  sQence  presented  itself,  "  the  Count  Ficsco 
has  determined  to  leave  Genoa  for  a  short 
time.  None  can  more  regret  his  departure 
than  I,  and  I  but  express  yoiu-  feelings,  when  I 
pledge  his  quick  and  safe  return.  Come, 
S^ors,  be  now  no  laggards  with  the  wine  cup. 


you  all  I  am  gratef 
specially  grateful;" 
scene,  first  puzzled 
laughter,  for  he  coi 
mind  the  convictioi 
hollow,  faithless  sho 
exist. 

Two  hours  more 
Doria  signified  his 
night  approached 
sufficient  light  to  e 
make  any  oppositio 
boats,  to  which  tl 
same  order  they  h 
place  where  they  v 
foot  of  the  small  I 
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Count  stood  here  assisting  aU  to  embark,  and 
be  boats,  with  the  exception  of  their  own,  had 
'uahed  ofl^  when  Fiesoo  handed  in  Giannetino's 
^;  and  as  Dcnia  was  assisting  Leonora  to 
'^^V'y  he  missed  his  foot,  the  boat  was  pushed 
'^^Ueiily  away  by  the  motion,  and  he  plunged 
^  t;lie  water,  £sdling  on  the  side  of  the  cascade, 
'^li.  carried  him  by  its  force  several  yards  from 
®  ^pot  where  he   had  fiJlen.     He  struggled 

^^  second  with  the  current,  but  unable  to 
"^^^  was  rapidly  yielding  to  it,  when  a  loud 
"^^^  awakened  Flesco  to  his  condition,  and 
*^^jat  containing  his  wife  was  turned  quickly 
^^^  to  his  assistance,  as  the  Count  plunged 
^^  into  the  stream,  and,  a  skilful  swimmer, 
^^^^  etched  at  and  held  him  above  water  until 

*^oat  came  to  the  aid  of  both. 

^  owe  you  my  life,  my  Lord,"  were  Doria's 
"  "Vords,  while  the  other  boats  clustered  round 
^^^,  and  that  one  containing  the  Venetian  was 
^^%ht  along  side ;  "  life,  my  Lord ;  I  never  can 
*^<^  grateful" 

^hou  shouldst  have  strangled  the  serpent. 


should  then  onij 
crown.  My  Lon 
I  have  done  for 
man  would.  Coi 
reach  Genoa,  for 
no  pleasant  trave 
and  plying  the 
Deeded  to  fulfil  hi 
tide  were  now  in 
proached  Genoa 
covering  the  city  1 
Horses  and  litters 
Dona  and  Fiesco 
excuse  of  changin 
tian  again  whispei 
"Thou  hast  m 
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liilip  had  remained  by  Verona's  side;  and 
rhcn  they  had  entered  the  court-yard,  he  as- 
isted  her  to  dismount.  He  stood  for  a  second 
fith  her  hand  in  his,  until  she  had  adjusted  her 
ndn,  and  then,  when  he  turned  to  lead  her  into 
^  palace,  he  saw  the  Venetian's  glance  of  stem 
^iktred  fixed  upon  him ;  but  he  passed  on.  His 
present  happiness  left  no  room  for  dread  of  future 


"  Thine  hour  is  come !"  muttered  the  Vene- 
^^»  and  then  he  followed  after  them. 


CH 

The  dwelling  of 

Genoa.     Beautiftilly 

the  bay,  whfle  behii 

phitheatre,  building 

palaces  and  edifices  c 

adorned  it  with  a  n 

model  in  the  Repul 

the  choicest  treasure 

rich  and  curious  in  tl 

Venice  had  been  trar 

his  abode  in  this  hn 
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which  he  maintained — small  and  unique, 

0  suited  to  his  wants,  that  he  never  had  a 
ler  but  those  he  required — seemed  to  be 
be  with  his  own  spirit,  and  moved  as  if 
id  by  his  own  feelings. 

t  mid-day,  after  Fiesco's  mountain  party,  he 
sitting  in  all  the  apparent  luxury  of  a  man 
had  looked  calmly  on  the  world  as  a  vast 
sure-ground,  and  found  that  the  reality 
Jled  his  conceptions.  The  room  was  a 
ured  one.  It  was  small ;  the  ceiling  and  walls 
i  beautifully  painted  with  full  length  like- 
ies  of  maids  and  nymphs,  fresh  and  glowingly 
ured,  their  draperies  and  positions  so  arranged 
to  seem  voluptuous  without  alarming  fasti- 
is  delicacy.     Two  small  alcoves  were  filled 

1  pleasing  groups  of  figures,  and  heavy 
)eries,  an  unusual  luxury,  were  festooned 
id  the  single  window,  rich  with  stained  glass, 
;  threw  a  subdued  and  mellowed  light  into 

apartment.     Some  silver  vases,  filled  with 

'ers,  stood  on  a  small  table  near  the  window, 

cast  a  gentle  and  sweet  perfume  upon  the 

A  second  table,  its  top  made  of  beautifully- 
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and  presented  ii 
me,  Signor." 

"  And  you  m( 

glass.     "  Our   j 

commands,  Sign 

"That  is  bus 

bargain  struck  oi 

Thou  understan< 

the  brief,  laconic 

the  flask  stands  \ 

"The  price ?'^ 

"  Five  hundre( 

"  And  the  vict 

"  Shall  be  she 

else?" 
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tamed  to  other  matters  connected  with  it,  gave 
long  and  accurate  descriptions  necessary  for  its 
fi^Ifilment ;  and  never,  even  in  the  gayest  circles 
^  Genoa,  amongst  her  noblest  and  fairest,  did 
*^  talk  more  lively,  pointedly,  or  with  more  of 
"^  own  peculiar  style.  An  hour  or  more 
^  thus  passed.  The  Venetian  again  rang  the 
^^^»-  hand-bell. 

-Ail  !  ah  !  thou  amusest  me  ;  and  the  Doge 
'^  So  ?  Ah,  ah  I  How  the  Frenchman  will 
^^  the  Louvre  with  that  rich  jest.  Good  day, 
f'^^i',  good  day!  When  about  to  leave,  do 
'  *^rjget  me  amongst  thy  last  visits.  Mascardi, 

^Ocr,"  and  bowing,  Verrina  repeated  his 
^^^.  He  was  again  alone :  "  A  man  of  few 
fCl^  !*'  he  repeated  to  himself.  "Keen,  im- 
'^^'^lous,  he  will  succeed ;  and  then,  I  stand 
****^-  Then,  oh !  for  the  conspiracy  and  its 
^^^ — ^Verona  is  mine!" 


^OL.  II. 


CHAPTER  XI. 


Philip  bad  been  honoured  by  a 
to  the  palace  of  the  Durazzo  fiuni 
given  in  consideration  of  hk  eon 
the  Count  Flesco ;  for  the  head  ol 
highest  houses  in  Genoa  was  mo 
look  upon  the  nnmelfliw  youi^  i 
boasted  neither  title  nor  high  line 
more  to  be  tolerated  than  enooun 
time   in    his    eyes  seemed  to  lag 
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g  with  Jerome  Varras,  and  true  to  his 
ment,  he  quitted  the  *  White  Cross/ 
D  he  in  time  for  his  engagement.  In 
eet  he  met  Verrina,  but  he  passed  him 
e  had  never  seen,  or  had  forgotten  him, 
lilip  almost  felt  relieved  by  this  neglect, 
he  reached  the  abode  of  master  Varras, 
ad  that  thriving  citizen  busy  with  his 
ers,  now  amusing  those  with  whom  he 
te  free,  with  some  quaint  jest ;  or  making 
t  obeisance  to  some  of  a  higher  station. 
Qip's  entrance,  he  turned  to  his  wife  with 
pered  remark  in  praise  of  the  young  sol- 
br  free  from  jealous  suspicions,  he  could 
to  be  generous  in  his  commendations  of 
rit  even  to  his  own  wife.  Philip  warmly 
his  offered  hand,  apd  saluting  the  young 
he  was  led  into  the  quiet  little  apartment 
shop,  where  the  mid-day  meal  was  already 
t  in  expectation  of  his  coming, 
id  so,  my  Captain,"  said  Jerome,  when 
short  grace  and  a  speedy  blessing,  he  had 
d  his  fork  into  the  venison,  and  held  the 
a  his  hand  ready  to  cut,  ''  so  thou  art  now 
H  2 


lantry,"  laughed  PI 

"  She,  tut !  no. 

courting.     Her  da^ 

"  Never  to  come 

"  Never,  wife — d 

rome,  after  this  de 

began  to  cut  the 

sisted  on  helping  he 

continued  the  drape] 

and  her  sister-in-la 

here  yesterday ;  and 

would  be  a  bride  as 

"My  Lord  Balbi 

consent,  and  the  Sig 

"  She  doesn't  like 

shortly.  "His  name 

and  I  knew  by  her 
XJr.m n  1 1 
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and  looks  at  a  poor  burgher  or  a  rich  one  with 
a  wrinkle  in  his  lip,  as  if  we  were  not  made  of 
the  same  stuff.  It  will  be  a  grand  revel  any  how. 
Dost  see  how  my  Lord  Piesco  takes  to  pleasure  ?" 

**  Surely  that's  better  than  tilting  it  with 
the  Doria,"  said  Philip.  "  They're  now  intimate, 
nearly  sworn  brothers,  and  the  city  is  at  peace, 
while  its  commerce  improves." 

•*  Yet  I  think,"  remarked  Jerome,  "  it  is  a 
hollow  peace ;  and  though  the  Count's  ambition 
now  slumbers,  it  may  soon  awake.  These  nobles 
are  not  to  be  depended  on.  Still  things  pro- 
mise weD,  and  my  Lord  Fiesco's  designs  are  for 
the  present  gone." 

"  True,"  replied  Philip,  while  Mistress  Varras 
said  nothing ;  and  Jerome's  opinion,  the  opinion 
pf  his  class,  showed  how  secretly  and  securely 
the  conspiracy,  which  now  niunbered  in  the  city 
many  adherents,  was  ripening  into  maturity ; 
for  Jerome  in  the  very  bosom  of  it  never  ima- 
gined its  existence. 

With  such  conversation,  gay  and  grave  re- 
marks from  Jerome,  who  could  now  and  then 
play   "  Sir  Oracle,"  was  the  venison  seasoned, 
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a  nd  after  the  repast  was  finished,  Cicely  brought 
in  the  wine-flask,  and  the  draper  proposed  sun- 
dry toasts,  and  even  proposed  the  Lady  Verona's 
health,  with  a  sly  muk  at  Philip,  who  laughing^ 
drank  it.  He  was  about  to  add  something  about 
her  matrimonial  prospects,  when  he  was  inter- 
rupted by  the  entrance  of  two  customers  into  the 
shop,  and  instantly  rose  to  serve  them. 

"  Business,  master  Phil  1 — ^thou  knowest  the 
adage." 

'*  Surely,"  said  Philip,  '^  it's  something  about 
thriving ;"  but  Jerome  had  left  the  apartment, 
and  in  his  hurry  had  only  half  closed  the  door, 
leaving  it  open  enough  for  those  within  to  an 
and  be  seen,  and  to  hear  the  conversation  m  the 
shop. 

^'  Masks !"  said  Jerome,  producing  a  box. 
"  Why,  here's  nearly  the  last  in  Genoa.  You 
see  their  whole  lengths  too,  and  not  your  demi- 
covers  that  show  a  young  dame's  white  teeth ; 
but  won't  conceal  full-grown  moustaches." 

*'  I  see,  my  master,"  said  the  man  who  asked 
for  them,  "thou  canst  push  thy  wares  with 
the  best  of  them.      Hast  been  to  Pkiis  yet  ?" 
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'*  No.     That  {Measure's  in  store  for  me." 

^  In  fidth,  dien,  thou  hast  learned  the  tridc 
of  the  Louvre,  and  seemest  to  seD  gay  vdvet 
not  the  worse  because  thou  hast  a  rosy  cheeked 
dame  at  hand.  These  two  will  answer.  The 
soldier's  thy  brother — ^first  cousin,  or — eh?" 
and  die  man  laughed. 

"  No— no  I"  exclaimed  Jorome.  "  He's  an 
old  friend,  weQ  known  now  too,  one  Captain 
Caha,"  and  Jerome  spoke,  as  if  he  highly 
vahed  the  connexion. 

«  Indeed  l"  said  the  other.  "  Captain  Calva 
—ah!  Here's  thy  money — good  day,"  and 
before  he  quitted  the  shop,  Philip  perceived  that 
he  cast  a  long,  anxious  look  upon  his  face,  and 
then  suddenly  turning  round  was  gone. 

**  Body  o'  me !"  exclaimed  Jerome,  "  what 
can  such  knaves  want  with  masks  ?  No  one  'U 
take  them  for  honest  men,  disguise  themselves 
as  they  will.  They  look  like  a  pair  of  rascally 
cut  throats." 

**  One  of  Ihem,"  observed  Mistress  Varras^ 
"  is  not  over-coiuteous  in  speech." 

*'  And  I  think,"  added  Philip,  *'  neither  of 
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them  looks  too  honest.  But,  Jerome,  I  must 
be  off.  Mistress  Varras  will  excuse  me.  To- 
morrow thou  shalt  hear  all  of  the  revel."  And 
now  ds  the  day  was  wearing  into  evening,  some 
customers  began  to  drop  in,  and  Philip  returned 
to  the  '  White  Cross.' 

At  the  door  of  the  inn  he  saw  the  same  men 
who  had  been  in  Jerome's  shop,  but  now  thej 
never  noticed  him,  more  than  they  might  have 
done  any  other  stranger,  and  all  remembrance 
of  the  previous  incident  had  vanished,  for  tu- 
lip's thoughts  were  too  deeply  occupied  with  the 
picture  of  Verona,  to  dwell  on  aught  else. 

The  party  at  the  palace  of  the  Durazzo  was 
different  in  tone  and  the  character  of  the  sode^* 
from  that  at  the  Count  Fiesco's.  It  was  of  the 
highest  names  in  Genoa,  but  rank  was  the  pass 
word  to  its  exclusive  enjoyment  Neither  rich 
merchant,  nor  painter,  nor  poet  was  there,  for 
the  old  noble  thought  his  own  order  contained 
all  that  was  great  and  excellent,  and  that  the 
crime,  the  worthlessness,  the  dross  of  society 
were  all  exhibited  in  another  and  lower  class. 
It  did  not  appear  to  have  elicited  much  popular 
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sympathy,  or  excited  great  curiosity,  and  in  this 
was  unlike  the  Count's  fStes,  for  crowds  on 
such  occa^ns  lingered  round  his  gates,  and 
waited  to  catch  a  glimpse  at  his  invited  guests ; 
but  when  late,  Philip  reached  the  Durazzo 
palace,  he  found  few  there,  and  none  of  that 
ardent  curiosity  he  had  witnessed  at  the  Count's. 
The  hall  was  lined  with  servitors  in  rich  liveries 
and  at  the  door  of  a  small  room,  which  opened 
upon  a  suite  of  magnificent  apartments,  he 
found  the  old  noble  himself,  and  beside  him 
his  son  Leone,  whom  Philip  had  made  his 
firiend. 

"  I  bid  you  welcome,  Captain  Calva,"  said 
the  noble.  "  Your  patron,  the  Count  Fiesco, 
is  in  advance  of  you,  and  my  son  here  shall  iind 
him  for  you,"  and  thinking  he  had  said  enough, 
if  not  too  much,  he  turned  to  another  guest. 

"  Thou  art  safely  consigned  to  me,"  said 
Leone,  striving  by  his  own  cordiality  to  rub  off 
the  impression  of  his  father's  rather  terse  recep- 
tion. "  Ah !  here  we  are,  Guino  Spinola,  the 
Balbi,  the  Signer  Verrina,  and  fancy  the  shade 
of  Vincent  Lomellino — " 

H  3 
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party  entered  another  chamber,  where  there 
were  dice  and  other  aids  for  gaming. 

"  Ho  !"  shouted  Guino,  shaking  his  purse 
at  the  Venetian.     "  Fifty  pieces  on  the  main !" 

"  With  thee,  dear  Guino,"  answered  the 
other  taking  the  dice  box.  "  How  much,  my 
LordBalbi?" 

"  A  hundred !"  answered  Annibal,  rubbing 
his  hands. 

"  And  thou,  my  Leone  ?"  for  Verrina  seemed 
in  great  gaiety,  and  spoke  with  his  smoothest 
accent. 

"  Fifty,  also.     I  can't  afford  a  hundred." 

"  The  Signor  Calva,"  continued  Verrina, 
and  his  speech  suddenly  grew  short,  and  his 
manner  changed,  "  will  now  say  ten." 

''  He  will  make  no  bet,"  said  Philip  firmly. 
"  His  pay  will  not  afford  gambling." 

"  But  I—"  interrupted  Balbi,  "  my  purse—'* 

''  I  never  game,  my  Lord,  I  will  to  the 
dance." 

''  So  shall  we  both,  then,"  said  BalbL 
*'  Guino,  Fm  in  thy  debt,  if  thou  winnest;  if 
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not,  the  Signor  Verrina  counts  the  score. 
Here,  Captain,  I  shall  play  the  usher  to  the 
ball  room,"  and  taking  Philip's  arlta,  he  led  him 
from  the  apartment 

'^  Is  my  Lord  Balbi  mad  ?"  asked  Leone 
Durazzo. 

^  A  summer  madness !"  said  Guino.  "  He's 
in  love.  Throw,  Signor,"  for  Verrina  still  held 
the  dice  box  in  his  hand. 

"  In  love  ?  They  are  rivals  then,"  remarked 
the  Venetian,  still  holding  the  box. 

"  Rivals !"  echoed  Guino.  "  AH  Genoa  knows 
it." 

"  They  went  out  together — might  fight. 
Eh  ?  The  Balbi  is  improved  in  fence.  Signors, 
we  had  better  see  to  it." 

"Tut!"  shouted  Guino.  "  FoDy— throw," 
and  as  the  Venetian  threw  high,  he  smiled,  and 
muttering  to  himself,  said : 

''  This  supposition  aids  me,"  adding  aloud, 
"  Now,  my  Guino,  fortune  is  thine." 

Annibal  fialbi  led  Philip  to  the  dance.  He 
dung  to  him  like  his  shadow,  and  ever  as  his 
eye  turned  towards  Verona,  and  his  step  inclined 
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that  way,  he  bad  some  excuse  to  draw  him  to 
another  place.  Here  it  was  my  Lord  Doria, 
now  the  Cdunt,  again  Augustine  Spinola,  a 
brave  commander,  whose  commendation  was  a 
step  to  fortune ;  then  some  fair  dame,  a  sister  of 
the  Durazzo,  or  some  other  noble  of  the  city, 
and  soon  Philip  found  himself  a  prisoner,  when 
most  he  desired  to  be  firee.  With  a  jealousy, 
unaccountable  in  a  noble  nature  like  that  of 
Annibal  Balbi,  Philip  found  himself  so  com- 
pletely checked,  that  unless  he  adopted  some 
course  that  might  expose  either  himself  to  ridi- 
cule or  Verona  to  suspicion,  he  could  not  shake 
off  his  companion,  who  had  contrived  to  keep 
him  out  of  the  way  of  her  whom  he  had  come 
there  to  see,  even  bowing  before  the  old  Lord 
Durazzo's  careless  welcome,  in  the  hc^  of 
meeting  his  reward  in  her  company.  Vexed,  he 
joined  the  Count. 

'*  Captain,"  exdaimed  Fiesoo,  **  thou  art  just 
in  time.  Wife,  I  have  found  thee  a  partner; 
and,  Annibal!"  for  Baibi  had  still  foUoMred, 
''  here,  Verona,  my  Lord  Balbi  will  dance  with 
thee," 
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*    *'  I  am  fisitigued,"  murmured  Verona. 

**  The  Count  mistakes/'  said  Balbi  in  a  low 
tmoe.  "  He  means  thee  for  Captain  Calva," 
and  he  looked  darkly  on  her  flushed  face. 

**  In  truthi  yeSy  he  errs,"  she  replied  laugh- 
ingly. **  An  hour  since,  I  promised  my  Lord 
Doria.    Thou  rememberest,  Signor?" 

*'  I  never  fotget  such  engagements,''  an* 
swered  Doria.  ^'  My  Lord  Balbi,  find  anoth^ 
partner.  Come,  Signors,"  and  Giannetino 
seemed  in  high  spirits. 

**  I  win  not  dance  to-night,"  said  Balbi  with 
coldness. 

**  Thou  art  changed,  Annibal,"  remarked 
Resco.     "  What  ails  thee  ?" 

"  Folly — ^arrant  folly  !"  muttered  Balbi,  leav- 
ing the  room. 

The  dance  was  formed,  and  never  had  Philip 
iseen  Verona  look  so  beautiful.  Her  slight  and 
rounded  figure  floated  before  his  eyes  like  a 
creation  of  poetry,  not  an  earthly  form,  while 
her  countenance  slightly  flushed  by  the  exercise, 
her  eyes  lustrous  and  sparkling,  and  her  rich 
hair  Ming  over  her  shoulders  in  thick  curls, 
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presented  to  his  ardent  gaze,  a  portrait  of  exqui- 
site beauty.  Frequently  tKeir  eyes  met,  and  io 
every  glance  he  read  encouragement  and  hope. 
Once  he  stood  for  sonie  seconds  by  her  side. 

''  Let  us  hear  no  more  of  moonlight  meetings 
at  the  church  of  Carignano,"  she  said  in  an 
under  tone. 

"  Not  if  they  can  be  avoided.  Lady,"  replied 
Philip ;  "  for  the  life  then  hardly  worth  pre- 
serving is  now,  by  your  favour,  a  rich  trea- 
sure." 

"  Preserve  it  then,"  said  Verona,  with  her 
sweetest  smile,  and  they  were  again  separated, 
while  the  dance  was  soon  finished,  and  Dona's 
wife  expressing  a  desire  to  retire  to  her  own 
home,  the  party  began  to  break  up,  and  the 
rooms  to  grow  thin. 

Philip  had  no  further  opportunity  of  conversing 
with  her  for  that  evening,  but  he  fdt  a  pleasing 
satisfaction,  when  he  remembered  the  few  words 
that  had  passed  between  them,  and  he  forgot 
all  Balbi's  uneasiness  and  conduct  previously. 
The  party  also  now  entered  fixim  the  chamber 
where  they  had  been  gaming.     Gruino  Spinoh's 
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~ ;  &f  YiomBin  wfts  dim  aod 

'  nwilrtJilliWil 

"^  Wine.''  askzd  Veniitt  of  Dunno. 
"- wlmk  nnr  LardBaUr  ind  ats  the  ochfr 
looknl  romd  dar  rooms,  ind  fbmid  he  wts 
gone,  dK  Venedm  added,  "*  Rmmnbcr,  I 
warned  too." 

-Tutr  sud  Girino.  half  crassly.  "The 
Sig;iior  Venim  is  over  anxious.'* 

"  I  hope  sOy''  answered  the  othar,  smiling 
comphoendv,  as  FhiHp  now  quitted  the  apart- 
jnent,  ^  md  trust  we  may  see  them  both  in 
Genoa  to-morrow." 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


Philip  was  almost  the  last  to  leave  the  room 
where  Verona  had  been.  Her  parting  adieus 
were  still  sounding  in  his  hearing,  her  touch  we 
on  his  hand,  her  figure  before  his  eyes.  The 
Venetian  had  gone.  Guino  Spinola,  a  heavy 
loser  at  the  dice  for  that  evening,  was  also  gone, 
and  the  old  Lord  Durazzo  had  retired  after  the 
departure  of  his  more  distinguished  guests, 
leaving  the  others  to  Leone,  of  whom  Philip 
now  also  took  his  leave. 

It  was  a  calm,  dose  night,  dark,  and  misty, 
when  wrapping  his  doak  tightly  round  him,  be 
entered  the  street  on  his  return  to  his  lodging  at 
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the  '  White  Cross/  His  mind  was  full  of  pleasant 
thoughts — of  Verona,  and  bold  hope  for  himsdf. 
Though  Lomellino's  death  was  heavily  felt  as  a 
bar  to  the  immediate  possession  of  rights,  to 
which  he  beUeved  himself  entitled^  yet  Sebastian 
Laro^ro's  promises  were  no  bad  omens  in  his 
&Tour,  and  now  when  he  thought  of  his  early 
youthi  the  days  passed  before  he  came  to  Genoa, 
he  did  believe  that  there  was  more  than  design  in 
the  statements  that  he  had  heard — that  there 
was  truth. 

His  mind  filled  with  these  thoughts,  and  his 
hopes  stimulated  by  Verona's  almost  avowed 
fnrefisrenoe  for  him,  he  found  himself,  as  some 
distant  bell  tolled  the  seciond  hour  after  mid* 
flighty  about  half  way  from  the  ^  White  Cross.' 
The  narrow  streets  were  silent  and  dark,  for  the 
tall  houses  that  flanked  them,  excluded,  in  a 
great  degree,  the  dim,  imceitain  light  from 
above,  and  neither  the  care  of  the  State,  nor 
the  private  speculation  of  individuals  had  as  yet 
raised  a  solitary  lamp  to  guide  a  wayfarer 
through  the  difficulties  of  the  streets.  The 
hour  too  was  one  when  most  of  the  burghers 
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were  comfortably  enjoying  their  first  sleep ;  and 
thus  amidst  darkness  and  silence,  Philip  pro- 
ceeded on  his  way. 

He  passed  the  Count's  palace,  and  could  see 
many  lights  in  its  numat)us  windows ;  and  with 
the  hope  of  catching  at  least  a  faint  glimpse  of 
Verona,  he  paused  for  a  moment,  straining  his 
eyes  in  the  direction  of  her  apartments ;  but  he 
was  unable  to  see  her,  and  he  hastened  home- 
wards. 

Some  sounds  of  men's  voices  in  the  distance, 
caused  him  to  stop  and  feel  for  his  sword  hilt, 
but  the  sounds  died  away,  and  he  thought  they 
were  like  the  chorus  of  some  drinking  song,  not 
the  noise  of  a  street  brawl.  Farther  on  as  he 
entered  a  long  and  very  narrow  street,  which 
opened  on  the  Strada  Nuova,  he  heard  the 
music  of  a  guitar,  and  shortly  afterwards  saw 
the  light  of  a  lamp  flashing  fix)m  a  window, 
nearly  at  the  other  end  of  the  street ;  but  diis 
too  he  knew  was  either  a  midnight  appointment 
or  a  lover's  serenade ;  and  when  he  came  nearer, 
the  lamp  was  no  longer  visible,  and  at  the 
sounds  of  his  footsteps,  the  music  was  hushed. 
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He  crossed  the  Strada  Nuova.  A  light  breath 
of  air  was  blowing  down  from  the  mountains, 
and  as  another  turn  would  bring  him  opposite 
to  the  '  White  Cross,'  he  loosed  his  doak,  and 
entered  a  narrow  lane  that  almost  fronted  it. 
Some  noise  in  an  adjacent  doorway  caused  him 
to  turn  his  head,  and  as  he  did  so,  a  well- 
directed  blow  from  an  unseen  hand  staggered 
and  stunned  him,  while  a  second  rapidly  deli- 
vered, before  he  could  recover  himself,  hurled 
him  senseless  upon  the  pavement. 

When  he  woke  from  the  stupor  produced  by 
this  sudden  attack,  he  found  himself  lying  upon 
the  floor  in  a  dark  apartment,  and  his  body 
weak  and  bruised,  as  if  he  had  been  brought  to 
his  present  lodging  with  no  very  gentle  handlings 
Where  he  was,  how,  or  why  brought  here, 
were  questions  he  could  more  readily  ask  him- 
self than  answer.  For  some  minutes  after  con- 
sciousness had  returned,  he  lay  in  silence,  listen- 
ing to  catch  some  word  or  sound  that  might 
warn  him  as  to  his  situation  ;  but  all  round  him 
was  fearfully  still.  At  length,  he  fancied  he 
heard  the  noise  of  water  gently  washing  against 
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some  biulding,  whether  the  one  he  was  in  or  an 
adjacent  house  he  could  not  tell ;  but  anything 
was  more  tolerable  than  this  racking  suspense; 
and  cautiously  raising  himsdf,  he  was  enaUed 
to  stand  erect,  and  with  outstretdied  arms  he 
attempted  to  make  a  survey  of  his  prison.  As 
£BLr  as  he  could  discover,  it  was  a  small  apart- 
ment, for  he  could  almost  toudi  with  the 
points  of  his  fingers  the  opposite  walls ;  and  at 
last  he  laid  his  hand  on  the  door,  but  it  was 
firmly  secured  and  sunk  into  the  wall,  whik 
through  no  crevice  or  joint  in  it  could  he  detect 
the  appearance  of  light.  Again  he  groped 
round  the  apartment,  and  discovered  a  small 
window,  neither  barred  nor  secured,  for  without 
difficulty  he  opened  the  sash,  and  felt  relieved 
as  the  cold  air  blew  in  upon  his  face.  "Without 
was,  however,  as  dark  as  vdthin ;  but  now  be 
could  hear  the  ripple  of  the  water  more  audiUy, 
and  he  fancied  that  he  could  also  distinguish  the 
rattling  of  cordage ;  and  the  suspicion  that  be 
was  beside  the  port  instantly  took  possession  of 
his  mind.  Long  and  patiently  he  listened.  Not 
a  trace  of  the  coming  morning  yet  tilled  tiie 
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beavens  above^  and  in  the  calm  stallness  of  the 
night  the  water's  ripple  was  hardly  audible. 

**  Oh,  for  a  light  !"  he  said  mth  bitterness. 
^  If  I  must  be  a  victim,  let  it  not  be  in  the 
daric ;"  and  uncertain  how  to  act  or  what  to  do, 
he  heard  something  like  the  sounds  of  voices  in 
the  distance,  and  shouted  loudly  for  aid.  But 
there  was  no  answer  from  without,  and  he  could 
bear  the  shuffling  of  feet  below  him,  and  then 
steps  upon  the  stairs ;  and  almost  immediately 
after,  the  bolts  of  the  door  were  drawn,  and  two 
men  masked  entered  the  room,  throwing  the 
fiill  light  of  their  hand-lamps  upon  his  still 
adiing  sight.  He  grasped  at  his  sword-hilt. 
Both  it  and  his  dagger  were  gone,  and  alone  and 
unarmed  he  was  in  their  power. 

^^  Signor,"  said  one  of  them,  pointing  to  the 
door  and  turning  to  descend,  ^^  follow.  Giuseppe, 
be  carefuL  If  the  Signer  attempt  to  escape, 
stab  him  to  the  heart ;"  and  Philip,  thus  ad- 
monished of  his  fate,  followed  his  conductor 
while  the  other  kept  close  to  him  behind.  At 
the  bottom  of  the  stairs  was  a  small  lobby,  and 
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here  two   other  men  waited  to  receive   them. 
One  had  a  mask,  the  other  a  doak. 

"  Your  pardon,  Signor !  This  mask  is  in- 
tended for  you,  also  this  doak ;"  and  seeing  the 
present  inutility  of  dispute,  he  allowed  himself 
to  be  doaked  and  masked ;  and  then  two  of  them 
seizing  him,  one  on  each  side,  they  extinguished 
the  lamps,  and  in  darkness  proceeded  along  a 
hall,  and  opening  a  door  at  its  end,  he  now 
found  himself  in  the  street.  The  motion,  and 
the  air  which  then  played  fredy  on  his  pereon, 
began  to  remove  the  stunning  effects  of  the  attadc 
previously  made  on  him ;  and  he  also  mentally 
calculated  the  odds  agamst  him — four  to  one; 
and  reflected  on  his  ignorance  as  to  the  locality. 
Where  he  was  he  had  no  means  of  asoertaining, 
for  in  the  general  darkness  he  could  perodve  no 
point  that  would  bring  to  his  recollection  any 
knowledge  of  his  situation.  The  men  kept 
close  round  him,  neither  speaking  themsdves 
nor  suffering  him  to  speak ;  and  they  proceeded 
thus  silent  and  attentive  through  many  bye- 
streets,  not  one  of  which   Philip,  though  wdl 
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acquainted  with  Genoa,  could  recognize,  until 
the  top  of  the  lantern,  where  a  light  was  kept 
during  the  night,  became  visible  at  the  other  end 
of  the  dty ;  and  the  fresh  breeze  blowing  off  the 
sea  saluting  them  as  they  turned  out  of  the 
street,  he  found  himself  beside  the  quays,  and 
only  a  few  paces  distant  from  the  Mole. 

"  She  will  sail  the  moment  we  reach  her," 
whispered  one  of  the  men  to  another  who  walked 
in  front,  and  seemed  to  be  the  leader  on  the 
occasion. 

.  "  Yes.  Hist !  the  boat !"  replied  the  other 
in  a  low  tone,  and  Philip  could  hear  the  noise  of 
oars  very  cautiously  used.  "  HLst !  there  is 
light  on  the  Mole !"  The  last  words  were 
audible ;  and  Philip,  glancing  his  eyes  towards 
the  building  at  the  point  of  the  harbour,  saw 
the  dim  flashing  of  lights  through  one  of  its 
lower  windows ;  but  before  he  could  accurately 
examine  it,  or  make  up  his  mind  how  he  should 
act,  the  man  added  aloud :  '*  Signer,  life  or  death 
is  before  you.  Life  if  you  obey  us ;  death  if  you 
refuse." 

"  What  want  you  then  ?     My  life  is  in  your 
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hands.  You  are  four,  and  I  one,  and  to  boot 
unarmed?"  asked  Philip,  now  eagerly  looking 
towards  the  Mole,  and  beginning  to  compreheod 
his  position,  while  he  gathered  up  his  energies 
for  an  attempt  at  escape.  *'  What  would 
you?" 

"  Be  silent,  and  enter  the  boat."  And  now 
the  shouts  of  wild,  drunken  revelry  were  heard 
as  they  issued  from  the  building  before  them, 
while  one  voice  rose  above  all  the  others,  and 
Philip  believed  he  knew  its  tones.  "  Conie, 
Signor — quick !" 

"  Never  ! — ho !  help !  ho !"  and  with  a  violent 
effort,  and  loud  shouts  for  assistance,  he  sprung 
out  of  their  hands,  while  their  daggers  were 
plunged  into  the  skirts  of  his  doak,  and  rushing 
forward,  he  made  towards  the  light;  but  the 
quickness  of  the  action,  and  some  old  timber 
lying  in  his  way,  which  in  the  darkness  he  could 
not  see,  he  tripped  and  fell  heavily  over  it  The 
fall  saved  his  life,  as  striking  at  him  in  the  dark, 
the  others'  weapons  again  missed  him. 

"Ho,  knaves!  what's  the  clamour?  Here, 
my  masters,  this  way !"  was  said  in  the  loud 
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tones  of  Sebastian  Larcero,  as,  half  drunk,  bis 
sword  in  one  band,  and  a  ligbted  torcb  in  tbe 
other,  be  rushed  out  of  the  building.  "  Ho ! 
who  wants  help  ?" 

"  I— here !"  shrieked  Philip. 

"  Into  him,  Giuseppe !  Maladetto  !  Our 
game's  spoiled !  Into  him !  All  tbe  Signor's 
own  fault !  Here's  his  death  I"  and  they  again 
struck  at  him  in  tbe  dark ;  and  as  Philip  now 
more  loudly  called  for  assistance,  tbe  blows  were 
made  at  random,  while  Larcero  and  some  half 
dozen  others  rushed  forward,  and  their'ligbted 
torches  threw  a  full  blaze  upon  bis  position. 

'*  Murdering !  you  rascals  !"  shouted  Larcero, 
rushing  forward.  "  There's  still  law  in  Genoa. 
Here,  you  knaves.  Murder's  tbe  word !  Ho  ! 
at  them  !"  But  tbe  others  had  fled  when  they 
saw  their  chance  was  up ;  and  Larcero,  sweeping 
his  torch  round  him,  found  Philip  lying  where  he 
had  first  fallen.  "  Whom  have  we  here  ?  Ah ! 
nephew  mine,  is  it  you  ?  By  the  mass,  you're 
never  out  of  scrapes!  How  is  this?"  And 
assisting  Philip  to  rise,  he  discovered  his  face 
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covered  with  blood.  "Wounded  to  boot! 
What's  it  all  about,  eh,  nephew  mine  ?*^ 

"  I  cannot  tell  you,'*  said  Philip,  striving  to 
stop  the  blood  which  flowed  from  a  slight  wound 
in  his  shoulder,  dealt  in  the  hurry  of  the  strug^. 
"  In  leaving  my  Lord  Durazzo's  I  was  set  on.'* 

"  Enough !"  said  Laroero  shortly.  "  Here, 
you  knaves,  carry  your  lights  before  us  ;**  and 
leading  Philip,  he  returned  to  the  Mole,  where 
there  were  all  the  signs  of  late  revelry.  "Now, 
my  masters,"  said  Larcero,  shutting  the  doOT, 
"  let  one  of  you  bring  water,  and  get  the  gen- 
tleman's wound  dressed,  and  then  to  your  roosts 
for  the  night.  By  the  mass,  they'll  attack  me 
in  the  streets  next ;  and  only  they  know  sted's 
the  only  metal  I  carry,  my  throat  might  have 
been  cut  long  ago.     Haste  ye,  knaves  !** 

Philip's  wound  was  washed  and  bcmnd  up, 
and  being  in  the  fleshy  part  of  his  shoulder,  was 
of  little  consequence,  while  Laroero  tended  it 
with  a  care  that  would  almost  have  made  the 
patient  feel  that  there  was  some  of  the  sympathy 
of  a  relative  in  his  zeal ;  only  now  and  then, 
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his  blood-shot  eyes,  inflamed  by  a  carousal, 
emitted  a  ^eam  of  st^m  satis&ction  that  seemed 
to  result  firom  other  fedings  than  mere  r^ard 
for  his  oompanion.  When  he  saw  all  was  r^ht 
and  some  of  the  men  still  lingered  near,  he  re- 
peated his  orders  foi  them  to  retire. 

**  And  mind  you,  knaves,  take  fitst  to  your 
sleep,  far  you  must  be  up  by  cock-crow,  as  my 
Lord's  galley  will  be  then  afloat ;  and,  yes,  bring 
me  another  flagon ;"  and  when  his  orders  were 
obqred,  he  again  turned  to  Philip,  '^  Now,  nephew 
mine,  the  whole  story." 

Philip  had  no  reason  to  conceal  anything  of 
what  occurred,  and  sucdnctly  related  every 
circiimstance  he  knew ;  he  watched  Larcero's 
features ;  but  be  seemed  more  intent  upon  the 
flagon  than  his  tale. 

*'  That  is  all  ?"  he  asked,  after  a  pause 
when  Philip  had  ceased  ;  and  as  the  othec  replied 
in  the  affirmative,  he  added,  "  Whom  do  you 
blame  r 

"  None ;  for  though  my  Lord  Balbi's  conduct 
during  the  evening  was  strange,  yet  he  is  too 
honourable  to  attempt  such  a  vile  trick." 


K5* 


174  THE  WILL;   OR, 

"  Tut !"  exclaimed  Laroero,  '<  the  Balbi  would 
cut  his  own  throat  first  No,  nephew  mine. 
Think  again.     Well,  what  say'st  thou  ?" 

•*  There  is  but  the  Venetian." 

''  The  man  !"  shouted  Laroero,  draining  the 
wine-cup.  '^  The  man,  or  he's  not  in  Genoa,  and 
with  my  old  luck  he's  still  in  my  grasp.  Yoa 
gone,  and  what's  to  keep  him  from  taking  his 
rest  soundly  ?  Nothing !  for  then  it's  the  jHXMid 
Signor  Vecrina  against  Sebastian  Laroero — 
a  noble  against  a  poor  rascal.  Nephew,  Battista's 
hand  was  in  it,"  and  Philip  seeing  every  thing 
confirmatory  of  this  suspicion,  did  not  contradict 
him.  "  You  must,"  he  continued,  "  get  home 
to  your  lodging,  and  keep  this  business  quiet 
Not  a  word  of  it ;  and  as  to  my  own  knaves  here, 
they  daren't  whisper  when  I  say  nay.  So  now 
put  on  your  doak,  and  111  see  you  to  the '  White 
Cross.'  Here  take  this  blade — ^we*re  two  now 
against  all  comers." 

The  streets  were  now,  however,  completely 
silent  and  deserted,  and  the  first  blush  of  the 
coming  morn  was  lighting  up  the  sky  and  fiibtly 
relieving  the  darkness  that  had  previously  hung 
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ow  tbe  ckr,  ind  FhiEp  mched  his  kxteing  in 


**  XoC  a  vatd  of  this,"  v«  Laroero's  putiog 
utttmcdoo.  **  My  Lord  FSesoo  holds  a  levee  of 
his  friends  ind  retainers  early  to-morrow  before 
he  goes  on  his  journey  to  the  mountains.  You 
win  there  see  the  Venetian,  and  mark  his  man- 
ner. Now,  good  night ;  the  tapster's  not  stir-, 
ring,   or  Fd  )ook  in.      Good   night,  nephew 


Tlie  next  morning,  or  ratho-  the  same  morn- 
ing, Philip  rose  early,  and  getting  his  wound 
dressed,  he  found  that  it  was  so  slight  as  not  to 
inoonveniaHX  him ;  so  dressing  himsdf  he  pre- 
pared for  the  Count's  levee,  anxious  to  shew 
his  zeal  in  visiting  him  before  he  left  Genoa. 
His  o^n  hte  was  in  the  balance.  Fiesco  had 
agnified  his  intention  of  being  absent  for  some 
weeks,  and  then  Philip  would  be  obliged  to 
make  some  movement  on  his  behalf  in  Genoa, 
or  quit  that  city  for  the  French  army.  He 
found  the  court-yard,  when  he  reached  the  pa- 
lace, crowded  with  the  Count's  retainers  andf 
servitors,    and    many    of   the    better  class   o 
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burghers,  while  as  he  entered  the  hall,  he  saw 
several  gentlemen  of  his  party,  who  had  bid 
him  farewell.  He  paused  at  the  door  of  the 
apartment  where  Fiesco  was^  when  the  ser?aDt 
opened  it,  and  announced  his  name. 

''  Many  thanks  to  thee,  Philip,"  said  Flesoo, 
kindly  pressing  his  hand  as  he  spoke.  **  Last  night's 
revel  has  not  made  thee  forget  thy  friends,"  aad 
Philip  perceiving  him  engaged  in  conversation 
with  Giannetino  Doria,  moved  onwards,  for  Vero- 
na and  his  wife  were  standing  at  the  window,  and 
round  them  a  group  of  young  nobles,  amongst 
whom  was  the  Venetian  who  stood  with  his 
back  turned  to  the  door.  The  Countess  saw 
the  young  soldier  approaching. 

"  Thou  art  welcome.  Captain  Calva." 
"  'Sdeath  !"  muttered  Verrina,  facing  round, 
and  his  features  grew  deadly  pale ;  but  with  a 
powerful  mastery  over  himself,  he  bowed  to  the 
other,  and  not  one,  save  Philip,  now  certain  of 
his  suspicions,  and  Verona,  who  knew  not  the 
cause,  marked  the  alteration  of  his  manner. 
Philip  bowed  as  low,  then  as  their  &fes  met,  be 
thought  the  Venetian   slightly    trembled;   but 
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soon  all  the  effects  produced  by  his  appear- 
ance had  vanished,  and  the  conversation  flowed 
into  its  previous  channel.  The  Count,  after 
parting  with  Doria,  and  some  other  nobles, 
joined  the  circle,  and  the  conversation  turned 
upon  his  journey ;  but  as  the  time  for  his  de- 
parture was  rapidly  approaching  all  now  began  to 
take  their  leave,  and  Philip  amongst  the  rest. 

"  I  shall  see  you  in  Grenoa  on  my  return," 
said  Fiesco  to  him,  ''  and  let  not  my  home 
complain  of  your  absence,  because  its  master's 
presence  may  be  wanted.  The  Signor  Verrina 
win  be,  I  trust,  no  unusual  guest." 

"  He  can  promise  that,"  replied  the  Venetian, 
speaking  for  himself,  ''  since  though  thou  takest 
much  attraction  with  thee,  yet  thou  leavest  more 
behind." 

"  The  better  part  of  me,"  said  Fiesco, 
**  win  be  in  Genoa !  Now,  adieu,  my  friends. 
Captain  Calva,  thou  wilt  think  of  me  before 
my  return,"  and  he  extended  his  hand  to 
them. 

"  Your  generosity,  my  Lord,"  replied  Philip, 
bowing  over  his  hand,  "will  bind  you  to  my 
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remembrance,  but  your  absence,  I  trust,  wiD 
be  short." 

"Not  long,  SignorVerrina;  thou  remember- 
est  our  late  conversation  ?*' 

"  Well.  I  shall  not  fail  in  forwarding  your 
wishes." 

"  Then,  adieu,  Signors.  Be  in  health,  on 
my  return !  Adieu,  again,"  and  both  now  took 
their  leave,  the  Venetian  walking  first  to  the 
door,  and  Philip  slowly  following  him.  They 
did  not  speak,  and  when  Verrina  reached  the 
court-yard,  he  signalled  his  lackeys,  who  waited 
on  him,  while  Philip  alone  proceeded  before  him 
to  his  lodging. 

"  Escaped !"  muttered  Verrina  to  himself,  as 
he  glanced  at  his  retreating  figure.  "  Elscaped 
too  without  a  scratch !  How  have  the  knaves 
foiled  ?  Yet  I  deserve  it,  for  in  this  matter  I 
should  have  used  no  hand  but  my  own.  Hired 
daggers  seldom  hit,  and  now  farewell  to  their 
use.  He  must  perish !  Yet  how  ?  Ah !  I 
have  it.  Law — the  power  of  the  State !  The 
Signor  Lomellino !  By  the  saints,  yes !  and  I 
trust  none  but  myself.     Tut !  it  is  easy.     The 
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papers  are  proofs.  I  have  it !  Stupid  that  I 
was — a  dolt  not  to  reckon  on  this  before !  It 
will  succeed — must;  and  not  a  flaw  can  light 
on  my  own  reputation.  I  could  not  stab  him 
myself  in  cold  blood,  and  fereweQ  to  other 
hands  to  do  that.  By  the  saints,  he  is  still 
mine !"  and  smiling  at  this  new  conception,  he 
hastened  on  to  his  own  home,  while  shortly 
afterwards  the  Count  Fiesco  left  Genoa. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

On  the  coast  of  the  island  of  Cyprus  turned 
towards  the  shores  of  Greece,  in  a  spot  whose 
natural  loneliness  had  been  increased  by  the  ait 
and  taste  of  man,  was  reared  a  small  building— 
a  happy  medium  between  the  rural  cottage  axui 
the    noble's   country  residence.     There  was  a 
chasteness  in  its  ornaments,  a  beauty  in  its  posi- 
tion, with  the  deep  blue  waves  before  it,  that 
came  murmuring  towards   its  feet,    but  never 
approached  in  the  violence  of  the  storm,  for  calm 
and  always  gentle  they  flowed  to  it.     The  shore 
was  curved,  and  a  small  bay  that  retired  into 
the  land,  sheltered  on  one  side  by  an  immense 
forest  that  rose  dark  and  thidc  up  to  the  clouds, 
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^^    the  other  by  a  ledge  of  rocks  running  out 
^J^to   the  sea,  seemed  to  be    secure  from  the 
^^lenoe  of  the  storm  or  the  fury  of  the  ocean, 
neither  wave  nor  wind  disturbed  its  smooth 
and  the  light  breeze  that  swept  over  it 
^^^y  kissed  it  in  sport,  and  then  fled  on  to  hide 
^^-^df  in  the  forest  or  struggle  against  the  rocks. 
The  house  lay  embowered  in  shrubs  and  per- 
^med  plants,  and  the  vine  was  wound  round 
the  columns  of  its  portico,  and  trained  to  dimb 
the  walls.     Fbwers  glowing   with   the  richest 
colours,  spangled  with  blue  and  purple,  scarlet 
and   gold,  filled  the   ground  lying  before  tlie 
windows,   and  the  trees  were  melodious   with 
songs  of  birds.     A  skping  hill  gradually  ascended 
behind  it,  clothed  with  trees,  which  bent  over, 
and  were  reflected  in  the  smooth  waters  of  the 
bay  before  it.     There  was  a   silence;  not   the 
silence  of  misery,  but  a  pleasant,  happy  silence, 
about  this  spot,  thus  beautified  by  nature  and  im- 
proved by  art,  thus  defended  from  storm    or 
violence  by  the  intervention  of  powerfiil  ram- 
parts, that  cast  a  soothing  charm  over,  the  feel- 
ings; and  if  it  did  not  obliterate  the  remembrance 
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of  past  misery,  it  (leadened  its  poignancy.  The 
inhabitants  of  the  house  were  two  Italians,  and 
their  domestics  taken  from  Rhodes  and  Sdo. 

Who  these  Italians  were  none  knew.  They 
had  rapidly  traversed  Cyprus ;  had  given  much 
occasion  for  conversation  both  on  account  of 
their  extreme  beauty,  the  females  especially ;  the 
liberality  of  her  companion,  and  his  profound 
devotion  to  her ;  his  studied  anticipations  of  her 
smallest  wants.  To  others  he  was  stem  and 
abrupt ;  with  her,  gentle  as  an  infant.  The  tak 
of  misery  or  suffering  never  was  unheeded  fay 
him;  and  with  an  energy,  a  discrimination  of 
character,  alone  obtained  by  a  powerful  inteDect 
instructed  in  the  world,  he  could  divide  the 
fictitious  from  the  real,  and  assist  the  one  wfaik 
he  condemned  the  other.  In  Scio  he  had  saved 
from  want  three  orphan  girb,  and  while  a  Turk 
bargained  with  them  to  dispose  of  themsdves 
for  the  harem  of  the  Egyptian  FbGha,  he  bought 
them  from  the  anticipation  of  worse  than  death, 
and  attached  them  to  his  own  service.  In 
Rhodes,  four  men  were  sentenced  to  death  (or 
the  supposed   murder   of  their  master ;  hj  * 
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Strange  chain  of  events  he  produced  the  real 
crimmals,  and  passed  on  to  Cyprus  with  these 
released  felons  in  his  train.  Real  acts  of  wisdom 
and  power  had  given  rise  to  corresponding  sup- 
positions of  influence  more  than  human ;  but  his 
diaracter  never  suffered  from  reproach,  because 
no  crime  had  ever  stained  its  brilliancy. 

In  that  part  of  the  coast  of  Cyprus  where  now 
he  had  fixed  his  residence,  he  was  hailed  as  a 
benefactor.     His  presence  had  banished  crime, 

I  |iromoted  peace,  and  established  order.  He  was 
regarded  as  a  judge,  dreaded  as  an  executioner, 

'-  endowed  with  the  power  to  discover  and  punish 
crime.  Two  years  had  passed  since  he  had 
thus  first  come  to  live  in  Cyprus — two  years  of 
mingled  pain  and  pleasure.  The  third  was 
i^)ening  upon  him  in  real  misery. 

It  was  about  two  hours  after  noon,  and  the 
warm  sun  shed  its  bright  beams  over  the  spot  in 
which  this  beautiful  retreat  was  situated.  The 
bay  looked  a  sheet  of  molten  silver,  and  the 
leaves  and  branches  of  the  tall  trees,  that  rose 
giant-like  on  one  side,  hung  immovable  in  the 
calm  that  surrounded  them.  The  flowers  reflected 
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to  a  small  rural  seat  formed  out  of  the  trunk  of 
an  ancient  tree,  and  shadowed  by  bendmg  vine- 
branches,  until  it  became  a  cool  retreat  from  the 
heat.     "  Now,  dearest !" 

'^  Ah,  Adrasto !  it  is  mournful  to  die  far  away 
fit>m  home,  relatives,  and  friends  1  Thou  art 
now  all  these  to  me,  yet  my  heart  yearns  after 
my  mother !" 

'^Thou  shalt  see  her,''  answered  the  other 
quickly.  "To-morrow  a  vessel  leaves  another 
part  of  the  coast  for  Venice.  I  shall  to  Rome — 
entreat  her  to  come — " 

"  No,  no,*'  said  the  other  mournfully.  "  She 
would  not.  Her  pride  was  hurt  by  my  first 
step.     No  atonement  will  soothe  her  !" 

''Harsh!"  muttered  Adrasto.  "Giulia,  is 
the  chance  worth  the  venture  ?" 

"  She  would  not  come  hither.  But  did  I  go 
to  Rome,''  said  the  female,  "  my  appearance 
might  soften  her— my  repentance!  At  what 
time  sails  this  vessel?" 

"  To-morrow,  late  in  the  evening." 

*^  And  the  distance  thence  to  her  ?" 
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''  Some  fifteen  leagues/'  answered  Adrasto 
puzzled  by  her  questioning. 

**  Then  I  am  for  Rome." 

''  Thou,  thou,  Giulia  1"  said  the  other  rapidly, 
and  gazing  into  her  beautiful  eyes,  he  looked  at 
them  in  silence  for  a  moment,  then  dropped  his 
head  slowly  on  his  breast,  and  sobbed  like  a 
child. 

"  Adrasto,  best  friend!"  murmured  the  female 
taking  his  hand. 

"  My  Giulia,  live  here ! — ^There  is  hope,  m 
thy  scheme  peril." 

''  I  know  thou  art  allrleamed  and  wise: 
But,  think ;  the  voyage,  the  change  of  air,  the 
fond  hope  of  seeing  those  I  love  on  earth  next 
best  to  thee ;  might  not  all  these  operate  fir 
my  safety?  Think;  I  go  not,  if  thou  sayest 
nay !" 

For  many  moments  he  remained  in  sikDOd 
but  to  this  habit  his  companion  was  aocustomeiL 
since  when  she  would  in  the  waywardness  d 
suffering,  make  any  strange  proposition,  it  vas 
his  custom,  to  consider  how  to  grant  or  avoid  it» 
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lest  he  might  seem  to  wound  h^.  Now  she 
had  outgrown  this,  for  the  conviction  of  death 
was  on  her.  She  expected  not  life,  and  un- 
less her  woman's  heart  had  told  her  that  on 
die  mind  of  her  companion  her  death  would 
produce  the  worst  and  most  violent  shock, 
long  befOTe  this  she  would  have  yielded  before 
the  inroads  of  the  fetal  disease,  now  mining 
her  exist^ice.  We  need  hardly  say,  that  in 
Adrasto  di  ViteQi  and  his  companion,  we  once 
more  find  the  Castrucci  of  our  earlier  chapters, 
and  the  beautiful  Roman,  Giulia,  the  victim  of 
Doria's  heartless  passions.  When  on  ihe  day 
of  Fiesco's  marriage,  her  mind  had  been  con- 
vinced of  the  treacherous  deceit  of  him  who 
fidsely  styled  himself  Leone  Durazzo,  she  un- 
resistin^y  yielded  to  Adrasto's  guidance.  Her 
heart  was  broken  by  the  rude  shock  it  had 
received,  and  spiritless,  almost  lifeless,  she  ac- 
companied the  noble  Roman  to  his  home  in 
Genoa.  Feelingly  and  calmly — unmoved  by 
the  passion  that  burned  in  his  heart,  he  stated 
to  her  her  position — asked  her  if  she  was  con- 
vinced of  Doria's  perfidy,  or  did  she  seek  still 
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farther  proofs  ?  But  she  required  none.  With 
the  convincing  evidence  before  her  she  soii^t 
no  more,  and  when  VitelK  told  her  that  his 
affection  was  deep  and  strong  as  ever,  that  Uu; 
past  was  to  him  but  the  spur  to  future  love^  ^ 
threw  herself  into  his  arms,  and  yielded  to  his 
passionate  entreaties.  That  very  night  they 
were  married  by  a  priest  of  Genoa,  who  had 
received  kindnesses  from  Vitelli's  hands,  and  on 
the  next  morning  they  set  out  for  Rome. 

That  Giulia  had  passionately  loved  Doria, 
her  husband  never  strove  to  conceal  from  him- 
self, or  ^for  a  moment  doubted ;  but  he  believed 
that  it  was  not  the  passion  that  would  stand  the 
test  of  time.  He  believed  that  with  the  know- 
ledge of  his  perfidy,  with  the  feeling  that  hb 
conduct  had  entailed  upon  her  utter,  perii^ 
lasting  wretchedness,  her  mind  would  assume 
another  tone,  and  she  would  banish  him  from 
her  heart's  remembrance  for  ever.  In  this  sup- 
position he  was  right.  Doria's  memory  was  as 
if  he  had  never  existed.  She  triumphed  over  his 
cruelty  by  forgetting  him,  and  wrought  his 
punishment  by  ceasing  to  love  him.     Adrasto's 
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kis  affbctioQ  so  minutdr  risible  in  the 
mstters  that  oonoerDed  her;  his  pride 
in  svoiriiig  her  as  bts  wife ;  his  utter  seemii^ 
fbrgetfidncsB  that  ^le  had  ever  adopted  the 
course  she  did,  Idndkd  within  her  a  friendship 
wnnn  and  dd^tful ;  and  when  ther  reached 
Rome,  the  haughty  Genoese  was  forgotten  be- 
five  the  generous  aflfection  of  the  I^trician 
Kiwiar. 

In  the  eternal  d^,  Giulia's  first  care  was  to 
reconcile  hersdf  to  her  &mily ;  and  here  MtdDi 
fbooght  the  drcumstances  attending  his  former 
dqHTture  m^t  conceal  what  her  parents  did 
not  know,  for  he  and  ^e  left  it  almost  together. 
He  was  certain  that  none  there  knew  she  had 
quitted  with  the  Genoese  merchant,  and  believed 
Aat  all  would  think,  on  now  seeing  them  return 
together,  that  he  had  been  the  companion  of 
her  al»aipt  flight  He  was  deceived.  She  was 
rejected  by  her  parents.  The  door  of  recondli- 
ition  was  closed  against  her.  The  jHide  of  her 
fiuniiy  was  hiut,  for  their  blood  had  flowed  in  a 
dear,  deep  stream,  uncontaminated  by  plebeian 
xinnexion,  unstained  even   by   the  shadow   of 
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dishonour.  More  influenced  by  their  haugfatj 
descent,  than  their  human  affections,  they  refised 
to  be  reconciled.  Adrasto's  prayers  were  un- 
heeded, the  influence  of  Us  family  disregarded, 
and  they  quitted  Rome  to  seek  a  home,  wheie 
they  might  create  their  own  world,  and  live  ts 
if  no  kindred  bound  them  to  the  earth. 

They  travelled   through  the    Grecian  isks ; 
visited  the  places  famous  in  the  legends  of  H(>— 
mer — rich  in  the  poetry  of  Hesiod — and  swe^^ 
with  the  muse  of  Sappho.     The  scholar  glorie^^ 
in  the  triumphs  of  mind.     His  enthusiasm  wr:^ 
lighted  up  the  pale  cheek  of  his  young  wife,  bi^^ 
her  heart  was  broken.     First  torn  and  wounde^^ 
by  the  crime  of  Doria,  when  in  Adrasto's  tender*-^ 
ness,  she  might  have  gained  new  life,  the  prouc:^ 
cruelty  of  her  family   re-opened   the  wounds, 
and  even  now  she  was  struggling  with  deadi 
Adrasto  saw  and  mourned.  Anxiously  he  watxJied 
over  her.      His  skill  was  tasked  to  meet  ber 
complaint;   but    when  settled  at   Cyprus,  the 
mournful  feeling  was  now  in  his  mind  a  truth, 
that  she  had  but  come  nearer  her  grave. 

For  some  moments  he  remained  silent  after 
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had  spoken.      AH  nature   was    beautiful 

nre  him.     The  bay  with  its  calm  waters,  and 

beyond  it,  the  wide  expanse  of  the  great 

ind  sea ;  the  quiet  that  rdgned  undisturbed, 

9  bright  sl^,    so  dear,    so  cloudless;  that 

dthem  sky  whose  surface  no  doud  darkened, 

i  which  seemed  in  its  own  glorious  beauty  to 

ify  the  mind  of  its  Creator ;   the  forest,  the 

ks ;  the  perfumed  air  that  breathed  upon  his 

%  an  these  were  imnoticed, — for  in  this  matter 

knew  not  how  to  act. 

Giulia  1"  he   said   at  length  afler  a  pause, 

ention  but  thy  will,  and  I  obey.*' 

Ah !"  she  replied,  gently  and  playfully  tap- 

us  cheek,  **  thou  wouldst  place  on  my  poor 

ders  the  weight  of  this  decision.     Be  it  so, 

Adrasto,  I  woidd  go  to  Rome  !" 
hy  wishes  shall  want  no  support  in  me," 
r  husband.     *'  This  vessel   sails  on  the 
\     We  must  make  instant  preparation, 
)  not  impossible  that  money  may  pur- 
day's  delay,  perhaps  more,  and  dearest, 
return  to  our  house,  where  I  can  leave 
the  few  hours  that  may  suffice  for  pro- 
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ceeding  to  this  vessel,  and  there  making  the 
necessary  engagements  for  our  departure." 

"  May  God  bless  thee  1"  murmured  Giulia, 
leaning  her  head  on  his  bosom.  "  Thou  ait 
ever  gentle,  ever  kind  I  The  saints  reward 
thee !" 

''  Tut  1  my  feir  wife,  thou  makest  me  woman- 
ish. We  shall  homewards  !"  and  slowly  and 
carefully  he  led  her  home,  and  tenderly  kissiDg 
her,  departed,  attended  by  two  of  his  Gredcs^ 
for  that  part  of  the  coast,    where  this  vessel 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


Adrasto  succeeded  in  making  the  necessary 
preparations  for  leaving  Cyprus.  The  vessel 
was  delayed  for  three  days,  and  never  since  their 
habitation  in  that  island,  had  Giulia  worn  so 
contented  a  look,  never  had  she  seemed  so 
happy  as  now,  when  about  to  return  to  Italy. 
A  Greek  merchant  in  Nicosia  purchased  their 
beautiful  retreat,  and  attended  by  three  men  and 
two  female  servants,  they  embarked  for  Rome. 
The  morning  on  which  they  quitted  Cyprus  was 
one  of  more  than  common  serenity  and  beauty, 
and  Giulia  drew  from  its  appearance,  a  hopeful 
augury  of  future  success. 

VOL.    II.  K 
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The  first  day,  th. 
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pointed  out  the  fan 
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nefver  did  she  fed  less  sad  or  less  weary  than 
dorii)^  that  voyage. 

Tune  passed  agreeably,  and  Vitelli  was  as- 
tonished to  see  that  Giulia  seemed  to  gather 
health  and  strength  from  every  hour  spent 
linoe  their  departure  from  Cyprus.  The 
becstic  spot  was  disappearing  from  her  cheek ; 
ber  strength  had  visibly  increased,  her  pulse 
beoame  firmer,  her  hope  more  powerful,  and 
be  himself  b^an  to  think,  that  life  might  yet 
"MMTifain  its  seat 

They  coasted  slowly  along  the  shores  of 
Greece,  rich  in  the  memories  of  the  past ;  and 
Ciiulia  almost  evinced  a  child's  pleasure  in 
gaadng  upon  these  spots,  consecrated  to  immor- 
tality by  the  genius  of  the  poet  and  historian. 
On  the  seventh  day  they  had  reached  the  sou- 
thern {MTomontory  of  Sicily,  :and  night  came 
down  upon  them  as  they  rounded  Cape  Pas- 
saro.  It  was  a  calm,  beautiful  night,  an  Italian 
night,  which  breathes  the  luxury  of  the  southern 
clime..  The  full  moon  threw  her  light  upon 
the  sea,  which  lay  almost  motionless,  and  the 
high  lands  of  Sicily  were  on  one  side,  the  low, 

K  2 
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flat  coast  of  Northern  Africa  on  the  other ; 
before  them  the  ocean  wide  and  stretching, 
behind  them  the  retiring  shores  of  Greece. 
The  dear,  cloudless  sky,  the  strong  light  of  tbe 
moon,  and  the  calmness  of  the  sea  had  rendered 
distant  objects  visible ;  and  as  Giulia  and  Adrasto 
enchanted  with  the  scene,  lingered  on  the  deck 
to  a  later  hour  than  usual,  the  former  pointed 
to  a  small  brilliant  spot  on  the  horizon,  in  tbe 
direction  of  the  African  coast. 

"  It  is  a  vessel,"  said  Adrasto  in  reply  to  tbe 
gestiu-c  of  his  wife.  "  Signor  Captain,"  be 
continued,  turning  to  the  Captain,  who  ^ras 
standing  near  him,  "  what  light  is  that  so  detf 
and  so  steady  in  the  distance  ?" 

*'  A  light  1"  and  the  latter  sprung  up  tbe 
vessel's  side.  "  From  the  coast  of  Afinca  it 
comes,"  he  said  as  if  to  himself,  but  loud 
enough  for  Adrasto  to  hear  him.  ''  May  tbe 
saints  protect  us  from  Haseen  Aga  !" 

"  Thou  speakest  of  the  Algerine,"  observed 
Adrasto  alarmed ;  and  sinking  his  voioe,  be 
asked,  "  Is  there  any  danger  ?" 

"  From   him  all  danger.     Signor,  take  the 
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[y  below,  then  join  me"  and  Adrasto  making 
excusei  led  Giulia  to  her  cabin,  and  shortly 
er  came  up  on  the  deck  to  see  the  Captab. 
\e  latter  seemed  agitated  and  tineasy.     His 
was  in  his  vessel.    The  produce  of  long  years 
toil  had  been  ventured  in  a  most  lucrative 
Bculation,  and  now  wealthy  beyond  his  most 
[iguine  expectations   if  he   could  but  reach 
iples,  his   destined  port,  he  naturally  feared 
B  most  distant  appearance  of  danger.    Haseen 
^  who  had  served  and  studied  piracy  under 
B  great  master  of  the  age  in  that  art,  Barba- 
ssa,  and  who  now  held  Algiers  for  him,  had 
led  the  Mediterranean  with  robbery  and  mur- 
r.     In  crime,  in  activity,  in  its  perpetration, 
a  remorseless  conduct  that  terrified  resistance, 
if  it  overcame  it,  inflicted  horrible  punish- 
ent,  this  man  had  no  superior.     He  was  the 
^rthy  rival  of  his  master.     Not  a  day  but  his 
uisers  spread  death  round  them,  and  time  was 
ndering  him  more  powerful.     The   Captain 
iturally  feared  him. 
**  What  make  ye  now  of  the  light  ?"  anxiously 
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doubt  remained  on  his  mind.  The  Algerine 
vrais  on  them.  The  saflors  saw  the  fatal  light. 
Their  hearts  grew  dead  with  fear,  and  the 
Captain  placed  a  hsmd  upon  Vitdli's  shoulder. 
'■  'Mt  is  the  Algerine !"  He  paused  for  a 
aeocmd.  The  light  fell  fiill  upon  the  masts  and 
rigging  of  the  distant  vessel,  exposing  the  cut 
and  bend  of  her  sails;  the  deck  was  alive  with 
men,  and  a  flag  flapping  against  the  mast,  from 
which  was  suspended  the  light.  "  Virgin  and 
saints,  'tis  Haseen's  self !  Signer,  I  dare  not 
even  hope.*' 

**  We  must  die  then,"  said  Adrasto  gloomily. 

Conmiotion  and  dismay  reigned  on  board  the 
vessel.  Her  men  ran  up  and  down  the  deck, 
r^ardless  of  aught  but  their  lives ;  while  the 
Captain,  after  a  moment's  attempt  to  stimulate 
them  to  resistance,  abandoned  it  in  despair,  and 
Adrasto  called  his  Greeks  to  his  side,  determined 
to  make  a  stand. 

**  Signor,"  said  the  Captain,  **  you  would  do 
evil  without  even  the  prospect  of  advantage. 
Exasperate  these  infidels,  and  then  adieu  hope ! 


Il-.i 


Yes.  Haseen 
for  ransom  ofthyse. 
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He  spoke  of  resistance,  but  terror  was  on  every 
ftce,  and  moumfii]ly  he  pomted  to  the  Corsair, 
and  in  deep  agony  bent  his  head.  A  minute 
after,  and  a  wild  troop  of  Algerines  sprang  into 
the  vessel  They  thronged  her  deck,  and 
dividing  themselves  into  parties,  each  taking  for 
the  time  its  own  direction  of  labour,  the  work 
of  devastation  and  plunder  began.  With  silent 
order  and  regularity  they  continued ;  and  whilst 
the  sailors  offered  no  resistance,  for  most  of 
them  had  fled  below,  or  looked  on  in  speechless 
terror,  knowing  that  the  scenes  before  them 
were  but  the  prelude  to  their  own  deaths  or 
d^vity,  there  was  nothing  to  interrupt  their 
plunder  of  the  Neapolitan.  Rapidly,  while  their 
own  galley  floated  by  the  side  of  their  prey,  did 
they  dear  the  latter  of  her  rich  freight,  until  of 
that  cargo  which  her  Captain  had  imagined  his 
fortune,  not  a  valuable  article  remained;  and 
then  a  pause  ensued  in  their  exertions. 

"  What  next  ?"  asked  Adrasto  from  the  Cap- 
tain, who  stood  mournfully  by  his  side  contem- 
plating the  work  of  plunder.  "  Methinks,  with 
half  a  spirit  among  those  knaves  of  yours — " 
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"  Hush,  Signor !  Let  us  have  no  resistance. 
They  will  bring  the  lady  to  the  Dey,  for  no  man 
amongst  them,  until  his  pleasure  be  known,  dares 
insult  her  by  a  word.  Death  or  captivity  is 
before  us ;  but  be  thou  prudent,  fbr  with  wealth 
thou  mayest  be  suocessfuL  For  me — be  calm— 
they  are  taking  prisoners.'' 

Before  Adrasto  could  reply,  he  saw  the  Alge- 
rines  seize  some  of  the  men  who  stood  on  the 
deck,  and  immediately  after  he  was  taken  him- 
self. Yielding  without  resistance,  in  a  moment 
his  hands  were  bound,  and  he  with  the  Captain 
were  the  first  passed  over  the  side  to  the  Cor- 
sair's galley. 

Giulia  had  loDg  before  retired  to  rest,  for  it 
was  frequently  her  companion's  habit  to  return 
to  the  deck  after  she  had  gone  below,  and  spend 
some  time  in  conversation  with  the  Captain,  who 
was  a  Neapolitan,  and  a  pleasing  associate. 
This  night,  the  beauty  of  the  weather,  the  ex- 
citing reminiscences  connected  with  the  scenes 
through  which  they  had  sailed,  the  prospect  of 
soon  reaching  Italy,  all  combined  in  keeping  her 
longer  up  than  usual ;  and  when  she  sunk  into 
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sleep,  her  fatigue  rendered  her  repose  not  easily 
broken.  The  noise  above  at  length  roused  her. 
She  listened  attentively.  There  was  no  storm, 
for  the  vessel's  motion  was  as  smooth  as  if  she 
floated  on  a  feiry  lake,  and  not  on  the  wide 
bosom  of  the  Mediterranean ;  yet  there  were 
violent  trampling  of  feet,  the  sound  of  heavy 
bodies  falling,  and  sometimes  a  shout  in  a 
language  she  could  not  understand.  Adrasto 
was  not  near  her,  and  suspicion  of  evil  soon 
took  possession  of  her  mind.  She  instantly 
roused  herself  and  dressed.  The  door  of  her 
little  cabin  was  partially  open ;  and  when  dressed, 
she  paused  for  a  moment  to  catch  any  sound 
that  might  remove  her  doubts,  when  they  were 
rudely  dispelled.  A  strong  light  penetrated 
into  the  room  next  her  own,  and  she  heard  the 
noise  of  feet,  as  a  party  of  Algerines  burst  upon 
her  view. 

"Adrasto!"  she  shrieked  wildly.  The  men 
instantly  turned  towards  the  sound,  and  seeing 
her  they  seized  her  in  their  arms,  and  bore  her, 
making  what  slight  resistance  she  could,  to  the 
deck,  and  then  placed  her  in  their  own  galley. 


^m.»  M.A\JA 
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tone  so  full  of  horrified  amazement,  so  startling 
in  its  sound,  that  the  Algerines  drew  back  in 
fear ;  the  space  grew  cleared,  and  Vitelli  numbed 
vrith  terror,  bent  over  the  lifeless  body  of  his 
wife.  He  looked  into  her  eyes ;  they  seemed  as 
if  she  had  just  awoke  fi'om  a  deep  slumber, — the 
film  of  death  had  not  yet  gathered  on  them. 
He  touched  her  cheek :  it  was  warm  and  soft,  as 
when  first,  in  trusting  affection  she  had  leaned 
it  on  his  bosom.  He  took  her  hand,  the 
fingers  were  still  flexible,  and  bending  on  his 
knees,  he  raised  her  head,  and  whispered  "  Giu- 
lia  !"  No  voice  answered  his.  Her  eyes  were 
fixed  and  set.  She  did  not  breathe,  did  not 
move.  He  raised  her  still  more  up,  and  rising 
folded  her  in  his  arms.  The  glare  of  the  lights 
fell  upon  her  face,  shone  upon  her  bosom,  and 
a  small  red  stream  dyed  its  marble  whiteness. 
^*  Giulia !  look  up,"  murmured  her  husband. 
"  Dearest !  thine  own  Adrasto  stands  by  thy  side. 
He  holds  thee  in  his  arms !  Giulia — ^love,  wife, 
look  up !  Oh,  Heavens  !  she  is  dead !"  His  eye 
saw  the  stain — the  small  opening  in  the  skin, 
through   which  had    welled    forth    the    life's 
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Straight,  the  eyes  dark  and  piercing,  the  lips 
thin,  and  a  full  beard,  mixed  with  many  grey 
hairs,  descending  half-way  down  his  bosom. 
His  dress  was  rich  to  extravagance.  The 
ealpac  of  his  turban  was  made  of  doth  of  gold, 
flEnd  a  shawl  of  the  richest  silk  wound  round  his 
brow,  composed  the  remainder  of  his  head- 
dress, while  a  ruby  shining  as  brilliantly  as  the 
ftmed  one  of  Sultan  Jamshid,  dasped  a  crescent 
inlaid  with  predous  stones.  A  shawl  of  green 
and  gdd  was  wrapped  round  his  shoulders,  and 
partially  covered  a  fine,  flexible  coat  of  mail 
formed  of  steel  rings  so  joined  and  woven  toge- 
ther that  th^  yidded  with  every  motion  of  his 
body.  His  yataghan  was  sheathed  in  a  scabbard 
of  gold,  and  the  tip  of  its  hilt  was  covered  with 
a  diamond  of  extraordinary  magnificence,  while 
the  pistols  worn  in  the  girdle  with  it  were  also 
of  the  most  exquisite  workmanship  of  the 
period,  moxmted  in  gold,  and  adorned  with  pre- 
dous stones. 

"  Christian !"  said  Haseen  Aga,  for  still 
farther  back  had  the  Algerines  retired,  and 
Adrasto  started  at  his  still,  dry  tone  of  voice. 


208  THE  will;  or, 

He  gazed  on  him  for  a  moment,  then  exdaimed 
bitterly,  pointing  to  the  dead  Giulia  as  he  spdu, 

"  Infidel,  behold  thy  work  !'* 

A  hundred  scimitars  flashed  as  he  spoke. 

"  Peace  1"  again  said  the  Dey,  and  all  vrat 
silent.     "  She  is  dead  I" 

"  Oh !  terrible  truth !"  exclaimed  Adrasto, 
passionately.  ^'Giulia,  my  Wed  one!  My 
light  of  life  !  my  hope  1  Oh  Heaven !  strike 
me,  if  thou  wiliest !  The  beauty  of  life  has 
departed  from  me;  its  bitterness  only  remains! 
Infidel,  thy  dogs  have  murdered  her  !" 

A  gloomy  shade  passed  over  the  Algerine's 
dark,  hard  features.  He  glanced  stead&stly  at 
the  countenance  of  Adrasto.  His  grief  seemed 
to  make  some  impression  on  his  stem  nature, 
and  clapping  his  hands  thrice,  an  attendant 
instantly  waited  on  him.  They  conversed  for  a 
few  seconds  in  whispers,  when  Haseen  Aga 
turned  to  Vitelli, 

"  Go !  Thou  art  free." 

"  Whither  ?"  asked  Adrasto,  not  valuii^ 
much     the     permission.      "  Whither  ?     To 
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me  now  all  life  is  a  blank.  To  Algiers  or 
Italy  r 

"  Haseen  Aga  seldom  relents,"  said,  the  Dey 
harshly.  "  The  Christian  dogs  spare  none ; 
why  should  they  be  saved  ?  But  I  have  vowed 
to  make  no  prisoner,  to  take  no  life  this  day. 
The  servant  of  Allah  keeps  his  vow.  Thy  crew 
18  free.  Go.  In  an  hoiu*  my  vow  is  past,  and 
thou-^beware !" 

Adrasto,  unconscious  of  what  he  did,  was 
borne  on  board  the  Italian  vessel.  Her  people 
and  Captain  rejoiced  in  their  release  from  death 
or  slavery ;  and  but  few  minutes  had  passed  from 
their  having  obtained  permission  to  depart, 
^en  all  were  on  board.  The  Corsair's  galley 
moved  slowly  from  them,  the  briUiant  light  was 
again  raised  to  the  top  of  her  mast,  her  dark 
hull  gradually  disappeared  and  melted  away  in 
the  distance,  and  a  favouring  wind  carried  them 
gently  round  the  north  of  Sicily. 

Vitelli's  grief  had  been  respected  When  the 
morning  dawned,  he  found  himself  lying  on 
the  bed  he  had  always  occupied  smce  they  left 
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Cyprus.  EBs  senses  were  wandering,  for  me- 
mory had  not  yet  related  to  his  waking  reason 
the  events  of  the  preceding  night.  OradmDy 
he  became  conscious.  A  horrible  dream  seemed 
to  oppress  him ;  somethmg  he  ooukl  not,  daord 
not  believe,  flitted  before  his  mind,  momentarily 
clothing  itself  in  aU  the  forms  of  a  dread 
reality.  At  last  he  awoke  to  the  fiill  sense  of 
his  misery.  He  now  remembered  eveiy  thing— 
Giulia's  death,  and  in  that  word  was  compre- 
hended alL  The  Captain  visited  him,  sootlied, 
and  attempted  to  comfort  him,  but  for  days  after 
that  dismal  night  there  was  no  prospect  of  peace 
before  him. 

They  landed  safely  at  Naples.  His  goieroaty 
made  some  compensation  for  what  the  Captain 
had  lost ;  and  then  he  proceeded  to  Rome  with 
Giulia's  body.  She  had  often,  when  in  fife, 
spoken  of  her  desire  to  rest  in  the  Etranal  Ci^ 
after  death,  and  then  \^tdli  thought  every  wish 
a  sacred  command.  She  was  biuied  by  the  side 
of  her  kindred ;  and  after  Vitelli  had  amdouslf 
performed  every  duty  incumbent  upcm  him,  he 
departed  again  from  Rome.     His  friends  made 
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many  inquiries  as  to  his  designs,  but  they  were 
fruitless,  for  whither  he  had  gone,  none  knew. 
Even  the  time  of  his  departure  was  uncertam, 
bat  he  had  made  such  arrangements  as  promised 
a  long  absence,  and  m  some  months  all  but  a 
few  had  forgotten  even  to  mention  his  name,  or 
inquire  for  his  return. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


Events  had  passed  with  marvellous  rapifitj 
at  Genoa  since  the  occurrence  there  of  the  hsl 
scenes,  which  we  have  imperfectly  related.  Fiesoo 
informed  Verrina  of  Doria's  attempt  to  poison 
him ;  and  the  conspiracy  now  finally  entered  into 
was    actively  and  secretly  prosecuted.      New 
members  were  gained  every  day,  and  these  too^ 
not  in  the  lower  classes,  or  amongst  that  party 
mostly  believed,  fix)m  their  having  notibing  to 
lose,    at    all    times    desirous  of  change,  but 
amongst  the  higher  orders  in  the  city  of  Genoa. 
Many  of  the  wealthy  bui^hers  gave  in  their 
adhesion,  since  on  them  the  haughty  insofence 
of  Giannetino  Doria  pressed  without  the  slightest 
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at  moderation  or  eonoealment.  He 
himself  by  position  so  far  removed  above 
i,  that  the  semblance  of  courtesy  woidd 
ous  to  his  dignity ;  and  most  of  them  in 
Q  hated  him  with  a  hatred  the  more 
,  because  by  necessity  concealed, 
gst  the  nobles  he  had  also  made  power- 
ies.  Many  of  them  would  not  tolerate 
I ;  and  it  was  remarked  that  since  his 
ition  with  the  Co\mt  Fiesco,  he  had 
x>  others  more  arrogant  than  ever,  as  if 
1  revenge  on  them  the  restraint  which 
ised  towards  the  former.  Fiesco  was 
lot  to  give  the  slightest  cause  for  com- 
His  court  towards  both  Giannetino  and 
;  unde,  Andrew  Doria,  was  assiduous  and 
[y  most  sincere.  In  manners  and  con- 
i  he  excelled  any  noble  in  the  State; 
ised  both  a  frankness  that  never  looked 
imulation,  and  aU  the  resources  of  his 
[  mind  to  strengthen  this  inclination  in 
»ur,  which  both  the  Dorias  appeared 
*tain.  He  seemed  lost  in  pleasure. 
ou8  busmess    formed,  in  the  eyes   of 
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any  with  whom  he  casually  associated,  an  obstacle 
to  gaiety  or  amusement;  and  whilst  a  word,  a  sign, 
might  reveal  the  deep  design  hatched  agaimt 
the  Republic,  its  chief  plotter  joined  revel  after 
revd — ^led  to  all  appearances  a  life  of  confirmed 
pleasure — and  lulled  suspicions  by  a  carelessnesB 
of  existence  that  disarmed  hostility  and  silenced 
fear. 

In  all  his  gaiety  there  was  a  plan.  I£s 
profuseness  attached  to  him  the  lower  ordeiSi 
to  whom  it  yielded  a  large  source  of  employ- 
ment ;  and  though  they  had  never  heard  even 
a  whisper  referring  to  the  conspiracy,  yet  torn 
a  previous  favourable  disposition,  they  were 
counted  upon  as  certain  in  the  execution  of 
his  projects;  and  the  event  justified  his  pie- 
dictions.  His  bounty  to  the  silk  spinners,  a 
considerable  body  of  the  inhabitants  of  Genoa, 
and  who  at  that  time  suffered  extreme  miseiy 
from  the  depression  of  trade  caused  by  At 
late  wars,  gained  him  strong  supporters  sod 
numerous  friends  amongst  the  people.  Id  tfaii 
instance  his  charity  was  the  more  generous 
because  offered  in  secrecy,  for  he  applied  to  thor 
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and  privately  distributed  money  to  those 
them,  who  on  his  recommendation 
d  it.  Pursuing  the  artful  course  which 
1  marked  out  for  himself,  he  mixed  much 
le  more  considerable  of  the  middle  classes, 
)stantial  burghers,  who  had  something  to 
ind  who  in  a  revolution  would  also  risk 

He  insinuated  in  conversation  with  them, 
K)ugh  a  noble,  he  sympathized  with  the 
\  of  the  people,  and  mentioned  his  hopes, 
me  event  while  it  preserved  the  real  rights 
peould  confer  on  them  their  just  privities, 
ans  were  n^ected  to  secure  success  in  his 
yts. 

i  murder  of  Vincent  Lomellino  was  a  tale, 
)lic  estimation,  now  some  years  old,. for 
I  not  more  than  a  few  weeks  had  occurred 
its  perpetration,  it  was  well  nigh  forgotten 
3  multitude.  A  distant  relative  claimed 
)tained  his  property ;  and  a  doud  of  mys- 
ad  so  shrouded  the  whole  transaction,  that 
uiew  whom  to  suspect.  In  the  interval 
the  occurrence  of  that  transaction,  Verrina 
.  anxious,  agitated  life.     He  feared  detec- 
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tion.  The  loss  of  his  ring  could  not  be  forgotten, 
and  though  he  had  a  ready  tale  invented  to  aooount 
for  its  disappearance,  and  bad  mentioned  casual^ 
in  the  Count's  palace,  that  it  was  lost,  accuratdj 
describing  it,  and  offering  rewards  for  its  discovery, 
he  never  could  free  his  mind  from  apprehensions, 
imagining  a  thousand  things  which  might  occar 
to  clear  up  much  of  the  mystery  that  surrouiKhd 
this,  to  all  but  him,  inexplicable  afiair.  TIk 
incubus  of  conscious  guilt  sat  upon  his  mind, 
and  he  could  not  shake  it  off. 

With  Philip  he  had  now  become  more  silent 
and  distant  than  ever,  for  though  the  Count's 
great  kindness  to  the  young  soldier  kept  him 
almost  constantly  about  him,  Verrina's  poEcf 
towards  him  was  changed.  His  reserve  increased 
with  Fiesco's  kindness,  since  the  night  of  their 
singular  meeting  in  the  palace  gardens.  Both 
had  preserved  a  marked  silence  with  reference  to 
that  event.  They  had  mentioned  it  to  none,— 
had  never  renewed  it  between  themselves, — and 
as  Philip  studied  Verrina,  and  adopted  towards 
him  the  same  course  of  conduct  which  the  latter 
was  pursuing,  a  silent  salutation  had  nowibr 
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dmjs  been  the  ooty  sign  of  intumcy  pass- 
ngbetfroeo  tfacm. 

Tims  stood  the  parties  in  Genoa,  since  Fiesoo, 
at  stated,  had  quitted  that  dty  for  his  territories 
aoosa  tiie  monntains,  under  the  pretence  of 
r^^™g  preparatioos  to  resist  the  Duke  of  Fla- 
eoBtia,  but  in  reality  to  iniq)ect  his  vassals  pre- 
viously to  making  a  sdection  out  of  them  (rf*  those 
moat  fitted  fcfr  warlike  service,  that  they  might 
be  ready  to  advance,  and  carry  out  his  views  on 
the  Republic.  He  was  to  return  on  a  certain 
night  to  G^ioa.  The  Lady  Leonora  had  been 
slightly  ailing,  and  flesco  passionately  attached 
to  hts  wife,  lost  no  time  in  fifushing  his  busi- 
ness, and  was  rapidly  hurrying  to  the  city.  By 
]Nrevious  arrangement  he  was  to  rest  at  a  sort  of 
mountain  ino,  about  fifteen  leagues  fi^m  Genoa, 
the  night  before  his  return. 

In  a  small  room  of  a  low  house  of  entertain- 
ment situated  in  one  of  the  narrow  streets  lead- 
ing down  to  the  port  from  the  Strada  S.  Fran- 
cesco— a  house  much  frequented  by  foreign 
sailors,  by  the  refuse  of  the  city,  escaped  crimi- 
nals, and  the  bandits  who  frequeutly  visited  the 
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neighbouring  mountains— was  assembled  a  eom- 
pany  of  five  individuals.     They  all  seemed  of 
that  dass  which  mostly  values  a  man's  purse 
more  than  his  life,  and  is  ruled  by  a  sort  of 
conventional   doctrine   r^arding   the  rights  of 
meum  and  tuiim  which  transposes  the  tuum  into 
meum^  and  keeps  the  latter  always  within  thdr 
own  power.  None  of  them  looked  like  honest  mo. 
They  sat  at  a  table  well  furnished  with  drinkiDg 
cups  and  a  large  flagon  of  good  wine,  and  al 
appeared  ready  for  a  journey. 

One  man  was  in  appearance  supericx*  to  the 
r(\st,  and  beside  him  was  placed  a  bandit  of  tk 
Abruzzi  with  two  of  his  band,  and  a  saflor  from 
L(*ghorn  who  had  taken  refuge  in  Genoa.  The 
bandit  was  dressed  in  all  the  picturesque  costume 
of  his  class.  His  high  crowned  hat  was  omir 
mcnted  with  gay  ribands,  and  a  small  leaden 
figure  of  San  Pietro  was  placed  in  front  of  it 
His  veh'et  jacket  was  loaded  with  curiouah 
formed  buttons,  and  bound  with  ridi  lao, 
while  a  showy  imder-vest  of  richly  flowered  alk 
covered  his  chest,  and  was  made  open  at  the 
neck,  which  was  circled  with  a  silk  scarf.    A 
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Strain  kidierbdt  ^rell  fbnudied  with  pislok 
and  m  dagger  iinshfathed  was  buckled  round  his 
WfOBBlf  and  a  sligfat  innovatioa  was  made  upon 
theiKual  costnme,  for  his  1^  were  eased  in 
hoots  rf  andnessed  hide,  which  M  in  wiinldes 
towards  his  andes,  and  his  beds  were  equipped 
with  qpurs.  The  dress  of  die  membos  of  his 
band  was  similar  to  his  own,  difierent  in  ridi- 
ness  of  material  and  other  ornaments  that  he 
wore,  but  otherwise  alike.  The  sailor  was 
habited  like  a  poor  burgher  of  Genoa,  and  all, 
with  the  exoeptioii  of  the  more  respectable 
miember  of  the  party,  were  prepared  for  some 
journey.  They  were  booted  and  spurred,  and 
weU  armed.  Short  doth  doaks  lay  by  their 
sides,  and  they  paid  that  attention  to  their  drink 
whidi  denoted  little  time  for  the  consumption 
of  the  liquid.  Sd>astian  Larcero  was  the  worthy 
representative  of  Genoa  in  this  conference. 

*^  Come,  my  masters,  no  delay  over  your 
drink !  You,  il  Cesio,"  a  cognomen  the  bandit 
had  acquired  jfrom  the  colour  of  his  eyes,  "  you 
never  flinch  at  the  wine,  or  on  the  mountain. 
Hey,  my  prince !  cutting  throats  is  all  to  your 

L  2 


220  THE  will;  or, 

taste/'  and  Larcero  laughed  gafly,  as  he  addressed 
the  brigand. 

'^  All  have  &ncie8.  The  mountain  life  is 
mine,"  replied  the  other.  "  By  San  Ketro, 
one  hour  among  the  rocks  is  worth  an  age 
within  these  walls/* 

"  Well !"  said  Larcero,  "  to-morrow  n^ 
with  fortune  you  may  be  on  the  mountains,  and 
rich  to  boot.     Eh,  my  captain  ?'* 

"  True.     But,  maladetto^  should  we  fiul— " 

"  Fail !"  re-echoed  Larcero.  "  The  won! 
never  was  known  in  the  Abruzzi. 

"  No,  Signor  !"  said  the  sailor.  II  Ccsio 
smiled. 

"  Never  !"  repeated  one  of  the  band,  and  the 
leader's  smile  deepened  into  a  hearty  laugh. 

''  What  in  the  fiend's  name  tickles  the  man  f 
shouted  Larcero.  "  The  game's  a  safe  one. 
Two  or  three  inches  of  steel  properly  adminis- 
tered— and  he  sleeps  for  ever.  II  Cesio  smiles 
at  some  folly  ?" 

"  No,"  said  the  brigand,  leisurely  lifting  his 
cup,  and  slowly  drinking  the  liquor.  "  I  laugh 
at  my  own  supposition.     II  Cesio  with  gold  in 
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prospect  and  the  mountain  under  his  feet  never 
failed." 

"  Bravo !"  shouted  Laroero.  "  Drink,  my 
masters,  drink,  and  you,  son  of  the  blue  wave, 
wash  with  Rhenish  the  brine  out  of  your 
throat.  H  Cesio,  success  to  you  in  this  new 
venture  !" 

•*  By  San  Ketro,  my  Captain/'  replied  the 
brigand,  **  we  shall  make  Genoa  easy  for  the 
next  twelvemonth.     My  Lord  Doria — " 

"  Tush !"  whispered  Laroero.  "  I  am  your 
employer, — ^the  Count  your  paymaster.  He  holds 
the  purse — you  can  reckon  the  ducats.  Eh^ 
my  salt  water  fish,  how  does  the  wine  agree 
with  your  palate  ?  Here,  my  masters,  a  toast  I 
The  Abruzzi !" 

''  Land  of  the  brave  and  fi^ !"  sighed  the 
brigand,  drinking  his  wine. 

''  My  home,  that  is  to  be,"  exclaimed  the 
sailor.  "  May  it  prove  somewhat  more  agree- 
able than  my  last  quarters !" 

**  And  may  you  be  bett^  conducted  1"  said 
il  Cesio. 

"How,  Captain?" 

"  FHests  bear  charmed  fives.    Thou  mayest 
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cut  German,  French,  Spanish,  and  Engfi^*^ 
throats  by  the  score;  but  we  respect  0^ 
Church." 

"  Humph !"  the  sailor  had  mmxlered  a  pric*^ 
in  Leghorn,  and  fled  to  Genoa  for  refuge.  "  -A 
man's  past  acts  should  never  serve  as  r^' 
proaches." 

"  True,"  said  il  Cesio,  "  but  they  may  br^ 
warnings.     Fransoni,  the  hour  ?" 

"  Within  some  minutes  to  ten,"  replied  Am^ 
man  addressed. 

"  Another  flagon,  my  bold  comrades  l"  e^" 
claimed  Larcero.  **  Settle  disputes  over  t\m^ 
cup  and  tankard.  Ts^ters,  ho !  The  soof^ 
goes  down  to  Sebastian  Larcero.  When  ncs^* 
we  meet  in  Genoa,  il  Cesio  will  pay  the  redow  ^ 
mg. 

"  Most  willingly.  Fransoni,  the  door.  No*^* 
Signer,  our  instructions  ?" 

"  Briefly,"  said  Larcero  ^king  his  two^* 
"  they  are  of  this  nature.  Thou  canst  ocrtnintn^^ 
some  twenty  men  about  amongst  themountain^^ 
and  the  owner  of  the  hostehy  is  one  of  thy^ 
friends.     He  stops  there  for  die  nighti  and  hi^ 
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h  brings  five  thousand  crowns  of  certain  gain 
ble  in  Genoa.     In  addition  he  has  a  large 
on  his  own  person.     Now,  Captain,  any 
tionsf 
one,"  replied  the    brigand.     **  Health   to 

r 

Thou  art  the  prince  of*  freebooters/'  ex- 

led  Laroero,  grasping  his  hand.     '*  Finish 

lagon,  you  knaves !     Drink  while  you  can, 

c>*inorrow  you  may  lade  a  cup,  when  not 

OKI  your  reach.    Here  I   Fill !  The  dark  eyes 

alyr 

To  the  bottom,    drink  to    the  bottom," 

ted  il  Cesio,  and  his  own  blue  eyes  flashed 

5  spoke.     ••  To  the  bottom !    Our  gay  mai- 

I     Fransoni,  pledge  Marguerita." 

And  thou,  Captain,  the  Signora  of  Aqui- 

Not  here,"  muttered  the  brigand,  drawing 
land  quickly  over  his  brow.  "  Not  here, 
isoni,  our  hour  is  up.  See  to  the  horses, 
let  us  quit  Genoa." 

There's  a  drop  here  still,"  said  Larcero, 
ing  into  the  flagon.  "  Drain  it,  you  knaves," 
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and   he  replenished  their  ctipSft      '*   Our  last 
toast !" 

"  Go  on,"  said  il  Cesia 

"  A  King  to  Genoa  !"  shouted  Larcero. 

The  brigands  drank  the  toast,  then  throwing 
their  cloaks  round  them,  they  waited  until  four 
horses  were  brought  round  to  the  door,  mounted, 
and  shaking  hands  with  Laroero,  who  whispered 
to  them,  "  Remember  the  word,"  they  quickly 
spurred  away  from  the  house.  Laroero  entered 
the  street.  He  was  met  by  a  man,  masked  and 
closely  muffled. 

''  They  are  gone^  Signor/'  he  whispered  ii^ 
his  ear. 

"  Well !     May  they  succeed  1" 

*'  They  can  hardly  fail,"  observed  lAroero. 

"  I  hope  not.    Now,  for  supper !    The  Sca^: 
tor  Centurioni  awaits  me." 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


Anight,  profoundly  dark  and  loaded  with 

^nn,  which  had  burst  forth  with  more  than 

'"C  violence  usual  to  the  season,  set  in,  when 

^^  Count  Fiesco  and  his  attendants  first  began 

^^cend  the  mountains,  guarding  Genoa  on 

^    t^orth,   in  his   return   to  that   city.     The 

^^ds  howled  fearfully,  blowing  in  quick,  fitful 

^^t^,  ceasing  for  a  moment,  as  if  to  gain  new 

^^^gth,  and  then  sweeping  across  their  path, 

^    dying  away  amongst  the  rocks.      Again 

^y  would  come,  shouting  and  bellowing  in  all 

^    vrild  fury  of  despotic  power,  .shakinjr  the 

"^^  trees  that  occusionixlly  grew   iii  the  hollowsi 
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among  the  mountains,    or  skirted  ttie  roa. 
until  their  boughs  bent,  and  yielded,  and  ga^^^*^ 
way  before  its  fury ;  while  in  the  distance  h\^^-  ^^ 
sounds  were  heard  of  breaking  wood  and  6Iliiv»^^ 
bodies,  as  some  no  longer  able  to  resist  tfc^^-^ 
violent  attacks  made  on  them  by  the  stornr::==^^^=» 
were  torn  up  and  fell  with   a  wild  noise  th^^ 
echoed  far  away  amongst  the  rocks.     There  ^ 
no  motion  amongst  the  dark,  heavy  douds 
hung  threatening  and  lowering  over  the  soeni 
SjtiU,  and  massive,  the  abode  of  the  tempes* 
they  seemed  like  a  black  canopy, 
shroud-like  over  the  effects  of  its  fury,  as  if  thfr^ 
would  hide  in  their  own  utter  darkness  the  i 
created  below,  and  screen  from  protection  tb 
travellers  on  the  mountain.     Large  masses 
rock  were  torn  from  the  hills,  and  tossed 
jtumbled.  Jumping  from  point  to   point,  unt 
they  fell    into  some   resting  place  midst  tk^ 
mountains,  or  were  whirled  furiously  overtt^^ 
road ;  and  more  than  once  had  the  flashes  of  th^^ 
lightning  guarded  from  destruction  the  Couc^-* 
and  his  attendants.     To  add  to  the  terrofs  ^^ 
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scene,  not  a  star  looked  down  vipon  them, 
the  rsdn  fell,  not  in  drops,  but  streams. 

By  the  Virgin  !"  exclaimed  one  of  the 
Kit's  attendants,  striving  to  keep  his  doak 
mi  his  person,  while  the  wind  swept  under 
folds,  and  ever  as  he  gathered  it  closer,  tore 
ddy  out  of  his  grasp,  ''  this  is  no  night  for 
mountains  I     Save  me !     How  cold  it  is  ! 

blood    chills  !      Eh,    Loto,    how    feelest 

Fed,  dost  ask?  I  am  colder  than  ice. 
^bed— lifeless !  There  goes  the  lightning! 
^  !"  and  he  remained  silent  for  a  moment. 
:ie  rep(»t  of  an  arquebuse,  or  I  never  heard 
I  On,  my  masters  !  Ho,  my  Lord  ! 
e's   an   enemy   in   the   mountains   on  our 

And  on  the  right  also— above— on  every 
Ah !  the  report  of  fire-arms !     The  kpave 

better  ears  than  I  deemed.  One,  two, 
e,"  and  in  the  pauses  of  the  storm,  he 
A  count  the  sounds  of  the  dropping  shots, 
se  your  spurs,  men !" 
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"  On,  my  masters  !"  shouted  Loto.    "  T^^ 
gaflant  Count  hears  the  noise." 

"  Who,  in  the  samts'  name,  does  not  f  ask^^ 
one  of  the  men.  The  words  were  hardly  u  -^ 
tered  when  from  the  left  came  the  report  c:^^ 
half-a-dozen  shots.     "  Loto,  Loto  !" 

"  Hit,  art  thou  ?" 

"To  death !"  shrieked  the  other. 

"What  is  wrong?"    asked   Fiesco,   tumiit— dST 
round  in   his  saddle,  when   the   horse  of  tk^-* 
wounded   man   bounded   forward   to  his  sids?- 
He  grasped  at  the  bridle,  and  dutched  the  rider* 
by  the  shoulder.     "  What's  the  matter  ?" 

"  He's  badly  wounded,  I  fear,  my  Lord,"  sai^ 
Loto,  a  confidential  servant,  who  now  rode  uf^ 
to  the  Count's  side. 

"Indeed!"  said  Fiesco,  slowly.  "Therein 
design  in  this.  Loto,  run  his  rein  through  yoit^^ 
own,  and  place  a  hand  on  his  shoulder.  I  wit-*' 
keep  him  firm  on  this  side.  There.  Forward  i^ 
men !  Ha !  the  shots  again  1  Better  th^^ 
chance  of  a  broken  neck,  than  the  certainty  o^^ 
being  shot  down  here  like  dogs.  On,  friends  f^ 
and  now  the  party  dashed  forward,  spurring  om* 
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rless  of  the  dangers  of  the  steep,  moun- 
ions  road. 

3n  they  dashed,  while  the  rain  fell  in 
rents.  The  lightning  flashed  round  thetn  ; 
•uts  were  heard,  and  the  report  of  arms  was 
lible,  as  more  than  half-a-dozen  bullets  came 
ending  and  jumping  amongst  the  rocks. 
!  party  was  soon  out  of  their  reach,  and  they 
>ped  onwards  without  receiving  any  farther 
ry,  while  Flesco  and  his  attendant  held 
ght  in  his  saddle  the  wounded  man.  The 
^es  of  the  lightning  frequently  illumed  the 
o^inding  country  ;  and  during  one  of  them 
xnountain  inn  became  visible.  In  the  rear, 
allots  were  no  longer  audible,  and  somewhat 
v-ed  from  their  fears  and  the  danger  of 
^Ic,   they   gradually  slackened  their  speed. 

inn  was  shortly  gained.  Its  front  windows 
^  brilliantly  lighted  by  the  strong,  broad 
^  of  an  enormous  wooden  fire,  whose  blaze 

party  could  easily  discern,  and  in  a  few 
^Utes  they  reached  the  entrance,  and  galloped 

the  court-yard,  where  the  innkeeper  and 
ie  horse-boys  were   ready  to  receive  them 
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The  Count  was  the  first  to  dismount.    Ca.^' 
tioudy  and  tenderly  he  held    the  arm  of  t^ 
womided  attendant. 

"Be    gentle  with    him,  Lotol      Landkr^' 
lights  1" 

Loto  lighted  the  pine  torch,  and  held  it  ^^P 
to  his  face.  The  jaw  had  dropped,  the  ejr^^ 
were  fixed  and  staring. 

''He  is  dead,  my   Lordl"    ezdaimed 
man. 

''Dead!"    repeated  Flesco,  gazing    on 
countenance.     "Let  him  be  removed, 
lord,  we  claim  your  hospitality  for  the  living — ^ 
resting-place  for  the  dead  1" 

The  landlord,  a  tall,  fidr-faoed  man, 
in  speech  and  appearance,  with  small,  fecret-lik- 
eyes ;  a  long,  pointed  nose ;  thin,  bloodless  1^ 
and  sharp,  delicate-looking  teeth,  bowed  as  th^^ 
Count  addressed  him. 

"In    crossing    the    mountains,"   .ccMituNie^^ 
Fiesco,  "  we  have  been  attacked ;  whether  6^^ 
plunder  or  not  I  am  unable  to  tell ;  but  one  c^^ 
my  attendants   has  been  shot   dead  by  thes^ 
scoundrels,  who  fired  fix>m  behind  the  rock^ 
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\Vl)eo  we  kave  in  the  monung  for  Genoa,  we 
%tM  cany  him  with  us.  F<»ward,  men,  and 
v^am  f  oundves.  This  iii^t*s  work  is  enough 
ti>  chin  the  marrow  in  our  bones." 

^Vhm  they  altered  the  room  of  the  inn,  in 
wliich  blazed  the  immense  fire  that  had  lighted 
ttieir  path  as  they  descended  the  mountains, 
^bey  found  three  men  sitting  at  it.     The  room 
^as    long  and  narrow,  but  scantfly  furnished. 
Ite  floor  oovoed  with  a  mat  made  of  wheaten 
'^'^^     and     an    old,    rusty    lamp    hanging 
^^^Htx  the  ceiling,  which  gave  forth  a  smoky 
'^Ht,  with  one  sconce  on  each  side  of  the  fire- 
P^^<% ;  a  table  occupying  its  centre,  stained  with 
^*^<te,  and  mariced  by  the  traces  of  drinking- 
^^pB  and  bottks^  some  of  which  lay  scattered 
^^^  it;  and  a  few  seats  and  forms  arranged 
^^^fclessly  ak)ng  the  walls,  presented  no  yen* 
^^vitii^  spectade.     But  all  these  appearances 
^ere  disregarded.     The  room  seemed  the  ban- 
^Qeting-haU  of  some  fairy  palace ;  its  previous 
^^ocupants,  dark,  gloomy,  savage-looking  moun- 
taineers, were  passed  unheeded,    for   the   fire 
Vumed  so  m^rily,  the  wood  blazed,  and  broke 
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up  into  splinters,  giving  forth  a  cheerfol 
warmth,  crackling,  and  hissmg,  and  roann; 
forth  its  hasty  invitations — ^that  the  men,wel 
and  wearied,  disregarded  in  their  present  cnjo}' 
ment  every  circumstance  connected  with  the 
room  or  its  occupants. 

Fiesco  had  the  rare  art  of  attaching  to  hiot' 
self  his  domestics.  He  could  be  kind,  even 
familiar,  yet  lose  no  power  over  them— n^ 
suffered  them  to  forget  he  was  their  masttf,  * 
tarnished  his  rank  by  unduly  associating  ^ 
them.  His  attendants  were  thus  ever  ready  to 
risk  their  lives  for  him,  and  in  their  devotion » 
his  person  and  character  everything  regardioK 
themselves  was  forgotten.  Kind,  attentif^ 
prodigally  generous ;  alive  to  suffering,  lavish  • 
relieving  wants,  he  won  affection  by  his  tepA 
and  secured  it  by  his  merits.  The  landfcn 
stated  that  a  fire  was  prepared  for  him  ^ 
another  apartment. 

"  Presently  I  shall  be  with  you,"  said  tl* 
Count,  in  reply.  "  But  we  must  first  wiB» 
the  chill  out  of  our  hearts,  and  as  I  and  Off 
men  have  suffered  the  cold  together,  to;?*thff 
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(  win  share  the  fire.     Loto,  push  over  that 

^  By  your  leave,  Signor  !"  said  the  attendant 
cme  of  the  men,  who  had  been  in  the  apart- 
snt  before  their  arrival,  and  whom  Loto  had 

pass.     "  This  stool  for  the  Count !" 
••  Take  it/'  answered  the  other,  courteously, 
sisting  him  to   move  a  heavy  oaken   seat. 
PVansoni,  stand  a  little  more  aside !    My  Lord, 
Q  honour  us !" 

•*  How,  my  friend  ?*'  asked  Flesco. 
''Our  mountdneers   meet  few   nobles   that 
on  look  upon  them  unless  to  insult;    still 
WfT  that  would  stand  beside  them  at  an  inn 
«.^ 

•*  The  storm,*'  smiled  Flesco,  "makes  noble 
Qd  peasant  alike,  for  the  rain  neither  respects 
^  noble  nor  spares  them.'' 

^It  is  true,"  said  the  other,  after  a  mo- 
Ws  pause.  "  My  Lord,  few  of  your  order 
^  utter  the  same  sentiments.  Landlord, 
UDe  wine  I" 

^My  men  will  also  daim  your  carel"  ex- 
aimed  the  Count,  whQe  the  men,  as  the  land- 
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lord  entered,  cast  anxious  and  peculiar  ^oes 
over  the  party,  four  attendants  and  their  masUr. 
They  looked  uneasy,  troubled,  and  the  pefioD 
who  had  spoken  with  Fiesco,  frequently  rose 
from  his  seat  as  he  heard  some  distant  DM 
and  once  he  Ynade  a  peculiar  sign  to  the  koii- 
lord — a  rapid  gesture,  which  seemed  to  adc  a 
question,  for  the  latter  whispered  in  his  ear » 
he  passed  him, 

"Not  yet!" 

The  other  rose;  and  passed  over  to  the 
window,  where  he  stood  for  a  moment  ilonei 
until  one  of  the  men  joined  hinu 

"  They  have  failed !  miserably  failed,  ft^ 
soni !  How,  in  the  fiend's  name,  have  tkf 
missed  them — eh?" 

"The  night,  the  darkness,  and  the  tcnflk 
storm  have  prevented  success,"  whispered  tk 
other. 

"  Well  1  we  cannot  recal  it ;  and  peihaps  o* 
work  will  be  securer  as  it  is.  Be  civil  irf 
obliging.     This  Count  gains  upon  me." 

"Rve  thousand  crowns  in  Genoa  I  nffA 
plunder  on  bis  own  person !  The  deed  now  etff 
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6MQutio]>T-«nd  the  road  free  to  Naples  !  Ail 
lucements,  my  Captain,  not  often  found..  Does 

''No!''  aonwered  the  other,  in  a  hoai^e 
Hipor;  midlw  OGlinpaniQQ  turned  from  him 

the  fire,  his  countenance  wearing  a  quiet, 
idd  smile. 

The  violence  of  the  storm  had  considerably 
lated.  The  lightning  came  at  rarer  intervals, 
udiing  as  brightly  as  ever  when  they  appeared  ; 
ie  rain  had  changed  into  a  slow,  steady  shower ; 
id  the  winds  moaned  faintly  among  the  moun* 
flns,  not  roaring  like  unchained  demons  as 
Bfere.  The  war  of  elements  was  gradually 
'iiaring  itself  out,  and  the  darkness  that  covered 
^  country  was  giving  place*  to  the  light  of  the 
hr»;  the  heavy  clouds  were  changing  their 
^  and  small  stripes  of  a  light  greyish  colour 
^^gan  to  tiilge  their  edges.  Here  and  there  the 
^  masses  were  breaking  up,  and  every  sign 
knoted  the  violence  and  wild  fury  of  the 
>tem  to  have  passed 

"The  night  grows  calmer,"  said  the  Count, 
'nd  if  I  mistake  not,  others  have  felt  its  vio- 
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lence  as  well  as  we,      I  hear  the  sounds  of 
hoofs." 

"  Hoofs,  my  Lord?**  eagerly  asked  the  mm 
who  had  remained  at  the  window.  **Yes!  the 
sound  is  now  distinct  But  one  horse,  bow- 
ever,  approaches/* 
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CHAPTER  XVIL 

Rapidly  the  noise  increased;  and  a  few 
antes  after  it  was  first  heard,  a  single  horse- 
XI  entered  the  yard  of  the  inn.  His  horse 
i  strong  and  powerfuDy  built,  his  colour  dark 
Qie  raven's  wing.  The  horseman  instantly 
mounted,  and  giving  particular  directions  to 
'  servant  who  took  his  reins  to  take  great  care 
his  companion,  he  followed  the  landlord,  who 
I  come  to  the  door,  into  the  room  where  still 
the  Count.  A  slight,  almost  imperceptible 
LQge  passed  over  his  features.  It  was  not 
iced  by  those  before  him,  and  he  approached 
'  fire.  Fiesco  immediately  rose. 
*  Let  me  offer  you  a  warm  comer,  Signor." 
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"  I  also,"  said  one  of  the  party  who  had  oc- 
cupied the  room  previously  to  the  Count's 
entrance,  "  can  give  you  more  comfortable  ac* 
commodation  than  you  have  had  on  the 
moxmtain." 

"  Indeed !"  answered  the  other,  looking 
quickly  and  expressively  on  the  speaker.  "I 
have  not  long  quitted  the  Abruzzi,  and  cat 
little  for  a  mountain  storm.  Signor,"  he  con- 
tinued, turning  to  the  Count,  while  the  previo« 
speaker  shrank  back  seemingly  astoniahed  vi 
alarmed,  '^  Signor,  I  will  accept  thy  courteo* 
offer." 

Thii^  new-comer  was  tall  and  commanding* 
appe.arance.  His  air  was  that  of  rank  id 
opulence.  His  face  was  handsome,  the  featotf 
full  of  expression,  but  it  was  a  sad,  mouniC 
expression,  and  unless  when  roused,  thejip* 
peared  most  melancholy,  as  if  diey  were  tjj^ 
of  a  mind  labouring  under  a  profound  griet  Hi 
dress  was  black.  Every  article  he  wore  vai* 
dark  in  shade  as  his  raven-coloured  horse,  tfi 
on  his  fingers  he  had  two  rings,  both  enamdh' 
black.     When  seated  he  lifted  his  cap,  anditf 
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if  long  and  dark,  though  here  and  tbere 
iged  with  a  few  grey  hairs — the  grey  of  grief, 
t  year^  fell  in  long  curling  masses  over  his 
Dlilders. 

"Sijgnor,  your  pardon.  I^uidlcMrd,  let  me 
E?6  wine^  and  prepare  a  supper  far  me," 

"  Mine,"  said  Fiesco,  "  will  be  ready  in  a  few 
hnutes.     May  I  solicit  your  company  at  it !" 

**  You  oonfiBr  a  favour  on  me,"  answered  the 
Imngii:,  which  I  shall  not  be  slow  in  accepting, 
ba  travel  f(»r  Genoa?  Fhiy  was  yours  the 
vfy  attacked  on  the  mountain  ?  I  heard  shots 
nd  the  soimds  of  hoo&  in  full  gallop ;  and  I 
^  the  fugitives  must  have  come  in  this 
inotion." 

..?We  were  attacked,  and  one  of  my  men  has 
M  shot  dead,"  answered  Fiesco.  '^  Others 
iqr  have  &red  similarly,  but  I  do  not  believe 
My  have  come  hither." 

."  There  is  a  bandit  sumamed  il  Cesio  some- 
how in  these  mountains."  One  of  the  men 
Oted.  "  And  1  heard  yesterday,  that  he  was  a 
IT  days  past  not  a  league  from  this  inn.  He 
s  man  stained  with  almost  every  crime." 
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*'  Indeed,  Signer  I"  and  the  speaker  looked 
savagely  at  the  stranger. 

"  Yes.  Not  long  ago  he  fled  from  Aquih, 
after  murdering  an  old  man,  his  unde.  Tit 
police  took  and  brought  him  to  Naples.  He  wii 
tried  and  sentenced  to  death;  but  the  night 
previous  to  his  execution  he  contrived  to  escape^ 
and  reach  the  mountains.  No  means  were  kft 
untried  to  recapture  him,  but  in  vain,  and  it  m 
found  that  he  had  gone  &rther  north.  Ah!  by 
the  saints !"  and  he  turned  quickly  rouDd  ti 
the  man  who  had  previously  spoken,  ''thtt 
is  a  marvellous  likeness  between  thee  aoi 
him !" 

"I  must  feel  honoured,"  said  the  otta 
carelessly,  while  Fiesco  looked  puzzled.  T^ 
stranger's  face  was  not  then  seen  by  him  fiar  lb 
first  time.  It  was  changed ;  the  expression  wn 
more  mournful,  but  there  was  a  peculiarity  ii 
the  dark  eyes,  so  large  and  sparkling,  ^si 
lustrous,  that  recalled  to  his  memory  die  fiA 
or  one  much  resembling  it. 

"  Marvellous,  indeed !"  continued  the  otbtf* 
''  My  Lord,  our   host    has  sununoned  us  is 


ipper,  and  I  sn  too  hmMix}  ^  k 


"Allow  me,"  svi  Fxa» 
id  ftflowing  the  hrndkadmBi  %  snail 
apnted  by  a  lal  fim  tb  ?>:im  20  iiaii 
irt  ^pnttBd.  T^  wiiyq  Aad  bees.  c^jl^JIt 
BBpwdf  and  was  vrbsbq  vsk  %  sfiCBss 
to  wlat  Roco  nrprrtfrf  ti>  aaees  c  i 
m.  Varioos  wizm  w»re  placed  vpcc 
lotriik^  and  opposite  to  tfa?  daor  ocxx:pKd  br 
Is  itnnger  guest  of  the  Coont  a  farz^  Esfnor. 
IBB  no  common  Inziinr,  was  bnnz  agmac  tae 

Hie  landlMd  faimsdf  attmded,  and  dke  meal 
H  going  on  without  intermption,  the  two 
afeping  up  an  animated  oonrenation,  and  tbe 
teller  ezhilriting  to  the  Count's  wcmder  and 
iri^  all  the  powers  of  a  rich  imagination  and 
ritifated  understanding,  fuD  of  information  and 
Deodote.     The  hndlord  left  the  room  for  a  few 


"I  see,"  said  Fiesoo  on  his  return,  addressing 
ii guest,  ''that  thou  hast  been  more  than  a 
pectator  in  life,  that  thou  hast  been  deeply  oon- 

▼OL.  IL  M 
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versant  in  the  ways  of  the  world  and  its  inluli- 
tants.  Mine  host,  replenish  this  cup  I  11? 
vintage  of  Bordeaux  for  me  I" 

"  I  have  seen  much,  suffered  much  1"  and  b 
threw  himself  back  in  his  seat,  covering  lus  te 
for  a  second  with  his  hands.  Then  as  he  sb^ 
withdrew  them,  his  eyes  rested  on  the  (^ 
before  them.  They  remained  steadily  fixed  • 
it  for  a  minute,  then  were  rapidly  lowered  as  Ab 
landlord  advanced  with  the  wine.  He  phflid 
the  cup  in  the  Count's  hand. 

''Ah!"  he  continued,  looking  caielesBlj^* 
Fiesco,  "  in  one  point  have  I  profited  by  ^ 
knowledge  of  this  world.  I  never  drink  Bcmkitf* 
The  Rhenish  will  raise  a  man's  spirits.  Ik 
produce  of  Madeira's  gentle  dime  will  daam^ 
heart.  The  wine  of  Xeres  banishes  care,  W 
your  Bordeaiix  sours  the  temper  and  sits  flofl* 
spirits  like  a  nightmare.  Signor,  never  tooA 
it!" 

"  In  this  matter  I  can  hardly  be  advised,**  >* 
Fiesco  smiling  gaily.  "  The  Bordeaaz  ia  • 
old  friend  of  mine,  and  must  not  be  turned  Mf 
at  the  first  attack  of  an  unknown  enemy." 
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•*  And  this,  my  Lord/'  observed  the  host,  "  is 
ine  older  than  myself." 

''But  not  worse!  Age  improves  the  one, 
It  often  renders  the  man  more  degenerate," 
Rdtered  the  Signor,  then  adding  aloud,  ''  Sig- 
Hty  your  cup !"  and  as  the  Count  handed  it  to 
im,  he  rose  from  his  seat  and  approached  the 
le.  *'  The  first  of  the  flagon  is  said  to  be  the 
Omt,  the  fire  the  best  test  of  its  value.  Signor, 
le  win  make  an  offering,"  and  while  Fiesco 
Hi  astonished,  the  landlord  pale,  and  looking 
ftighted,  the  stranger  emptied  the  wine  into 
k  fire,  and  gazing  for  a  moment  on  the  effect 
tliid  produced,  he  exclaimed,  ''  I  shall  drink 
b  Bordeaux  in  future.  Mine  host,  a  cup  for 
lei  Flaoe  here  the  flagon,  Signor,  let  me 
ikstyou." 

f  Fiesco  bowed  to  his  offered  service,  and  the 
Bdkxrd  with  a  trembling  hand  placed  the  flagon 
B  the  table,  then  instantly  withdrew. 

''I  fear  me,''  said  the  other,  speakmg  in  a 
nr,  quick  tone,  **  that  this  house  is  dangerous. 
B  careful !  drink  no  more  wine.     The  last  was 
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"  What  ?"  exclaimed  Fiesco,  rising  from  his 
seat. 

"  Tush  !  prudence.  Well,  mine  host,  ha* 
made  this  noble  Signer's  knaves  oomfortabfcf 
They  were  well  moistened  on  the  outside,  mi 
should  be  equally  wet  by  this  time  within." 

"  And  they  are,  Signor,  if  good  liquor  c» 
do  it/'  returned  the  landlord. 

'^  And  a  good  will  to  produce  a  long  Ml* 
against  their  master,"  laughed  the  other.  "  M 
these  things  are  the  tricks  of  your  inns.  Yctf 
pardon,  Signor,  if  I  seem  ov^-bold ;  but  irf 
long  since,  from  this  hospitable  rogue's  addiA 
I  should  have  imagined  that  I  owed  this  gooi 
entertainment  to  the  courteous  generosity  of  i 
noble  of  Genoa.  Your  features,  Signor,  ^ 
those  of  the  illustrious  fieunily  of  the  Fiescfal'' 

"  And  I,"  said  the  Count,  "  am  now  its  •• 
worthy  head !" 

"  Rather  its  most  brilliant  ornament  Ai 
for  myself,  I  come  from  Rome ;  men  call  00 
now  Michael  Alfeo.  I  drink  proq)erity  ^ 
Genoa,  for  which  city  I  at  present  travd  I" 

"  You  are  kind,  Signor ;  Genoa  is  my  prid^^ 
may  she  be  prosperous !" 
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Much  other  ocmyersation  passed  between  them 
ffae  preseooe  of  the  landlord ;  but  when  he 
A  withdrawn,  Alfeo  stated  quiddy  to  the 
mot  his  suspicions  of  the  character  of  the 
ne ;  the  strange  resemblance  between  one  of 
e  men  bdow  and  the  bandit,  of  whom  report 
nke  so  iB,  and  whose  likeness  drawn  from 
■moiy  by  one  who  had  weQ  nigh  been  his 
ktim,  he  had  once  seen ;  and  the  impression  on 
baund  that  the  wine  which  he  had  prevented 
itt  from  drinldi^  was  drugged  Their  dis- 
iMe  then  dianged,  and  they  entered  into 
May  topes  connected  with  the  arts  and  the 
tttey  of  the  times.  Fiesoo  had  a  profound 
Mmtbnfor  all  that  was  beautiful  in  nature,  or 
|fau)id  in  art  A  powerful  patron  in  the  days 
im  literature  but  crept  towards  the  giant 
kn  it  now  wields,  he  ,had  drawn  round  him 
t  Genoa  many  worthy  of  patronage,  and  had 
Med  the  esteem  of  others  who  did  not  need 
bnqyport.  His  palace  was  enriched  by  the 
Wkms  of  the  brightest  minds  of  the  day ;  and 
I  boasted,  no  usual  boast,  even  then,  of  pos- 
a  select  and  beautiful  library,  to  which 
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he  devoted  much  of  his  own  time.  Almost  iiD- 
perceptibly  the  conversation  glided  to^ 
Genoa  and  her  distingiushed  fiunilies.  "^ 
Balbi,  the  Spinola,  the  Durazzo,  and  others  of 
the  highest  names,  seemed  familiar  to  the  Sigtff 
Alfeo.  Fiesco  was  astonished  at  sudi  intiiDik 
knowledge  of  names  and  persons  by  one  wta 
he  regarded  as  a  stranger,  and  he  was  stsiW 
by  the  question  : — 

"  How  fere  the  Dorias  ?  Old  Andrew  #•» 
against  time ;  and  his  nephew,  I  hope,  einb  * 
haughty  spirit.   He  has  learned  to  be  pnidoi' 

"  He  is  improved,**  said  Fiesco  8ci* 
tiously. 

"  Well !"  answered  the  other,  and  the  Cfl* 
could  mark  as  he  spoke  a  meaning  smDe  ^ 
over  his  mournful  features,  "  improvement  n^ 
strengthen  and  increase ;  in  this  case  its  gio*^ 
will  never  exceed  its  necessity  !'* 

"  Thou  art  severe,  Signor." 

"  Severe — no  !  Let  it  pa8&  And  MfWi  ^ 
Lord,  a  word  r^ardiug  ourselves.  Let  f^ 
horses  remain  saddled;  ready  at  a  wm(^ 
warning  to  take  the  road.     I  may  be  n||^* 
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suspicions  of  this  house  and  its  inmates,  or 
haps  wrong,  but  we  lose  nothing  by  being 
pared  for  the  road.  Sleep  with  thine  eyes 
an,  and  sword  in  hand  1  Good  night !" 
Having  separated,  the  Count  rejoined  his 
&  m  the  room  where  he  had  left  them,  and 
tmoined  to  abide  by  the  directions  which 
{Dor  Alfeo  had  given,  he  desired  Loto  to  keep 
)  horses  saddled  and  ready  for  instant  depar- 
%^but  ashamed  to  seem  over-anxious,  he  gave 
directions  to  his  attendants  to  guard  them- 
vo.  He  might  mistake.  The  landlord 
I  aD  kindness  and  obedience,  and  as  the  storm 
1  now  passed  away,  the  mountaineers  were 
le:  Thinking  that  it  was  time  for  him  to 
ire  to  his  bed-chamber,  he  desired  lights,  and 
I  shown  to  it  by  the  innkeeper,  who  was 
ictual  in  receiving  some  directions  regarding 
departure  of  the  party  in  the  morning. 
Pwo  hours  had  passed ;  theCount  was  asleep, 
so  his  guest  of  the  evening,  Signor  Alfeo. 
hours  he  had  been  accustomed  to  lie  awake 
ilging  in  the  mournful  reveries  of  the  past^ — 
;  past  which  would  never  return;  and  this 
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night  he  felt  himself  clinging  to  it  more  fond; 
than  ever.     The  deep  thoughts  that  poasessel 
his  mind  were  clothing  themselves  with  a  gaik 
of  reality ;  scenes,  whose  memory  almost  toi^ 
asunder  his  heart,  came  vividly  before  him.  Long- 
cherished    anticipations,    when    there  seemed    i 
almost  a  certainty  of  their  being  realized,  haustid 
his  memory,  floated  gaunt  and  shadowy  befot 
him ;  and  in  the  agony  of  mental  suffering,  ^ 
would  draw  his  hand  over  his  eyes,  as  if  to 
exclude  these  objects  from  his  recoUectioQ.   Be 
strove  to  sleep;   nature  had  almost  yielded ^ 
the  fatigue  of  the  day,  when  he  was  suddfl^ 
roused  by  a  low,  murmuring  sound,  as  (tf  xnaQ 
persons  in  earnest  conversaticw.     The  draOB- 
stance  was  strange;   and  a  man  of  the  flOoA 
determined  courage,  he  rose  silently,  and  quid^ 
dressed  himself,  examined  his  arms,  and  as* 
this  excitement  he  felt  relief  from  his  prefkfll 
mental  sufferings,  he  resolved  to  examine  fe 
himself.     If  needlessly  alarmed  he  could  retbe 
to  rest ;   if  not,  he  had  made  a  step  tomrdi 
safety. 

Cautiously  he    opened   his    chamber  door, 
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h  by  chance  wai  placed  at  one  end  of  a 

gallery  that  rail  the  whole  length  of  the 
e;  and  the  room  occupied  by  Fiesco  was 
ted  at  the  end  of  a  small  staircase,  more 
he   back  of  the   building.     When   Alfeo 

quitted  his  own  apartment,  he  stood  at 
outside   for   some    minutes    listening    to 

murmurs,  which  he  could  no  longer 
ake.  They  were  the  sounds  of  voices, 
bally   and   noiselessly   he   crept   forward, 

reaching  the  termination  of  the  gallery, 
tood  at  the  top  of  the  staircase,  until  the 
)  should  direct  him  how  he  should  next 
.  After  a  momentary  pause,  he  ascei^ 
d  that  it  came  from  the  right,   frY)m  the 

room  where  he  had  supped  that  evening, 
loe  befriended  him,  for  as  he  advanced,  he 
1  a  door  leading  to  the  yard  open,  and 
Dg  through  it  saw  a  lighted  window,  which 
dieved  to  belong  to  the  apartment  from 
ce  came  the  voices.      In    a  few  minutes 

caution  he  had  reached  it  undetected, 
flcreened    from  observation  by  a  buttress 
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supporting  the  roof,   be  could   see,  and  ^ 
was  of  more  importance,  accurately  hear. 

The  room  was  occupied  by  the  three  ineD 
who  had  been  in  the  house  before  the  anivd 
of  Fiesco,  and  by  a  fourth,  the  landlord.  Tbej 
sat  grouped  round  the  fire — the  table  loaiW 
with  their  armS|  and  themselves  m  earnest 
conversation.  The  landlord  was  uneasy,  ^ 
his  small,  sharp  eyes  glared  and  seanM  ^ 
if  he  expected  an  enemy  in  evoy  sighofll* 
wind,  that  now  blew  gently  over  the  hoo^i 
while  the  others,  like  men  accustomed  to  i^ 
business,  seemed  more  careless  and  less  lialik^ 
alarm,  though  they  also  apparently  ^ere* 
anxious  suspense.  One  of  them  spoke.  AW 
leaned  forward.     It  was  the  landlord. 

"  They  are  surely  past  their  time  now,  4' 
il  Cesio !  The  hour  was  midnight  B ' 
surely  that  time." 

"  No !"  answered  the  other,  nursing,  tf  ^ 
spoke,  a  small  unsheathed  dagger  in  his  bo^ 
while  the  fire  gleamed  brightly  off  its  pSifi 
blade.  "Giuseppe  will  not  delay  a  nwtn^ 
Pooh !  it  is  vet  hut  half  after  eleven." 


I 
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""We  fixed  the  hour  too  hte  tfaei^"  rep 

t  landlord. 

**  WroDg  again  I   Midnight — and  if  he  sleeps 

all,  his  sleep  is  ever  the  deepest— eh  ?    Fran- 

I],  practice  has  proved  the  rule." 

*•  Truly  so,"  replied  the  man  addressed. 

'•  Yes,"  continued  il  Cesio,  "  it  was  then  this 

Sger  was  in  the  heart  of  the  old  Milanese  we 

w  in  Mantua.     He  never  moved,  but  slum- 

^  like  a  child ;  and  when  I  drove  home  the 

de^  a  smile  passed  over  his  wrinkled  features. 

tover  thought  the  old  man  could  look  so  hand- 

De." 

'•Pooh!  il  Cesio,"  said  the  landlord,  "you 

tify  me.    Eh,  Signer,  what  thinkest  thou  of 

is  wild  speech  ?"  and  he  turned  to  the  fourth 

Hi,  who  was  dressed  like  a  poor  burgher. 

^  Ha !"  laughed  il  Cesio.     "  The  man  never 

nches  any  thing  common.     His   last   victim 

B  a  priest  of  Leghorn. 

"A  priest !"  rejoined  the  landlord,  apparently 

cited. 

"Tush !"  said  Fransoni,  "  we  may  be  over- 
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heard.     Let  us  drop  this  idle  speedi,  and  kok 
to  the  business  before  us." 

"Fransoni,"  observed  il  Cesio,  "b  ahwy* 
right." 

"  Thanks,  my  Captain,  our  first  step  is  the 
Count." 

''  Yes,"  said  il  Cesio.  "  Sebastian  Laroeio 
pays  the  five  thousand  crowns  in  Genoa  fortbt 
He  must  die  to  gain  the  sunu" 

"  His  mails  are  well  stored  to  boot,"  observed 
the  landlord. 

"  Hist  I"  exclaimed  Fransoni,  "  dost  hearfbj 
the  Virgin — " 

"  No,"  said  il  Cesio,  "  it  is  too  soon^  W 
Alfeo  listened  to  no  more.  Stealthily  he  stok 
back,  ascended  the  stairs,  reached  the  gaD^T* 
and  noiselessly  traversing  it,  mounted  tiie  fUf 
leading  to  the  Count's  apartment  The  door 
was  locked.  He  paused  for  a  moment,  W 
time  was  too  valuable  for  deliberation.  He 
must  act,  and  taking  out  his  dagger,  he  iniew 
the  point  between  the  staple  that  held  the  bok 
and  the  wood  of  the  fcsme.     It  yielded,  dd 
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loor  was  opened    GUding  acroBs  the  floor, 

eadied  the  bed,  and  found  the  Count  buried 

rofound  repose.    He  shook  him  gently,  but 

he  slept.     He  tried  a  second  time  more 

5%. 

'  No,  no  !"  murmured  flesco  in  his  sleep. 

'  My  Lord  !"  whispered  Alfeo,  bending  his 

down  to  his  ear. 
'  Who  calls?''  asked  the  Count 
'  Silenoe  1  rise !''  and  Fiesco,  instantly  awake, 
iDg  from  his  couch. 
'Signer  Alfeo!" 

'  Dress  quickly,  and  without  noise.  We  are 
peat  danger;  and  if  you  have  any  papers 
importance,  conceal  them  about  your  person, 
moment's  delay  may  be  death  1"  and  Fiesco, 
tooghly  alarmed,  dressed  himself  silently  and 
idfy.  '*  Now,"  continued  Alfeo,  after  he  had 
tod  to  him  what  he  had  seen  and  heard, 
I  must  gain  the  stables,  and  attempt  to  force 

departure  before  the  expected  reinforcement 
ws." 

Ubpting  every  precaution  to  prevent  detec- 
f  they  quitted  the  chamber,  and  passing 


looked  the  window  of  the  apartme 
by  the  landlord   and   his   friends, 
noise  from  behind,  startled  them, 
the  rushing  of  feet  and   the  dattc 
while  from  without  could  be  heard 
of  rapidly  approaching  hoc^ ;  and 
the  room  in  which  sat  the  brigani 
lently  thrown  open. 

"  To  the  stables,  my  Lord !"  sh( 
"  I  guard  the  entrance !" 

Fiesco  sprung  across  the  yard.  L 
the  stables  were  opened,  the  serva 
and  the  horses  out,  for  none  of  thei 
soundly ;  and  then  rgoining  his  frien 
him  engaged  hand  to  hand  with 
brigands,  two  others  attempting  to  pi 
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ount,  wiiliout  a  moment's  dday,  passed  his 
^DTd  through  the  hrigand,  who  fell  across 
e  eatrance,  while  the  attendants  brought  for- 
ord  the  horses. 

••  Right,  my  Lord!"  said  Alfeo.  «  Now, 
*^7ard,  and  to  saddle !" 
'*  Not  so  soon  I"  shouted  il  Cesio,  who  had 
bped  through  the  window,  and  whirling  his 
cxxl,  made  a  pass  at  Ilesco. 
**  To  the  one  side,  il  Cesio !"  shrieked  the 
^clbrd.  "  To  the  one  side  !"  and  as  the  brigand, 
^t^andy  comprehending  his  wish  and  order, 
^3^ed  his  bidding,  there  was  the  flash  of  the 
t^onel,  and  the  ball  passed  across  the  Count's 
^,  cutting  the  plume  from  his  cap,  and 
^Iging  in   the    buttress    beside    the    Signor 

*•  Missed,  by  San  Retro !"  and  the  brigand 
^^lied  furiously  at  the  Count ;  while  Fransoni 
^d  the  sailor  attacked  Alfeo,  and  the  landlord 
^gan  to  reload  his  petronel. 

*•  Ho !  knaves  I"  shouted  Fiesco  to  his  atten- 
^ts.  "  Some  two  of  you  take  the  horses,  and 
^  the  rest  secure  these  cut-throats  1"  and  as  he 
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spoke,  he  easily  disarmed  il  Cesio;  fbrabnt 
liant  swordsman  himself,  the  bandit's  pnctice 
had  been  more  with  the  stiletto  than  the  raper, 
and  he  was  unable  to  meet  such  an  enemy; 
while  LfOto  knocked  down  the  sailor,  and  the 
remaining  brigand  being  previously  wounded, 
fell  dead,  after  a  mortal  thrust  from  Alfeo's 
sword. 

"  To  saddle,  now !"  exclaimed  Alfeo.  And 
the  men  mounted  as  he  desired,  when  a  violent 
noise,  occasioned  by  a  loud,  continuous  n^^ 
at  the  outer  gate,  mixed  with  shouts  and  oadtf, 
demands  for  admission,  the  clatter  of  arms,  and 
the  sounds  of  hoo&,  warned  them  of  the  presenoe 
of  the  remainder  of  the  troop. 

"  Not  gone  yet  1"  shouted  the  landlord  from 
the  upper  window;  while  il  Cesio,  as  the  Coont's 
men  had  mounted,  glided  on  towards  the  git^i 
and  the  sailor  crept  on  his  hands  and  kneei 
after  him. 

''  LfOto  1"  whispered  Alfeo,  '*  dismount  and 
draw  your  dagger  through  the  reins  of  tfafl* 
rascal's  bridles.  It  will  give  us  some  M 
minutes'  advantage  in  a  race."    And  the  servn^ 


THB  HALF-BROTHERS.  267 

itantly  did  as  desired,  while  the  noise  without 
LouUed;  and  as  they  now,  all  mounted, 
med  forward  to  the  gate,  it  was  slowly 
^ned;  but  the  night  was  too  dark  for  them 

xeoognize  objects,  until  it  swung  wide  in 
sir  fiM^es,  and  a  dozen  men  galloped  furiously 
mod. 

'*  On,  friends !"  said  Fiesco,  in  a  low  voice. 
'•The  Count!  Pransoni— Retro— Paulo  ! 
ve,  knaves  1  a  hand  1"  shouted  il  Cesio, 
inging  forward  and  clutching  the  Count's 
Ki,  to  which  he  firmly  held. 
*'  And  there  \"  exclaimed  Alfeo,  as  his  sword 
■oended  upon  his  head,  cutting  through  the 
^ircrowned  hat,  cleaving  in  two  the  leaden 
Uige  of  the  saint,  and  dividing  his  face  until  it 
Qiost  feO  in  halves,  one  on  each  shoulder. 
Ilie  world  has  gained,  and  lost  a  villain ! 
^menr 

"^  To  the  charge  1"  shouted  the  Count ;  and 
pnring  forward,  they  dashed  at  the  open  gate, 
htttging  furiously  with  their  refi^hed  horses ; 
^  the  brigands  seeing  something  of  their 
itition    and  nmnbers — ^for  the  landlord  had 
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gotten  torches,  and  the  horse-boys  and  servltoB, 
not  well  knowing  what  was  the  matter,  caffic 
forward  to  assist  their  master — threw  themsdves 
in  the  way,  and  attempted  to  block  up  the 
passage. 

"  Hack  down  the  scoundrels  !"  exdaimrf  I 
Alfeo;  and  his  dark  horse  and  his  ownUad^ 
dress  were  foremost  amongst  them ;  and  movo 
surprised  than  intimidated  by  the  furious  attidc 
when  they  expected  none,  they  were  gradually 
retiring  before  it. 

"  The  Count !  the  Count !"  shouted  the  lani- 
lord,  throwing  himself  into  the  midst  of  ^ 
struggle,  and  holding  in  his  hand  a  large  todw 
that  exhibited  in  its  own  red  glare  his  ooDVubeft 
features,  the  eyes  red  and  staring,  and  his  lip 
pale  with  terror,  lest  his  prize  should  escape. 

"  This  for  thee  !"  said  Loto,  nearest  to  vibm 
he  stood,  wildly  waving  the  flaming  tordi;  md 
he  bent  down,  placed  the  muzzle  of  his  psto' 
so  dose  to  his  ear,  that  the  cold  metal  abnoB^ 
touched  it,  and  then  pulling  the  trigger,  dv 
flash  was  quenched  in  his  scattered  brains^  ^ 
the  report  drowned  in  one  horrible  shriek.    T^ 
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igands  paralyzed,  drew  up  their  horses  for  a 
oment. 

^NoWy  on!"  Alfeo  shouted,  and  gathering 
eit  horses  m  then*  hands,  dashing  their  spurs 
to  their  sides,  and  levelling  their  swords,  like 
inted  lances,  the  troq>  burst  through  the 
Ella  of  their  opponents,  and  swept  at  head- 
^  speed  down  the  road  that  led  to  the 
falic  way  for  Genoa,  while  the  brigands 
rued  thdr  horses  in  pursuit.  ''We  are 
fel"  continued  Alfeo,  in  a  lower  tone,  when 
d  Count,  who  brought  up  the  rear,  had 
Bailed  his  side. 

**  Thanks  to  thee,  I  hope  we  are  I"  said 
>QBoo.  ''  The  knares  are  after  us,  and  firing 
^"  for  shots  npidly  followed,  but  all  fell 
KM. 

**  It  k  of  Ittde  consequence,  my  Lord.  Let 
IS  draw  bridle  for  a  second,  permit  them  to 
lOtnewmewhat  nearer,  and  give  them  a  parting 
ihlte;  and  then  for  Genoa/' 

"  Right,"  said  Resco,  and  passing  his  orders, 
lor  horses  gradually  slackened  their  pace ;  the 
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brigands  rapidly  approached,  and  came  on  ^ 
wild  shouts,  when  the  Count's  men  tunuDg  in 
their  saddles  fired  in  their  faces ;  and  as  load 
shrieks,  and  the  noise  of  fidling  horses  told  of 
their  success,  they  again  applied  their  spun  and 
went  on.  In  a  few  minutes  more  the  chase  bd 
ceased,  and  in  half  an  hour  they  drew  up  to 
give  the  wearied  animals  that  carried  tiiem  tioK 
to  breathe. 

They  travelled  all  night,  and  the  Srffff 
Alfeo  with  Fiesco  passed  their  time  in  oouuneDti 
upon  their  late  escape.  The  mention  of  Sdn^ 
tian  Larcero's  name,  and  the  reward  to  ^ 
received  6rom  him,  dedded  the  Count  in  atbi* 
buting  to  Doria  the  foul  attack  that  had  bett 
made  upon  him  ;  and  while  it  showed  ho* 
deadly  and  imscrupulous  an  enemy  he  had  i> 
the  latter,  it  only  determined  him  more  to  ooft* 
tinue  the  course  he  had  adopted  previouAf  to 
his  leaving  Genoa,  and  to  lull  suspiaos  I7 
apparently  increased  attachment,  and  fay  p^fiV 
more  court  and  deference  to  the  elder  JDofS* 
Alfeo's  countenance  had  resumed  its  haiibd 


THE  HALF-BROTHERS.  261 

pression  of  profound  melancholy,  for  in  the 
dtement  of  the  late  scene,  it  had  worn  a  less 
1  appearance ;  but  now  when  the  mind  thrown 
dc  upon  itself,  and  undisturbed  in  its  thoughts 
poQ  past  objects  by  present  actions,  was  dwell- 
ig  upon  the  gloomy  recollections  of  former 
mes,  the  tinge  of  solemn^  grief  gradually  re- 
imed  its  wonted  place,  and  Alfeo  sunk  into  a 
^e,  became  less  inclined  to  converse ; 
od  Flesco,  respecting  his  grief,  maintained 
flflooe. 

Towards  morning,  the  bright  bay  of  Genoa, 
miged  on  either  side  by  the  land,  until  it  was 
iMin  the  distant  sea,  became  visible,  as  the 
*ty  dowly  wound  down  by  the  mountains  to 
^  dty ;  and  not  long  after,  her  white  palaces 
I^QUned,  as  if  they  had  risen  from  the  bosom 
'  tile  smooth  silvered  waters,  that  lay  shining 
tthdr  feet 

Wreaths  of  light  vapourish  smoke  slowly 
(tied  upwards,  now  resting  like  a  veil 
turn  over  a  precious  picture,  then  gradually, 
t  tiia  sweet  morning  breeze  was  wafted  down 
Omthe  mountains,  ascending,  and  exhibiting 
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the  beauties  of  the  scene  they  had  momentarily 
concealed. 

As  the  party  went  on,  the  craft  in  the  haiboor  ^ 
and  in  the  bay  became  visible ;  some  stretdung 
their  white  sails  to  the  smi,  and  others  lyiaS 
calm  and  settled  on  the  bosom  of  the  waters 
like  the  guardians  of  the  deep.  The  loDg,  i^ 
Turkish  feluccas,  with  their  dark  hulls  and  their 
green  flags,  flying  lazily  in  the  morning's  ligk^* 
air,  seemed  hardly  to  rise  out  of  the  wlter;^ 
when  contrasted  with  two  three-decked  Spanisb 
galleons,  that  floated  by  their  sides  ;  their  rsk^ 
mense  bulk  giving  them,  in  the  distance,  wxf^ 
the  appearance  of  some  stationary  islands  dial^ 
rich   merchantmen. 

The  Dutch  and  English  flags— one  the  gur^ 
dian  of  a  mother  in  conmieroe,  the  other  bn^ 
the  sign  of  the  lusty  infant  that  lay  under  itf 
gathering  strength,  until  its  giant  size  should 
embrace  earth  in  its  arms — ^flapped  against  tboT 
masts  ;  and  near  them  proudly  rode  ami*' 
Venetian  argosies,  seeming  as  if  the  inanioiit^ 
wood  were  imbued  with  the  proud  spirit  of  As 
Queen  of  the  Adriatic. 
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enoa  la  superba! — My  own  Genoa  T 
ired  flesco,  pointing  to  the  scene  before 
'*  Signor  Alfeo,    is  it  not  a  glorious 

is,"  said  the  other.     "  I  see  the  Doria 

b  the  distance — ^the  spires  of  the  Church 

ignano,  many  points  that  bring  back  old 

tions." 

fou    live    in     Genoa,     then  ?"     asked 

7l  now,  my  Lord,  not  now,''  relied  the 
1  a  thick,  choking  tone.  *'  No  questions 
;  head  now." 

irdon  me,"  said  Fiesco.  "  Grief  is  sacred ; 
n  my  eyes  most  holy,"  and  looking  at 
npanion,  he  was  astonished  to  see  the 
ears  steal  down  his  pale  cheek ;  for  now 
in,  whose  bravery  and  determination  not 
lours  .before  had  saved  his  life,  wept  like 
Qt  They  entered  the  streets  of  Genoa, 
they  turned  towards  the  Fiesco  palace, 
)  of  mounted  dames  and  cavaliers  met 

J  Lord  Doria,"  said  Alfeo  in  a  low  still 
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whisper,   that  almost  chilled  his    oompamoD'^ 
hlood. 

"  I  see  him  I"  answered  Flesoo,  recovering 
from  his  surprise.  "  Last  night's  businesB  is 
for  ever  hushed,  I  depend  on  you !"  and  as 
Alfeo  bowed  his  acquiescence,  the  two  nobks 
met,  warmly  greeted  each  other,  and  th^  the 
cavalcade  swept  on.  During  the  few  minutes  il 
had  stopped,  Giannetino  could  hardly  lemovt 
his  eyes  from  the  face  of  the  Signer  Alfeo.  ft 
had  seen  him  before;  where,  he  could  do^ 
tell ;  but  after  the  Count  was  out  of  sigb^ 
he  muttered  to  himself  through  his  dxA 
teeth, 

"  Escaped  again  1  Neither  steel  nor  poiaoB 
have  affected  his  life.  The  next  trial  must  Ik 
success." 

When  Fiesco  had  reached  his  palace,  he  phc^ 
his  hand  on  Alfeo's  shoulder.  "  My  honie  on^ 
be  for  the  present  yours," 

''  I  accept  your  kindness,  my  liord,  tt  b>i^ 
for  a  time,"  and  the  party  ent»:ed  the  pah^ 
Before  he  had  drawn  his  foot  out  of  his  stinvf^ 
Fiesco  gave  orders  for  the  instant  diqxitch  of  a 
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of  men  to^  the  mountain  hostdiy ;  and 
e  the  same  time  the  next  day,  the  flames 
ts  burning  roo^  lighted  the  countiy  for 
r  a  mile  round  it. 


s.   IL 


N 
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CHAPTER  XVIIL 

The    Signer    Verrina    had  for  some  daj* 
seemed  most  amdous  for  the    Count  Fiesoo't 
return    from   his  journey   to  his  estates,  idA 
under  this  pretence  he   had  been  a  oonsiflt 
visitor  at  the  Fiesco  palace.     Leonora  receiirf 
him  as  a  dear  friend  of  her  husband,  wiw* 
pleasure  she  was  promoting  by  attentive  IodA' 
ness  to  those  whom  he  sincerely  regarded;  td 
on  the  morning  of  the  Count's  arrival  in  QbM 
he  had  waited  at  his  home  to  ascertain  if  I* 
had  yet  returned. 

The  Lady  Fiesco  was  somewhat  ill,  and  bv 
not  yet  left  her  chamber,  but  Verraa  was  pn^ 
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ag  a  new  piece  of  music  upon  her  lute,  and 
^ionally  varying  that  occupation  by  reading 
De  of  Petrarch's  sonnets ;  yet  it  was  evident 
it  on  neither  lute  nor  poetry  was  her  attention 
y  decidedly  fixed,  for   she  would  frequently 

down  both  the  instrument  and  the  book, 
I  M  into  a  lengthened  train  of  thought, 
n  slightly  sigh  as  she  strove  to  resume  the 
i  or  the  other. 

During  this  interval  of  suspense,  the  Signer 
rrina  was  announced ;  and  calmly  and  slowly — 
t  diild  of  that  nature  that  called  him  hers  by 
Si,  his  manner  easy  and  gentle,  as  if  he 
iroached  the  couch  of  a  sleeping  infant,  and 
red  to  disturb  it — ^he  glided  into  the  apart- 
Qt  His  salutation  had  in  it  an  expression 
attachment  and  affection  which  Verona  did 
i  fike,  but  which  she  could  not  reprove,  for 

duaracter  was  so  exquisitely  formed  and 
idded  to  the  circumstances  of  their  relative 
itions,  that  though  feeling  it  herself,  she 
U  not  well  charge  him  with  a  presumption, 
point  it  out  to  another. 
JkiDed  in  her  disposition,  his  aim  was  to 

N  2 
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render  his  conversation  general  and  {deaang; 
and  though  Verona  felt  in  her  heart  a  sort  ot 
settled  antipathy  to  his   person  and  manners; 
though  she  dreaded  any  secret  meeting,  such  38 
the  present,  when  none  were  witnesses  to  his 
words,  for  she  was  assured  that  some  day  he 
would  make  a  declaration,  that  must  inentaUf 
alter  their  relative  positions ;  yet  with  aD  tbeK 
predispositions  to  dislike  him,  she  was  compel^ 
to  acknowledge  that  he  had  the  art  of  renderint 
himself  an  agreeable  companion.     Heayt»dcd 
any  reference  to  subjects  that  might  alarm  htf ; 
but  discoursed  with  ease  and  brilliancy  of  rs^ 
gination  upon  the  life  and  writings  of  Petrarch; 
upon  the  strange  history  of  Cola  Rienzi,  vho 
had  imbibed  with  him  the  glorious  dreamt 
rendering  the  Italy  of  their  day,  the  spknil 
queen  of  nations  she   once   was;   upon  tfaoflt 
beautiful    sonnets    which    as    they    appeaM 
showed  the  brilliant  splendour  of  the  poet's  mW 
— ^its  depth  and  passion.     Then  taking  up  h* 
lute,  he  would  sing  with  taste  and  feeling,  a^ 
of  the  poet's  most  admired  compositioDS,  fi^^ 
as  they  still  were  in  the  Italian  hearts 
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changed  the  subject,  and  described  to  her, 
leamess  and  minute  detail,  many  of  the 
re  of  Venice — a  city  she  had  never  seen — 
upon  the  splendour  of  St.  Mark's;  the 
ficence  of  the  Dogal  State ;  the  gay  realities 
;  gorgeous  and  almost  imaginary  society, 
then  drew  to  its  circle  the  wealth,  the 
and  the  mind  of  Europe ;  the  scenes  on 
md  canal — ^the  marriage  of  the  Adriatic : 
le  would  lightly  touch  upon  some  of  the 
romantic  tales,  to  which  the  genius  of  its 
,  the  constitution  of  its  government,  and 
lughty  pride  of  its  ancient  noblesse  were 
ally  giving  birth. 

ona  listened.  She  was  charmed;  and 
mth  peculiar  tact,  as  if  he  thought  no 
t  was  beneath  the  range  of  her  intellect,  and 
flatter  her  by  revealing  to  her  the  secrets 
;  dreadful  government,  which  then  amazed 
e,  he  dwelt  upon  its  constitution,  the 
il  of  Ten,  their  merciless  treatment  of 
als,  and  all  the  paraphernalia  of  a  consti- 
,  which  pretending  liberty,  exercised  in 
ate  worse  than  an  autocratical  tyranny. 
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He  awed  and  amazed  Verona ;  then  desoe^ 

.        \ 
ing  again  to  the  minor  histories  of  paroes, 

gradually,  and  almost  insensibly  introduced  so^ 

of  the  love  tales  of  the  day ;  and  with  a  trenu^ 

lous  tone  and  agitation  of  manner,  which  ^ 

seemed  desirous  of  hiding  from  her  obserralkc^ 

though  it  instantly  roused  her  suspidons,  ^ 

brought  the  conversation  to  Genoa  and  herscS 

Verona  had  listened  with  deep  attention,— a  poiv: 

which  the  Venetian  had  determined  upoft— * 

those  stories  of  the  past  that  unfolded  before  ber 

the  history  of  mind  and  the  records  of  power; 

but  now  instinctively,  though  she  dreaded  tb 

new  points  to  which   their  converBatkm  W 

turned,  she  felt  she  could  not  change  it 

"  I  have  wondered,"  said  Verrina,  looli* 
down  upon  the  velvet-covered  stod  that  support^ 
her  foot,  and  speaking  with  timid  beataW 
"  that  whilst  the  nobles  of  Genoa  admire  an' 
love,  none  have  succeeded  in  gaining  the  i0^ 
of  the  beautiful  Lady  Verona  Cibo." 

"  There,"  laughed  Verona,  "  thou  maj** 
err." 

"  Ah  !  Lady  !"  exdaimed  the  Venetian  ^ 
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astness  of  passion  that  had  outstripped 
stion,  *' dared  I  to  hope  that  your  heart 
or  that  my  own  exertions  might  ever 
ie  a  place  in  it,  the  labour  of  years 
leet  more  than  recompense  in  one  of 
les." 

/'  said  Verona  smiling,  and  treating  the 
\  a  jest,  '^  thou  speakest  of  a  direct  im- 
f.  My  heart  is  stone!  iron!  Search 
for  the  hardest  material,  and  in  it  thou 
nd  its  counterpart  I" 
— "  interposed  Verrina, 

me  no  huts,  Signor;"  and  she  gaily 

"  I  win  have  ncMie  of  them." 
'enetianbit  his  lip.  ^^Lady,"  he  said 
ng  pause,  and  an  earnest  glance  directed 
autiful  countenance,  then  slowly  bend- 
ead  and  gazing  on  the  floor,  *'  I  have 
r  looked  for  a  moment  like  this.  The 
)  of  life — even  Ufe  itself  depends  upon 
ion. 

or,  you  alarm  me!    The  interests  of 
a  speak  would  seem  to  be  important." 
le  most  important,"  said  Verrina  with  a 
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slight   sigh.     "  Some   years  past  I  came  to 
Genoa,  then  slowly  recovering  from  the  grirf  of » 
great  calamity.     In  the  com'se  of  time  I  became 
acquainted  with  some  of  the  nobles  of  the  dtj, 
and  specially  amongst  them  with  the  Count  i 
Lavagna.     I  was  introduced  to  the  sodety  of 
his  wife,  and,  Lady,  to  yoiu     To  say  that  I  ^ 
delighted,    charmed   with  the   happiness  thus 
obtained,  would  not  half  express  my  feelings,  ^ 
with  difficulty  I  left  it  at  night  to  return  to  it  on 
the  next  day.     It  was  a  rapture  to  be  present,  t 
sweet  misery  to  wait  for  its  re-enjoyment  ScMoe 
months    passed    thus,   and   during  them  tk 
friendship  then  begun,  ripened  into  a  fe^ 
whose  warmth  my  better  judgment  condemned; 
while  I  felt  to  realize  the  happiness  it  promisedi 
would  be  nearly  impossible.    With  you  rests  the 
judgment.'* 

"  With  me  !"  repeated  Verona,  weD  under- 
standing his  allusion. 

"  Yes,  Lady,  with  thee !  for  thou  art  the  shr 
that  attracts  me  hither ;  and  now  while  I  woo" 
confess  my  inability  to  exist  in  the  darkne^ 
thine  absence  would  create,  have  pity !   W  ^ 
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« that  my  love  thus  proffered  may  find  some 
cmr  with  thee!  that  my  passion  may  not 
md !  that,  dear  Lady — '' 

•  Signor/'  said  Verona,  quickly  interrupting 
1,  "  this  conversation  has  become  too  length- 
d;  let  us  drop  it." 

*  No !  no !"  exclaimed  Verrina  passionately, 
ly  feelings  have  grown  too  strong  for  con- 
Iment!  My  attachment  may  exceed  discre- 
I,  but  it  must  find  vent  in  its  declaration !  I 
'e  loved  thee  now  for  years !  have  watched 
e,  when  no  eye  beheld  me  I  and  fi'om  every 
ment  of  thy  presence  have  drawn  deeper 
nghts,  until  my  brain  reeled  under  the  ex- 
mient  of  this  half-delirious  intoxication ;  and  I 
idd  have  bartered  life  to  call  thee  mine  but 

an  hour !     Oh !  Verona !" 
**  Enough,  Signor!"   said  Verona  agitated, 
d  rising  from  her  seat. 

'*  Hear  me  stiD !   I  implore,  beseech  thee ! 
>  not  abruptly  terminate  these  minutes  of 
iisare  !    Verona,  give  me  hope !" 
**  Signer !  this  conversation,"  replied  Verona, 

N  3 
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speakbg  with  great  calmness,  **  must  nowfipu 
an  end.  Through  my  own  fofly  it  has  proceedel 
too  far,  but  it  here  terminates." 

"  Lady,  thy  wiU  has  always  been  my  pleasin^ 
From  the  first  hour  in  which  I  saw  thee  uO" 
this  minute,  to  obey  thee  was  a  gratification' 
But  now — pardon  me !  pity  me  !"  and  the  V^ 
netian  bent  his  knee  upon  her  footstool,  atteoDf^ 
ing  to  take  her  hand. 

"  Rise,  Signor !"  she  said  somewhat  angnly* 
'^  rise  1  and  do  not  let  us  turn  this  scene,  ^ 
ful  as  it  has  now  become,  into  one  still  noi* 
distressing !  I  have  heard  too  much  as  it  i^ 
I  will  not  hear  more !" 

"  But  thou  shalt !"  replied  Verrina,  ^ 
rising,  and  fixing  his  dark  eyes  upon  her  to 
until  she  almost  trembled  beneath  his  odd,  •* 
tense  look.  "  Thou  shalt  hear  more !  fer  Bl^ 
tista  Verrina  hardly  ever  leaves  his  work  uDdofl^ 
Thou  shalt  hear  how  deeply  and  truly  bekvci 
thee  !  how  he  would  sacrifice  life  for  thee!  p^ 
all  to  win  thy  regard !     This  thou  shalt  besr." 

"  But  no  more  "  said  Verona,  "  Signer,  I 
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tkk  thee.  Thoa  art  die  frieiid  of  the  Count 
liaviE^Da,  and  as  such  must  be  respected 
me. 

'  Stay/'  resumed  the  Venetian,  continuinS 
the  same  cold  tone,  in  which  he  had 
de  his  previous  declaration.  **  I  would 
>w  from  thee  my  decided  fate.  Lady,  I 
ar  thee  hand,  fortune,  all.  Is  my  suit  re- 
ted?' 

^  You  would  not  spare  me  I"  said  Verona, 
iding  her  head  to  conceal  the  blushes  that 
oored  her  features,  '^and  though  I  must 
lie  your  offer,  it  pains  me  to  refuse  it.  Sig- 
r,  I  could  not  be  your  wife." 
Venina  stood  motionless — ^unmoved.  No 
inge  passed  over  his  countenance;  not  a 
ve  was  strained  by  this  rejection ;  and  when 
qx&e,  his  voice  was  gentle  in  its  tones,  the 
ienoes  harmonious,  as  if  he  studied  to  render 
lerfecdy  musical ;  'yet  the  sounds  were  fresh 
^Terona's  ears  for  months  after.  He  replied  : 
now  know  my  &te.  Hear  thine  own.  I  am 
cted  for  a  draper's   apprentice — "  Verona 


278  THE  WILL;  (Ml, 

"  It  is  an  honour,"  he  continued,  rapidly  »• 
covering  himself,  "  to  be  associated  with  tte 
friends  of  the  Count  Resco." 

"  True,"  said  Alfeo,  "  with  most  of  them. 
Signor,  thou  art  of  Venice  ?" 

"  But  now  I  daim  Genoa  for  my  home,"  im- 
plied Verrina,  recovering  all  his  usual  cal©' 
ness  of  manner. 

"I  like  Genoa,"  mused  Alfeo,  "I  like  Ge- 
noa ;"  and  there  was  a  stem  bitterness  in  to 
tone  that  would  seem  to  contradict  his  wordi 
"  It  is  a  fine  city,  fiill  of  wealth  and  power,  liA 
respectable — I  like  Genoa." 

"  And  I  like  not  thee,"  muttered  the  YeDe- 
tian  to  himself,  adding  aloud,  "Thou  b* 
visited  this  our  city  before  ?" 

"  Yes,"  answered  Alfeo  hastQy,  "  once  bcfin* 
this  tune.  My  Lord,  I  must  claim  yourpardA 
but  business  of  importance  will  demand  ftr  > 
short  time  my  attention,  and  with  your  period 
sion  I  would  withdraw,"  he  continued,  tunutf 
to  Fiesco. 

"  My  guest  is  his  own  master,"  said  ^ 
Count,  and  my  seneschal  will  show  you  wto* 
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'  have  placed  you.  Return  in  time  for 
ler,  if  such  be  your  pleasure,  and  your 
ire  will  permit ;"  and  as  Alfeo  retired  promis- 
a  speedy  return,  Fieaoo  inquired  for  his  wife, 
his  queations  were  soon  answered  by  her  own 
earanoe.     The  noise  of  the  hoo&  in  die  yard 

roused  her,  and  hastily  dressing  herself,  she 
tended  to  the  apartment  where  he  was.  In- 
ries  brought  out  the  story  of  the  mountain 
1 ;  and  in  its  narration  Verona  almost  forgot 

previous  conversation  between  her  and  the 
iietian,  so  absorbed  did  she  become  in  the 
^  of  the  Count's  escape.  Verrina  was  silent. 
B  suspicions   rested   on  some  in   Genoa  as 

the  contriving  of  the  plot,  and  though 
SCO  entirely  concealed  any  illusion  that  might 
plicate  the  real  designers  of  his  murder,  when 
I  whisper  he  afterwards  told  the  Venetian  of 
own  thoughts  and  their  proofs,  he  but  con- 
ned the  other's  siu'mises. 
The  Signer  Alfeo  had  been  conducted  to  his 
mber  by  the  seneschal,  and  after  changing 
dress,  which  was  stained  with  travelling  and 

previous  night's  rains,  he  quitted  the  palace. 
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With  slow  steps  he  passed  through  the  streets, 
scarcely  remarking  the  people  or  the  shops  that 
lined  the  way.  As  the  day  was  fine,  the  narrow 
streets  were  densely  crowded,  the  stands  of  busi- 
ness were  occupied  with  gsuly-dressed  cavaliers, 
flaunting  in  all  the  finery  of  satin,  velvet,  and 
laces,  and  young  dames  whose  beauty  borro^ 
but  little  ornament  fi*om  the  rich  attire  employed 
in  decking  their  persons.  Alfeo  little  heeded 
these ;  but  as  he  was  turning  into  another  stmt, 
he  was  accosted  by  a  woman  whose  shabby  dre» 
and  feeble  voice,  (for  he  could  not  see  her  6ce, 
it  was  so  closely  muffled  in  a  mean  grey  hood 
that  fell  over  her  shoulders,  and  despite  the  hat 
of  the  day,  was  drawn  closely  round  her  bosom,) 
indicated  all  the  sufferings  of  poverty. 

"  Signor,  wilt  thou  buy  a  ring  ?'*  and  attracted 
by  her  plaintive  voice,  Alfeo  turned  round. 

''A  ring,  good  dame  !  Take  it  to  some  of 
the  jewellers  and  merchants  in  precious  on»- 
ments,  and  perchance  they  may  buy." 

'^  Nay,"  said  the  woman,  clinging  to  hisdoik 
"  they  would  charge  me  with  theft ;  but  as  tk 
saints  can  witness,  my  husband  found  itintk 
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dunds  of  old  Lomellino's  palace,  when  his  heir 
IS  getting  them  in  order  afler  his  death.  Yet, 
[  offered  it  to  them,  I  should  be  taken  and  per- 
p8  be  tried ;  but  thinking  you  were  strange  in 
enoa,  I  ventured  to  show  it  to  you.  Indeed, 
^or,  want  alone  compels  me  to  do  so,  for  my 
sband  was  hurt  some  weeks  back  at  the  Lomd- 
0  palace,  and  has  not  worked  since." 
"  Is  "Vincent  Lomellino  then  dead  ?"  asked 
ko,  somewhat  interested  in  her  narra- 
e. 

**  He  was  murdered,  Signer ;  or,  as  some  say, 
bbed  himself." 

*  Murdered !  Let  me  see  the  ring,"  and  as  the 
man  handed  to  him  a  precious  brilliant,  with 
oat  of  arms  engraven  on  its  surface,  and  three 
tials  on  the  inside  of  the  hoop,  he  quickly 
iqphered  the  letters.  '^  Vincent  Liomellino 
irdered !  This  is  strange  !  Here,  dame,  is 
foey  for  thee.  This  ring  I  must  keep ;  but 
die  morrow  ask  at  the  palace  of  my  Lord 
Hoo  for  the  Signer  Alfeo,  and  thou  shalt  obtain 
i^  permanent  relief.  If  thou  art  questioned 
to  this  ring,  be  silent ;"  and  the  woman,  rich 
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far  beyond  her  expectatioiis  with  the  refief  lbs 
administered,  (for  he  placed  in  her  hand  sevenl 
pieces  of  gold),  hurriedly  departed  from  lum, 
promising  to  call  on  the  morrow  at  the  Count's 
residence  as  she  had  been  desired,  while  Alfto 
turned  into  the  first  silent  street  to  examine  the 


It  was  a  plain  gold  ring  of  somewhat  anti(|V 
workmanship,  and  as  he  examined  the  annsbe 
instantly  recognized  the  heraldic  devices  of  tk 
Verrina  family ;  and  the  initials  undenifA 
J,  B.  v.,  corresponded  with  those  of  the  Vofr 
tian's  name. 

"  There  is  foul  murder  here,"  he  muttered  H 
himself,  "  foul  murder  I  but  time  will  no* 
disclose  it.  I  only  in  Genoa  know  its  due,  ^ 
my  revenge  will  not  be  the  less  if  I  do  •to' 
of  justice/' 
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CHAPTER  3tIX. 

\  plans  of  the  conspirators  were  now 
irrhring  at  a  matured  and  impcnrtant 
Q.  Every  di^  was  adding  to  their  numbers 
luence,  and  silently  did  they  associate  with 
ome  of  the  most  important  citizens  in 
,  keeping  free,  on  all  occasions,  of  the 
as  of  the  Dorias.  Verrina  was  in  himself 
Cautious,  penevering,  unscrupulous, 
1  with  no  fear  for  the  edicts  of  man  or 
of  his  Creator,  he  was  the  best  instrument 
)uld  have  been  selected  for  carryingon  the 
jsiness  of  a  conspiracy.  He  and  Fiesco  had 
r  long  conference  together  after  Alfeo's 
ire,  in  which  their  plans  were  discussed, 
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and  new  measures  adopted  to  strengthen  thor 
position.  The  attack  in  the  mountains  was 
judged  by  both  to  be  the  work  of  Giannetino 
Doria ;  and  that  joined  to  his  previous  attempt  on 
Fiesco's  life,  determined  them  to  expedite  tie 
business  of  the  conspiracy  as  much  as  they  couH 
so  as  to  prevent  any  further  attempt  being  suc- 
cessful. 

Fiesco  had  stDl  resolved  to  keep  up  his  previoas 
system  of  dissimulation.  Whilst  he  wished  to  be 
most  watchful  of  all  Giannetino's  acts,  he  wouH 
at  the  same  time  lull  suspicion,  if  any  entered  his 
mind,  respecting  what  knowledge  he  might  hat* 
of  the  attempts  of  Doria  upon  his  life,  andli 
own  reasons  for  this  pretended  friendship. 

About  this  time  he  seemed  to  give  himself 
wholly  up  to  pleasure,  to  be  immersed  in  ^ 
business  of  conducting  festas  and  revels,  in  ^ 
vising  gay  parties  for  amusement,  apparent 
careless  of  the  affairs  of  State ;  although  at  dv 
same  time  he  was  consolidating  his  intereA 
and  adopting  the  most  certain  means  to  setoff 
success  in  his  movements.  Immediately  aft* 
his  return  from  visiting  his  estates,  he  purchased 
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ir  galleys  from  the  Duke  of  Flacentia ;  and  as 
determined,  at  all  hazards,  to  make  himself 
ftsta"  of  the  port,  he  ordered  one  of  them  to  be 
tfoght  Toxmd  to  Genoa,  under  the  pretence  of 
tiding  it  on  a  cruise  to  the  Levant.  He  next 
icceeded  in  bringing  into  the  city  many  of  the 
Uiers  that  came  to  him  from  his  own  territories 
id  fix)m  Flacentia,  imder  various  disguises, 
^me  passed  for  adventurers,  seeking  employ- 
QDt,  some  for  people  of  the  garrison,  others  for 
imen,  and  even  many  for  galley-slaves. 
Yerrina  ably  seconded  his  endeavours,  and 
Qoessfiilly  forwarded  every  plan.  His  own 
istence  depended  upon  the  complete  success 
his  party.  His  designs  on  Verona  could 
im  be  brought  to  a  happy  termination 
itNigh  its  instrumentality.  Nursed  in  the 
4om  of  a  State  whose  chief  engine  of  despot- 
H  was  its  impervious  secresy,  that  willed  and 
edited,  and  buried  in  an  impenetrable  oblivion 
e  fates  of  some,  its  own  policy,  and  its 
bemes,  shrouding  them  in  the  darkness  of  a 
^Onsm  night  until  they  should  appear  at  its 
QMUid,   the  Venetian   had   acquired  all  the 


286  THE  WILL;   OR, 

subtlety   of   his    c5ountry,    her   propensitj  ta 
power,  her  utter  carelessness  for  crime.  ¥4 
pressed  upon  him ;  but  there  he  had  devised  t 
scheme  to  relieve  him  from  future  trouble,  td 
covetous  of  wealth  and  station,  fearing  no  ks 
but  that  of  character  and  rank,  he  was  deter- 
mined to  go  through  every  risk  to  maintsn 
them.     With  success  in  the  conspiracy  he  pro- 
mised himself  success  with  Verona,  for  his  pos- 
tion  would  be  second  alone  to  the  Count's ;  aod 
his  powerful  interest,  when  Genoa  lay  parabzed 
at  his  feet,  would  enable  him  to  demand  her 
without  risk  of  refusal 

Artfully,  in  furtherance  of  the  grand  desigB, 
he  introduced  amongst  the  city  companies  manr 
soldiers  who  were  vassals  of  the  Count,  ui 
corrupted  others  belonging  to  the  garrison.  He 
solicited  and  obtained  firom  the  most  ooDside^ 
able  and  enterprising  of  the  people  promises  i^ 
support  in  some  grand  design,  intended,  * 
alleged,  against  their  enemies.  Rapidly,  *- 
cretly  and  powerfully,  the  conspirai^  progressei 
Its  members  wrought  with  vigilance  and  ib' 
dustry.      Calcagno  and  Saooo  imitated  Atf 
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dates;  and  to  such  an  ahnning  height  had 
ome,  so  ramified  and  extended  were  its 
^  so  numerous  amongst  the  noUes,  the 
{faersy  andartifioers;  yet  so  ^cxant  were  all 
6  bound  up  with  these  men  of  their  true 
piBf  that  sh<»t]y  after  the  Count's  return 
Genoa,  more  than  ten  thousand  peo[^  were 
Bed  in  this  design,  and  at  that  period 
the  exception  of  its  originators,  none  knew 
sal  objects. 

he  arrangements  neoessaiy  for  their  under- 
^having  arrived  at  this  point,  the  next  step 
to  appoint  the  time  of  its  execution ;  and 
there  ^&re  various  schemes  planned  and 
M  suggested  to  get  the  Dorias  into  their 
^  for  with  their  deaths  they  expected  that 
plot  would  be  fully  successful ;  and,  Genoa 
nte  in  the  person  of  Andrew,  power  would 
f  g^de  into  thdr  possession.  They 
itiled  the  twenty-second  day  of  November 
k  final  adjustment  of  all  these  difficulties, 
ij  tiie  interval  each  continued  to  pursue  the 
best 'calculated  to  further  thdr  remaining 
wtBf  and  be  in  a  position  capable  of  taking 


288  THE  WILL;   OR, 

advantage  of  any  lucky  contingency  that  inigl* 
present  itself. 

On  the  night  but  one  previous  to  this  cofr 
templated  meeting  of  the  conspirators,  iw 
towards  evening,  a  soldier,  with  every  apf*- 
ance  of  havmg  seen  some  service,  stopped  fe 
lodging  at  the  '  White  Cross/  A  largepafc* 
covered  his  right  eye,  a  deep,  red  markgarnisW 
one  side  of  his  face,  and  a  long,  shaggy  DW* 
tache  adorned  his  upper  lip.  His  dress  ^ 
nothing  improved  by  service,  and  a  *• 
corselet  which  he  wore,  was  impressed  with* 
traces  of  many  a  stout  blow,  while  the  kiil^ 
doublet  underneath  gaped  with  numeroos* 
seemly  rents.  A  pair  of  riding-boots  cortf" 
his  legs,  and  a  long  Toledo  hung  by  his* 
more  disposed,  it  would  seem,  for  use  thi»' 
tlie  ornament  of  his  person.  He  wot  * 
cap  jauntily,  and  withal  appeared  a  f¥ 
man-at-arms  of  some  forty  years  of  4^' 
more. 

It  was  evemng  when  he  entered  tbc'™ 
Cross,'  and  a  raw,  cold  evening  to  boot  ^■' 
hostess  sat  warming  herself  over  a  hltfiiV^ 
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e;  ^o  maid  servaQts,  one  on  each  side,  a 
uU  dog  lying  at  her  feet»  bemg  the  then  only 
npiuits  (^  the  apartment  The  fire  burned 
H  proper  fire  should  bum  on  a  odd  night, 
d  the  three  females  seemed  to  enjoy  it  with 
Qiy  mark  of  pleasure  on  their  faces,  when  the 
biier  carelessly  pushed  open  the  door,  and 
Md  before  them,  looking  very  much  like  a 
U  who  envied  them  their  quiet  comforts,  or 
Itdisposed  to  share  them. 
^'^Ha!  my  mistress  r  he  exclaimed,  turning 
Sidefierential  respect  to  the  hostess,  and  then 
mang  his  remaining  eye  archly  at  her  two 
lidmaidens,  '^  a  man's  puzzled  to  find  out  the 
od  dame  of  the  *  White  Cross'  among  three 
QDg  maidens  like  you.  But  Fm  told  she's 
H,  and  Fm  a  stranger  in  Genoa  seeking 
Iging  for  the  night.'' 

^  Which  thou  shalt  have  with  all  good  will  1" 
d  liie  mistress  tumiiig  to  him ;  for  at  first 
^  had  not  moved,  though  now  not  thinking  him 
If  so  u^y,  since  his  compliments  as  to  her  age 
ineached  her  heart.  The  two  maidens  were 
Q  satisfied,  for  they  thought  it  was  a  jest  at 
VOL.  II.  o 
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her  expense.     "  Come  forward,  and  warm  thy- 
self.    Hast  been  in  the  wars  ?'* 

"  And  out  of  them  too,  without  much  advan- 
tage either  way !"  laughed  the  other.  "  I  must 
try  your  vintage,  though — ^tapstar!" 

''  Stay !"  said  the  mistress,  addressing  one 
of  the  maids.  "  Bring  a  measure  of  the  wine 
which  came  yesterday.  It  is  straight  from 
Spain,  Signer." 

"  And  must  be  good,  my  mistress.  A  snug 
spot,  this  !  I  wish  I  were  twenty  years  younger, 
and  without  these  marks  which  have  spoikd 
my  beauty ;  for  I  could  find  a  marveUous  coor 
fortable  lodging,  and  a  very  proper  youthftl 
helpmate." 

"  Ah  !  ah !"  and  the  hostess  laughed.  "Ew, 
draw  it  clear  !  but  likely  the  gentleman  would 
change  the  wine,  and  take  something  warmf 

"  With  pleasure,  mistress !  if  I  can  persuidc 
you  to  join  me."  And  as  she  simpoed  bff 
consent,  the  soldier  unclasped  his  hauberk,  and 
laying  it  aside,  drew  from  a  pocket  in  tbc 
doublet  under  it,  a  weU-fiHed  purse,  and  tossed 
a  piece  of  gold  to  the  maiden  who  was  drawing 
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the  wine.  **  There,  my  cherry-cheeked  morsel 
of  wickedness,  pay  for  the  wine,  and  devote  the 
change  to  the  purchase  of  a  ruff.  Twin  break 
more  hearts;  but  no  matter,  heigho!  hearts 
are  made  to  be  broken,  from  the  first  to  the 
lastr 

The  maiden  thanked  him,  and  regretted  in 
her  own  thoughts  that  he  had  ever  been  in  the 
wars.  His  remaining  eye  was  a  very  dear  one. 
The  posset  was  warmed,  and  the  hostess,  with 
great  condescension  not  lessened  by  the  appear- 
ance of  a  weQ-filled  purse,  partook  of  it ;  and  as 
no  more  visitors  dropped  in  for  the  evening,  she 
sat  chatting  with  the  soldier  until  a  late  hour, 
when  he  rose,  and  requested  to  be  shown  to  his 
chamber  for  the  night 

■  The  'White  Cross*  was  a  large,  rambling 
old  building,  full  of  strange  architectural  conceits, 
in  the  shape  of  long  galleries  and  small  cham- 
bers ;  the  galleries  running  this  way  and  that 
way,  staircases  going  up  and  coming  down, 
little  rooms  squeezing  against  each  other,  and 
doors  opening  in  all  manner  of  ways,  until  the 

o  2 
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\vhole  seemed  a  complete  labyrinth  rf  B^ 
tenons  apartments,  in  whidi  a  man  mi^tk^ 
himself,  but  then  it  would  take  another  to  id 
him.  His  own  personal  exertions  might  reid^ 
fell  in  discovering  the  way  out.  Through  tbiK 
galleries  and  passages,  Eva  tripped  light^  QBi 
leading  the  way  for  the  soldier,  and  caudoniflf 
him  to  stoop  here  and  step  there,  untfl  tb^ 
came  to  a  set  of  rooms,  that  seemed  mflR 
respectably  fitted  up  than  any  the  soldier  y 
yet  seen. 

«  My  pretty  mistress,"  he  said,  "  I  flik 
one  of  these  would  answer  for  me.  I  care  Brt 
for  the  expense  of  one  night ;  and  as  I  bi^ 
some|  important  things  about  me,  I  should  !k 
to  be  free  from  fire  and  danger.  Has  any  otf 
engaged  this  one?"  and  he  tapped  at  ^ 
door. 

''  Two  of  the  attendants  of  the  Spanish  Aitt- 
bassador  sleep  in  it  now." 

''  Most  worthy  gentlemen,  no  doubt !  ^d 
this  one,  thou  young  deceive?** 

''  That  is  engaged  by  Captain  CaIva,ig>J 


THB   HALF-BROTHBRS.  293 

dier,  serviDg  under  the  King  of  the  French. 

very  proper  gentleman  I"  and  the  maid 
ihed. 

**  Humph  I''  exclaimed  the  soldier.  ''  Does 
I  belong  to  Genoa,  or  is  he  a  FrenchmaD^  with 
ends  here?" 

'*I  can  hardly  say.  Some  tell  one  thing, 
me  another.  But  then,  Signor,  he's  very 
od  looking !" 

^And  has  two  eyesl"  laughed  the  soldier. 
[  wish  I  could  afford  the  same  number.     But, 

matter !  wishing  won't  find  it.     Well,  who 
I  this  one  ?"  and  he  placed  his  hand  on  the 
at  next  to  the  last  chamber. 
^No  one,  Signer.      Thou  canst  take  it,  if 
fa  be  thy  pleasure." 

*  By  thine  own  pretty  self,  nothing  can  be 
ter !  A  soldier  next  a  soldier,  my  mistress, 
I  there's  not  much  dang^.  So,  as  I  travel 
it,  and  am  not  much  inconvenienced  with 
gage,  111  just  stop  where  I  am.  Trim  the 
ip  I     A  man  wants  light  to  say  his  prayers." 

*  Prayers,  indeed  !"  laughed  the  damsel 

'*  And  why  not,  mistress  mine  ?      By  the 

o  3 
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mass !  I  know  none  that  need  them  na^\ 
though,  to  teU  the  truth,  they  havn't  muditinlt 
to  say  them;  and  even  the  little  they  bi^ 
is  more  devoted  to  hlack  eyes  or  Uue,  dtf) 
to  the  saints  or  the  church.  Heigho!  V^ 
had  the  other  eye,  I  could  afford  to  we  b0* 
to  kiss  thee." 

"  Couldst  thou?  Good  night  I  now  4* 
hecomest  dangerous."  And  laughing,  the  daoid 
tripped  gaily  away ;  and  the  soldier  turofldiato 
his  apartment. 

He  stood  several  minutes  in  the  oentn  ' 
the  floor,  listening  with  the  profoundest  atV* 
tion  but  no  noise  disturbed  him,  tf  ^ 
apartments  of  the  hostess  were  too  fiir  (fi^ 
for  the  sounds  of  voices  to  reach  him  ^ 
thence;  and  as  the  worshipful  gentlemen  in  ^ 
suite  of  Gomez  Inarez,  the  Spanish  AmM' 
sador,  had  not  yet  gone  to  their  dnmb^ « 
and  Philip  was  taking  a  homely  supper  wp 
Jerome  Varras,  the  worthy  litde  draper,  i^ 
was  no  person  in  the  gallery  but  this  wn^ 
and  disfigured  soUier.  Seeming  to  have  vb^ 
himself  acquainted  with  this  most  import^ 
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i^  he  lightly  polled  off  his  heavy  ridmg- 
fts,  and  taking  from  his  breast  a  yesry  small 
bern,  with  a  slide  that  concealed  or  disdosed 
l^ht  as  desired  by  its  possessor^  he  lighted 
trimmed  the  other  lamp,  and  then  also 
ing  from  his  breast  a  bunch  of  keys  and  a 
lall  file,  a  chisel,  and  a  strong  piece  of  flat 
Hi  slightly  bent  at  the  end,  like  a  pick-lock, 
i  cantioudy  opened  the  door,  and  keeping 
e  Bght  in  his  hand  concealed,  he  looked  down 
e  galkiy.  AU  was  darkness,  silence,  and 
ikl  Leaving  his  own  chamber,  he  tried  the 
ok  of  I%ilip  Calva's,  which  was  next,  fomid 
ftdtior  open,  then  cautiously  shutting  his  own, 
f  entered  the  young  soldier's  apartment 
Tm)  saddle-bags  hung  up  in  one  comer  of  it ; 
kige  trunk,  made  of  wood  and  hooped  with 
tt^  was  placed  on  a  chair  beside  the  head  of 
ft  bed;  and  as  he  glanced  over  the  apartment, 
ii  last  object  seemed  most  to  excite  his 
riosity,  for  he  instantly  approached  it,  and 
pn  to  examine  the  form  of  the  lock.  Using 
)  keys,  he  had  almost  gone  over  them  all, 
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when  at  last,  when  hope  was  nearly  cxtiDi^ 
one  of  them  turned,  and  the  trunk  was  opeoei 

"  I  shall  conquer  fiate,  yet !"  he  muttaA 
rapidly  setting  aside  the  clothes  that  seemed  to 
form  the  only  contents  of  the  trunk.  **  Lomdbio 
gone !  Well,  the  deed  is  to  be  regretted,  W 
his  own  folly  tempted  it,  for  he  might  b^ 
slept  oflF  the  fumes  of  his  wine,  and  not  !•■ 
at  so  unseemly  an  hour.  It  wbs  his  destinj: 
and  then  drawing  fix)m  his  pockets  a  soil 
bag,  marked  with  a  large  seal,  and  seven! 
precious  stones,  some  set  in  rings,  and  othefsD 
various  ornaments,  he  deposited  them  careiiilif 
at  the  bottom  of  the  trunk,  drew  the  dotbtf 
over  them  as  before,  and  locking  it,  he  stealtb^ 
quitted  the  apartment  His  errand  had  prospered' 

Closing  his  own  door,  he  sat  down,  ^ 
removed  first  the  patch  which  had  oovm 
his  eye,  then  his  cuirass,  and  the  kath^ 
doublet,  and  seemed  to  fall,  even  thusundressMl 
into  a  long  and  peculiar  train  of  thought.  1^ 
eye  which  had  been  covered,  seemed  as  farft* 
as  the  other. 


I  da  not  ft*r  thdr  dd^ckum  for  a  £9w  (^ 
Qcnittered  td  himself.  *^  And  now  free  from 
ftd  upon  other  subjects  of  the  last  importance^ 
mU  spare  him,  did  she  consent!''  He 
and,  f(nr  footst^  were  heard,  and  he  could 
a  distinguish  Eva's  voice,  as  she  laughed 
ij^  and  the  wiik  of  the  old  house  re-eohoed 
iiounds.  Then  he  listened^' and  the  tomes  of 
]|faar  voice  were  audible;  and  he  heard  a 
ny  jesty  and  anothor ;  and  then  tiiey  passed 

door,  and  the  maiden  said  : 
^  Good  night,  Captain !"  and  the  door  was 
IL 

He  listened  until  he  heard  the  last  sounds 
her  footsteps  as  they  died  away  in  the 
bnce,  and  then  he  again  resxmied  his  train 
ttiought.  For  an  hour  he  sat  there  undressed, 
e  cold  was  disr^arded.  The  passion  of  his 
irt  kept  his^  blood  warm ;  and,  at  length,  after 
Hig  internal  struggle,  he  whispered  as  if  to  his 
J  soul: 

"•  No !  I  could  not  do  it.  He  is  of  my  own 
od !  And  though  I  could  face  him  with  the 
fwn  sword,  and   both  armed,  yet  I  could 
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never  touch  him  in  the  dead  hour  of 
night !  No !  I  will  brave  fate !  If  we  sac- 
ceed,  his  pardon  will  rest  with  me.  If  we 
fail — ^pshaw!  we  cannot  fail,  when  most  w 
need  success !  Hope,  my  Verrina !  The  dkx 
are  favourable  1" 

The  next  morning,  the  soldier  appeared  and 
paid  his  reckoning,  and  with  it  a  complement 
to  the  hostess  of  the  '  White  Cross.'  She 
never  saw  him  again  ! 


END   OP  VOL.    II. 
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eventful  night  in  the  history  of  the  con- 
.  had  at  length  arrived.  During  the 
]co  had  been  mostly  alone,  and  he  seemed 
company.  The  heavy  and  important 
now  pressing  on  his  mind,  excluded 
contemplation  any  of  minor  importance ; 
his  fate  was  upon  this  desperate  chance, 
ed  an  his  attention,  the  utmost  discre- 
1  the  most  watchful  care  to  prevent 
r  before  the  hour  when  discovery  would 
;arded.  With  a  prudence  unexampled 
history  of  conspiracies,  as  yet  not  a 
n.  B 
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syllable  had  escaped  that  could  lead  to  detectioQ, 
and  although  the  immense  number  of  abore  ten 
thousand  individuals  were  aware  that  some  extn- 
ordinary  design  was  on  foot,  yet  not  one,  saie 
its   four   originators   and  another,  had  as  jet 
penetrated  its  objects,  though  all  were  bound  to 
support  them.  The  garrison  had  been  successful 
corrupted ;  the  harbour  was  in  Piesco's  power; 
the   town  swarmed  with   his   adherents  uudff 
various  disguises,  yet  the  Dorias  never  suspected 
him ;    the  chief  nobles    of  their  party  trusted 
him  ;     and    though    sitting    over    a    trenc'^ 
yawning   to   receive    them,   not   one  of  thrf^ 
knew   of  his   danger.     The  annals  of  histo<! 
furnish    no    corresponding    example    of  gi^ 
security  in  the   midst  of  extraordinary  dan^ 
with  this  conspiracy  which  was  now  grovdng    ^ 
the  heart  of  Genoa,  remarkable  for  the  takc:^ 
and  high  position  of  its  originator,  and  the  b^ 
organic  changes  which  were  its  objects.     1^ 
members  of  his  own  household  were  igDoran^  * 
the  least  of  his  intentions.     Neither  Leonoi 
nor  her  sister  Verona  knew  anything  connecCc* 
with  it,  and  although  the  latter  once  sumitfw 
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that  the  Count  entertained  dangerous  designs 

regarding  the  State,  the  former  never  harboured 

ihe  slightest  suspicions  on  such  a  subject.  Now, 

however,   Flesco's  artful  policy;   his  fiiendship 

with  the  Dorias ;  the  manner  m  which  he  courted 

both  imde  and  nephew ;  their  seeming  reliance 

upon  him,  and  that  constant  abandonment  to 

pleasure,  so  different  from  the  character  of  a 

plotter,  and  so  alien  to  the  designs  of  ambition, 

^      ranoved  from  her  mind  all  suspicion,  and  pre- 

I      vented  her  accurately  examining  circumstances 

*hHt  might  have  altered  her  views.     The  Count 

*^«d  become  a  man  of  pleasure — not  a  sensualist 

^^  Voluptuary — but  one  who  in  the  pursuit  of 

*  *he  el^ant  and  beautiful,  in  the  cultivation  of 

^^  and  the  encouragement  of  taste,  was  expend- 

*  *°8  his  princely  fortune,  careless  of  ambition  and 

™^  crooked  paths  of  State  policy. 

Slowly  at  length  the  appointed  hour  arrived, 

^^  ^th  it  first  came  the  Venetian,  Signer  Ver- 

'^^^  and  their  other  two  accomplices,  Vincent 

^'^l^iagno   and    Raphael   Sacco.      They   found 

•■^^^^00  in  the  same  apartment  in  which  they  had 

^  first  planned  their  conspiracy.     The  marble 
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table  was  covered  with  papers,  letters,  and  planar 
some  weapons,  put  off  as  a  relief;  and  on  a  smaD 
stand  formed  of  cedar  wood,  inlaid  with  ped 
and  gold,  were  placed  several  bng,  cdoural 
Venetian  glasses,  and  bottles  containing  different 
wines.     The  Count  seemed  at  first  moody  and 
uneasy,   but   he   soon    afterwards   rallied,  and 
before  they  had  proceeded  to  the  serious  business 
of  their  meeting,  he  was  free  from  those  unpkfr 
sant  and  gloomy  sensations  which  appeared  to 
have  previously  filled  his  mind.     After  each  tad 
accurately  detailed  his   own  proceedings  sioc^ 
their  last  meeting,  Fiesoo  said : 

"  My  dear  friends,  our  affedrs  being  now  in* 
prosperous  state,  it  is  our  duty  to  mninfaun  ^ 
in  such  a  position,  until  they  may  happify  arn** 
at  that  termination  so  anxiously  desired  by^ 
all.  Our  designs  can  hardly  remain  m^ 
longer  free  from  the  dread  of  detection.  B** 
now  we  may  be  suspected,  and  it  is  our  doty^ 
prevent  failure  by  anticipating  discovery." 

"  You  express  my  own  opinion,  my  UA 
observed  Verrina.  "  We  are  organized,  Jf^ 
pared,  and  longer  suspense  r^ardingthe  obj^^ 


THE  HALF-BROTHERS.  5 

mr  assodatioo,  whilst  it  may  afford  time  for 
mBture  discovery,  might  also  alarm  the  minds 
rar  adherents,  and  by  promoting  fidse  rumours 
dor  them  doubtful  of  our  real  determination, 
psors,"  and  he  turned  to  Saooo  and  Calcagno, 
rhat  say  ye?  Shall  we  dedde  at  once,  or 
latr 

"My  voice,"  said  Sacco,  "would  be  for  an 
tent  determination.  Time  may  destroy  the 
nidation  of  our  power ;  immediate  action 
angthen  it" 

'*  I  can  see  no  advantage,^'  replied  Calcagno, 
EI  continued  delay.  Conspiracies  melt  like 
*v  before  the  sun,  when  once  the  eye  of 
Indon  regards  their  members.  The  sooner 
decide,  the  more  certain  our  success." 
*  We  aH  agree  on  this  one  pomt,  then/' 
itinued  Verrina.  "  We  agree  to  proceed  at 
)e  to  the  execution  of  our  designs ;  and  now 
ilink  that  drcumstances  present  two  modes  of 
evbg  us  from  our  worst  enemies.  On  the 
ilfih  of  next  month,  Pascal  Molino,  Paul 
Wg  nq>hew" — he  paused,  for  a  step  was  at 
door^  the  bolt  was  heard  to  move,  and  Fiesco 
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quickly  rose  from  his  chair  as  it  opened,  and  die 
Signer  Alfeo  strode  into  the  apartment  D>Hct 
stem,  and  ominous  was  the  expres^non  of  ^ 
countenance.  The  other  three  conspirators 
regarded  him  with  undefined  apprehension.  Ver- 
rina,  from  causes  he  could  not  analyze;  Sacco 
and  Calcagno  from  the  dread  of  detection. 

**  Your  pardon,  Signor,"  said  Flesco,  smiling 
kindly  upon  him,  "  but — " 

**  You  would  be  private,"  replied  the  otltf 
interrupting  him.  "  With  me  it  would  be  * 
less.  I  know  your  designs,  can  explain  yff^ 
objects." 

''  How,  Signor?"  exclaimed  Flesco;  andti* 
smile  had  vanished,  while  Verrina  and  theodKr* 
rose  from  their  seats. 

'^  Be  not  alarmed,  my  Lord«  I  am  one  » 
you.  I  also  have  private  wrongs  to  refeog^ 
and  it  is  a  sweet  chain  that  binds  hearts,  i^ 
love  of  vengeance.  Pshaw  !"  he  continued,  a«l* 
saw  the  Venetian  about  to  interrupt  him.  '^ 
like  not  unnecessary  concealment.  The  Jkn»^ 
your  enemies — they  are  mine.  TTi^  shaD  ^ 
overturned,  root  and  branch.     Accept  me  as  t^ 


DCBte^  and  reoore  die  wivd  Gf  a  Romui 
lie  for  the  aooompfishment  of  m  v  pledge.     I 

yours  tQl  deidi,  or  the  objects  of  your  de- 
ns be  fumned." 

Resco  paused.  "  Sgnor,  pankm  vae^  we  do 
» know  you." 

^No,"  said  die  other,  and  he  passed  his  hand 
r  his  bfow,  as  if  in  deq>  thoi^ht  "  No, 
^  dost  not  But,  my  Lord,  give  me  a  few 
Hutes  of  thine  own  private  attention.  Signors, 
tkn  me,''  and  as  Fiesco  walked  over  to  the 
ass  of  the  window  most  distant  from  the  table, 
ho  foHowed  him,and  whatever  was  the  commu- 
ation  thare  made,  it  seemed  to  have  a  strange 
^  upon  the  Count ;  for  in  the  pauses  of  their 
iVersation  he  placed  his  hand  frequendy  upon 

digger,  as  if  he  were  about  to  draw  it,  and 
Dge  it  into  the  heart  of  some  opposing  enemy ; 
I  his  nervous,  excited  manner,  explained  the 
p  eflfect  produced  upon   him   by  what   he 

^  He  is  stained  with  every  crime  and  infamy," 
tttered  fiesco,  as  the  other  finished  his  narra* 
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live ; "  dyed  black  in  wickedness,  and  roshing « 
to  his  fate/' 

"  You  are  content  then,  my  Lord?"  astel 
Alfeo. 

"  Thou  hast  my  confidence,"  said  Ifeco 
aloud,  and  tumiug  to  the  table  as  bespoke; 
*^  and  while  these  gentlemen  will  panka  niy 
retaining  as  secret  the  tale  I  have  heard,  tl^ 
will  receive  thee  on  the  pledge  of  my  honour,  tf 
one  with  wrongs  to  redress.  What  say  yfk 
Signers  ?     You,  Signer  Verrina  ?" 

'<  I  augur  success  fix>m  this  new  ally/'  refU 
the  Venetian. 

''  And  I  also  join  in  this  expectation,"  tU^ 
Calcagno. 

''  My  hand,"  said  Sacco,  extending  it  ^ 
Alfeo,  "  shall  testify  my  concurrence  in  the  ika- 
sion  of  my  friends,"  and  as  the  Roman  oonii4f 
pressed  it  in  his  own,  they  seated  themsdvcs  * 
the  tabic,  Alfeo  leaning  back  in  siIeDoe^  Ctl* 
cagno  sipping  his  wine  out  qf  one  of  ^ 
long  glasses  that  stood  on  the  stand  at  ^ 
side,  and  Sacco  playing  witii  the  omameDto' 
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ncfle  of  a  beauiifiil  pistol   dmt   lay  before 

I. 

'  The  Sigoor  Venina,''  said  Fiesco, ''  was  last 
posiiig  to  us  his  plan.  Before  we  proceed 
h,  we  win  renew  the  covenant  formerly 
dged  between  us  ;**  and  rising,  he  drew  from 
Dover  (Hnamented  with  gold,  aod  the  top 
itiDg  a  re[Nresentation  of  Christ  carrying  his 
088,  a  copy  of  the  New  Testament,  smaller 
d  more  el^antly  printed  than  was  then  com- 
Mify  found  in  any  class  of  society,  and  first 
tiriiig  himself  to  secrecy,  he  passed  it  to  the 
^  who  aU  took  the  same  oath.  *^Now, 
gnor,  proceed." 

^  Pascal  Molino  will  celebrate  a  new  mass  on 
B  twelfth  of  the  next  month  in  the  Cathedral 
todi,"  said  the  Venetian.  "  The  two  Dorias, 
idrew  and  Giannetino,  Adam  Centurioni, 
KBanic  Doria,  Nicholas  Franco,  Christopher 
kvidni,  and  whatever  other  nobles  we  may 
ih  to  see  there,  might  be  asked  to  attend." 
""kad"  interrupted  Fiesco,  "  what  tKen?" 
**  Death  to  them  allT  said  the  Venetian. 
lie  walls  of  the  church  could  not   defend 

B  3 
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them,  and  in  one  quarter  of  an  hour  we  migfat 
he  rid  of  the  greatest  obstacles  to  our  success." 

"  Death  on  the  altar  steps!''  exdaimed  Fiesoo, 
whose  countenance  exhibited  the  horror  k 
experienced  at  the  Venetian's  propositioo. 
Alfeo  never  moved  a  feature,  but  Saooo  and 
Calcagno  almost  started  from  their  seats.  "N(^ 
no !  thou  jestest !" 

"  By  the  saints !"  said  Verrina,  "  my  on 
dagger  will  do  the  service  I  propose.  Jest-M* 
I !  The  time  for  jest  is  past,  since  now  we  nn* 
laboiu*  to  secure  success,  and  perhaps  ^ 
through  more  blood  than  we  imagine.  In  R* 
sincerity  I  speak  of  this  plan;  at  one  U(y«» 
will  rid  us  of  these  tyrants." 

"  Then,"  replied  Fiesco,  speaking  dowljf,  • 
with  the  first  expression  of  his  opinion,  tl* 
violence  of  his  indignation  had  passed  aw^/* 
absolve  you  all  from  your  oaths,  break  up  ^ 
conference,  and  most  willingly  resign  nqfi* 
to  the  tyranny  \mder  which  we  suffer  beftn  ' 
will  submit  to  this  method  of  reUeving  tffp^ 
Pause,  Signer;  thou  wouldst  try  our  detefl* 
nation,  for  I  never  will  profane  the  most  90^ 
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mystery  ci  our  rdgkm  to  fiKnfitate  the  success 
of  Hiis  or  any  other  undertakmg.'' 

**  Thou  hast  decided  ar^t,  my  Lord/'  said 
AUeo. 

^  Be  it  so  then,"  observed  the  Venetian. 
^On  this  subject,  I  am  henceforward  silent/' 
•  "  I,"  continued  Fiesco,  "  would,  if  possible, 
pasB  through  these  scenes  without  blood ;  but  if 
k  must  be  shed,  then  let  us  not  at  least  deli- 
l^oate  upon  it  beforehand.  Time  enough  for 
^  consideration  of  that  evil  when  it  arrives !" 

^  It  is  time  enough,"  said  Alfeo ;  *^  and  if  in 
^  hour  of  surprise  these  men  meet  us  face  to 
^^  then  they  must  abide  by  the  issue." 

**To  get  them  into  our  hands,"  observed 
^^•Icagno,  **  is  our  present  object.  With  them 
*  our  power,  Genoa  would  be  awed ;  their  party 
•Wdcen  with  dread,  and  success  ours !" 

** But  the  means?"  asked  Sacco. 

**  Chance  now  presents  them,"  continued 
^•fcagno. 

^•How?"  demanded  Fiesco. 

'*  In  a  few  days,  the  Marquis  de  Masse,  your 
'^^^ttiship's  brother-in-law,  will  wed  the  Lady 
"^^feta,  Giannetino  Dorians  sisten    Ask  them 
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to  your  palace  under  the  pretence  of  making  an 
entertainment  for  the  members  of  that  &mily. 
Once  there,  they  are  in  your  power." 

"  Oh,  ambition !"  murmured  Resco  after  i 
momentary  pause,  "  thou  art  the   produce  of 
evil — the  hatcher  of  wickedness !  Thounumbcrt 
men's  hearts  to  good,  and  they  abandon  in  tbf 
pursuits  even  the  decency  of  seeming  virtoe. 
Religion  is  thy  plaything,  hospitality  but  with 
thee  a  name!     No,"  he  added   more  audibbi 
"  do  not  think  me  impracticable,  if  I  refuse  to 
assent  to  this.     Our  plans  are  matured.   I^ 
us  take  arms  in  our  hands  and  drive  these  inefl 
from  our   city.      Though   one    of   them  I* 
sought  my  life,  I  seek  not  his  in  return;  ^ 
let  us  not  tarnish  a  glorious  cause  by  unseM 
murder,  or  a  violation  of  the  rights  of  hosf 
tality.     I  will  never  consent  to  it  I" 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Sacco.  Both  Alfeo  and  Vtf- 
rina  were  then  silent. 

"No,"  added  Resco,  "we  will  dO^ 
upon  a  time ;  rise  in  a  mass,  and  rid  the  city  i^ 
ever  of  these  tyrants  and  sycophants." 

"  I,"  said  Verrina,  "  am  willing  toJaik^ 
any  decision." 


THE  HALF-BROTHERS.  13 

•Then/*  observed  Saoco,  "let  us  appoint  a 

\  that  whfle  it  may  not  be  too  near,  may 

;  by  its  distance  afford  time  for  discovery." 

^'  On  the  first  of  January/'  said  Calcagno, 

AC  Doge  vacates,  and  no  successor  will  be 

MBen  until  the  fourth.     The  interval  should 

)rd  a  day  for  our  choice." 

"  The    second    would   suit    our  purposes," 

died  the  Venetian. 

^The  second  interferes  with  no  pursuit  of 

ine,"  said  Sacoo. 

"With  me,"  observed  Alfeo,  "all  days  are 

ke." 

"The   time   cannot   come   too  early,"    said 

iBoo.     "  Our  resolve  is  taken,  and  be  it  now 

^  business  to  ensure  success.     You,  Signor 

rrina,  can  pursue  the  course  you  have  adopted. 

e  Signers  Sacco  and  Calcagno  may  continue 

before ;  and  for  you,  my  fiiend,"  and  he  turned 

Alfeo,  "  the  moment  of  action  will  afford  the 

ly  means  of  employment." 

Slaving  thus   definitely   settled  the  day  on 

ich   they    intended    to    make    their    final 

^Wii  they  discussed  several  other  topics  con- 
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nected  with  the  prosecution  of  their  plans,  and 
the  dear  intellect  and  powerful  mmd  of  tk 
Roman  could  not  £dl  during  this  interval  to 
arrest  their  attention.  With  Verrina  he  exer- 
cised a  strange  control,  for  his  presence  seemed 
to  him  like  an  avenger  who  knew  his  heart  ami 
his  actions,  and  waited  for  his  opportunity  to 
proclaim  and  pimish  them.  That  he  had  seen 
him  before  was  certain ;  where  he  could  never 
remember.  The  perpetual  expression  of  mdan- 
choly  that  always  sat  upon  his  countenance  ^ 
only  varied  by  a  deeper  shade  of  grief,  or  sofflfr 
times  by  a  stem  harshness  that  gave  to  hisfe- 
tures  a  tone  that  awed  those  with  whom  be  then 
came  in  contact,  and  the  Venetian  felt  tW 
this  change  of  countenance  somewhat  aooountt' 
for  his  own  fault  of  memory. 

"  We  will  to  supper,"  said  Fiesco,  liWf 
from  the  table.  "Business  must  not  alw^ 
interfere  with  pleasure.     I  lead,  Signors.'* 

"  And  we,"  exclaimed  Verrina,  gaily  sniilfl& 
''we,  in  this  instance,,  are  most  willing  t&^ 
low." 
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CHAPTER  11. 

L  MORNING  of  exquisite  beauty  dawned  upon 
loa  after  the  night  on  which  the  discussion, 
sr^ant  with  her  fate,  had  been  thus  satis- 
mfy  terminated,  and  the  plans  of  the  con- 
ators  matured  and  fully  decided.  Their 
et  slept  within  their  own  bosoms,  and  the 
ness,  the  pleasures,  and  occupation  of  the 
nt's  household  proceeded  in  the  same  even 
md  as  previously,  imdisturbed  by  the  schemes 
passions  that  agitated  Fiesco's  heart  and 
ijiied  the  attention  of  his  adherents.  At  an 
y  hour  on  this  morning,  Verona  tempted 
its  freshness  and  beauty  had  descended  to 
usual  sitting-room  of  herself  and  her  sister, 
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there  to  wait  the  latter's  appearance,  that  she 
might  propose  to  her  a  walk  in  the  palace 
gardens,  before  their  time  of  breakfast.  Sk 
had  hardly  seated  herself,  when  the  unexpected 
arrival  of  Annibal  Balbi  astonished,  and  now 
somewhat  disconcerted  her.  His  manner^ 
abrupt  and  strangely  changed,  for  he  had  scaroek 
returned  her  salutation,  when  seating  himself, 
he  said: — 

"My  Lord  Durazzo  has  been  appomtedliji 
the  Senate  to  go  as  their  Ambassador  to  Venice, 
there  to  settle  some  matters  of  grave  impcKtanoK 
to  the  State,  and  he  requests  me  to  accompai? 
him.  Before  I  would  give  a  definite  ansvtr, 
Verona,  I  would  again  urge  upon  your  attenW 
another,  and  in  my  eyes,  more  engrosang 
suit." 

Verona  did  not  immediately  reply,  for  there 
was  a  hard,  abrupt  tone  in  Balbi's  address  wfakk 
both  alarmed  and  astonished  her.  His  featars 
too  seemed  changed,  and  his  eyes  had  in  tbeo 
a  wildness  of  expression,  never  before  disoernibk< 

"  Thou  dost  not  reply  ?"  he  ccmtinued,  after  i 
short  pause. 
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**  There  is  no  question  for  answer  before  me," 
d  Verona.  **  And  if  you  allude  to  a  subject 
oe  partiaDy  spoken  of,  my  reply  is  the  same. 
m  are  to  me  a  brother,  a  long  known,  valued, 
d  esteemed  brother." 

**  Vercma,  this  is  trifling  1"  exclaimed  Balbi 
tta'ly,  **  trifling  too  in  all  security.  Yet,  be 
irned  !  I  claim  another  relationship.  It  was 
iiee  refused ;  but  is  now  a  second  time  urged, 
id  I  wait  your  answer." 
''It  must  ever  be  the  same,"  said  Verona, 
ir  eyes  filling  with  tears.  "  Ever  the  same ! 
Id  I  hold  it  not  over  fair  or  kind  in  thee  thus 
^  press  me.  Thou  art  generous,"  and  dashing 
Hy  her  tears,  she  looked  earnestly  in  his  &ce, 
generous  in  nature,  or  I  mistake  thy  character, 
id  let  me  daim  the  shelter  of  this  disposition 
guard  me  fix)m  future  recurrence  to  this  sub- 
OL  Henceforward  let  there  be  no  more  men- 
»ofit" 

"  My  suit  is  rejected,  then,"  observed  Balbi, 
Mrly  and  sternly. 
"  Learn  to  merge  the  lover  in  the  brother," 
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said  Verona.     "  The  affections  of  a  sister  1  can 
freely  offer ;  but  no  more." 

"  One  other  acooimt  then  settled "  and,  • 
he  spoke,  he  rose  from  his  seat ;  "  one  ote 
account  settled,  and  I  quit  Genoa,  perhaps  far 
ever,  if — "  he  paused,  "  if  I  quit  it  at  al" 

"  What  mean  you  ?**  Verona  anxiousty  ^ 
quired.  ''  My  sister  will  be  soon  here.  B»- 
main  for  her,  and  banish  this  matter  from  f^ 
mind.  Annibal,  we  do  not  rule  our  0*1 
hearts." 

"  No — no  I  thy  truism  is  proven,  hdy,  * 
the  Balbi  would  be  no  rejected  suitor.  Bi 
would  not  have  loved,  where  no  return  fcHo*^ 
his  avowal  of  passion,  where  the  heart  he  soogkt 
had  been  the  easy  conquest  of  one  whose  dflB^ 
should  never  have  risen  above  the  hand  of  i 
burgher  maiden.*' 

'*  I  do  not  understand  you,  my  Lord,"  ^ 
Verona,  with  somewhat  haughty  dignity  in  kff 
speech  and  manner. 

"  No  !  thou  wouldst  not." 

''  This  speech,  my  Lord,  would  tiy  oay  1*" 
tience.     But  thou  canst  not  ruffle  my  temfA 
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diange  my  kindly  feelings  towards  you.     Let 

be  friends/'  and  she  proffered  to  him  her 
ind. 

"  Friends !  yes  /'  he  said,  as  he  clasped  it  m 
b  own.  "  Friends  now  ;  on  the  morrow, 
3i)uq)6,  enemies.  Adieu  I  To-morrow,  if  I 
^  I  quit  Genoa — ^likely  for  ever,"  and  pressing 
m  hand  he  still  held,  he  hastily  quitted  the 
ivtment,  ere  she  had  time  to  reply. 

Not  long  after  this  meeting  between  Verona 
id  Baibi,  Philip  was  carelessly  walking  along 
e  harbour  on  his  way  to  the  '*  White  Cross." 
he'  soft,  silvery  sky,  so  pure  and  so  serene ; 
e  still  and  beautiful  bay  stretching  far  into 
e  sea,  and  the  golden  brilliancy  of  the  sun, 

his  beams  streamed  upon  marble  walls,  or 
bored  the  saik  in  the  harbour,  formed  a 
^txsre  that  had  detained  him  in  its  con- 
iiq>lation.  A  number  of  strange-looking 
QD  were  also  lounging  about,  some  appearing 
je  sailors,  and  Philip  was  mentally  sur- 
isbg  their  various  occupations,  when  he  was 
lited  by  a  heavy  blow  on  the  shoulder,  and 

he  quickly  turned  round  to  see  who  took 
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such  liberties  with  his  person,  he  enooimtad 
the  glance  of  Sebastian  Larcero.     He  hadi»A 
seen  him  since  the  occurrence  at  the  Mole,  and 
with  all  seeming  deference,  when  he  did  meet 
him,  he  would  have  then  rather  not  enconDtertd 
him.     He  seemed  just  risen.     His  doublet «« 
open,  collar  placed  awry,  his  hose  falling  don 
over  his  limbs,  and  his  scabbard  appeared  fiodtf 
towards  the  point,  as  if  the  sword  in  it  h* 
been  broken,  and  not  replaced  by  a  new  oo^ 
while  his  countenance  bore  all  the  appeanuoea 
a  night's  excess,  whidi  he  had  not  yet  slqxtflC 
It  was  blotched  and  red ;  his  eyes  were  UoodM 
and  his  moustaches  tai^led  and  uncombed. 

*'  Hey,  my  gallant  Captain  I"  he  exdaimeitf 
Philip  turned  to  him ;  "  thou  art  eaily  fb^ 
and  stirring;  a  sure  sign  that  neither VoA 
nor  her  companion,  Bacchus,  has  disturbed  tlf 
slumbers.     What  news  f     Hast  any  ?" 

None,"  said  Philip,  careUssly. 

"  Then  thou  canst  tell  none.  But  thff 
still  keepest  thy  promise,  I  suppose.  No  00* 
hair-breadth  duels,  as  if  a  man  couldn't  ^ 
and  keep  his  throat  uncut ;  for  now  our  f^ 
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ods  dash  at  cold  steel,  like  men  calling  for 
thpicks,  and  somehow  they  seem  to  think 
it  it  cannot  harm  them  !" 
*'  Th^  win  soon  find   out   their   mistake, 
ai." 

**But  not  soon  enough.  That,  however,  is 
k  busmess  of  ours.  Another  matter  of  some 
^Mrtanoe  presses  on  me,  and  only  that  I  was 
Unk  last  night,  and  got  into  some  scrape  with 
kt  of  knaves  that  belong  to  Jerome  Fiesco's 
flqr,  I  would  have  seen  you  at  the  "  White 
rott."  Move  a  step  this  way,  for  I  don't  like 
vesdroppers,  and  we  have  plenty  of  them 
lr  in  port."  And  as  Philip  followed  his 
viee,  and  they  proceeded  alone  towards  the 
wia  palace,  Larcero  continued :  "  You  know, 
isked  four  months'  quietness  to  work  out 
f  schemes,  and  now,  at  the  end  of  the  third, 
anoe  has  favoured  me,  for  there  was  a  woman 
Venice  acquainted  with  the  circumstances 
ttch  I  related  to  you,  and  by  a  strange  freak 
that  madcap  fortune,  she  died  m  Genoa, 
ving  some  written  statement  of  the  transac- 
n,  signed  by  the  late  Vincent  Lomellino,  and 
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a  Roman  called  Adrasto  di  YiteQL  '. 
are  in  existence,  and  this  day  I  have  < 
to  search  for  them." 

"  They    may  not    be    found," 
Philip. 

"  They  must,  though,  youngster ; 
lino  possessed  them  in  his  own  sa 
and  few  things  left  him  that  could  b 
any  advantage." 

*^  He  spoke  once  of  them  him 
Philip,  anxious  to  throw  more  light  i 
ject  so  nearly  concerning  him. 

"To  you— eh?" 

"  Yes ;  and  added  all  his  kno^ 
transaction,  declaring  his  determinatic 
me  by  every  means  within  his  control 

"  Indeed  !  The  matter  grows 
stronger,"  said  Larcero,  musin^y. 
papers  were  in  LomeDino's  power,  ai 
knew  their  value,  and  your  conne 
them,  and  has  been  making  a  bar{ 
them  with  you.  Could  the  Venetitt 
be  aware  of  their  existence  ?" 

''  I  think    not,"    answered  Fhii 
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IS    Signor    Lomellino's    interest    to   conceal 
sm. 

**  True ;  if  he  did  not  seek  money  on  both 
les.  From  you,  for  their  discovery;  from 
etrina,  for  the  concealment.  He  was  a 
mning  trader,  that  Signor  Lomellino.  No 
Bitter ;  my  Lord  Doria  will  give  me  his  interest 
ttfa  the  present  master  of  the  Lomellino  palace, 
id  111  search  the  building  from  the  roof  to  the 
undation,  or  I'll  find  them.  Remember  your 
tttnise.  Another  month's  quietness,  and 
lea — "  he  turned  hastily  aside.  The  fiery  glow 
Kiparted  to  his  features  by  the  previous  night's 
ribauch  had  faded  away  before  the  pale  shade 
bat  now  passed  over  his  countenance.  He 
Mshed  his  nether  lip  fiercely  between  his  teeth, 
nd  violently  grasping  the  handle  of  his  broken 
IVord,  he  strode  forward  in  silence,  leaving 
%lip  as  he  stood ;  and  when  he  turned  round 
1^  follow  after  him,  he  soon  lost  his  retreating 
Igure  amongst  the  crowd  of  idlers  that  then 
■fumed  round  the  port.  Retracing  his  steps, 
e  took  the  direction  of  the  «  White  Cross ;" 
^  it  would  seem  that  both  the  morning  and 
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day  were  destined  to  be  prolific  in  adventait 
and  strange  occurrences,  for  he  had  hardly  p 
ceeded  through  more  than  two  streets  in  his 
way  to  the  hostehy,  when  a  mounted  caviliffi 
the  brim  of  his  hat  slouched  dose  over  lus  eyeS) 
pushed  his  horse  in  his  way,  and  roughly  sahde' 
him.  Philip  raised  his  eyes  to  the  horseiDin^ 
face,  and  met  the  dark  look  of  Annibal  Bili 
With  contracted  brow,  haughty,  and  unbending 
he  glanced  at  him  for  a  second,  then  said  '^ 
a  low  tone,  as  he  leaned  forward  in  his  saddk 
and  brought  his  mouth  nearer  to  his  ear, 

"  Well  met,  Signer !  We  are  for  San  fc 
d' Arena,  and  my  lackey's  horse  can  cany  J* 
that  distance,  where  we  will  settle  that  t^ 
in  which  we  were  once  so  rudely  interrupted." 

''  I  must  excuse  myself  for  this  mornint 
said  Philip.  "  More  pressing  business  no* 
engages  my  attention.'* 

"  Indeed,  Signer !"  sneered  BalbL  AndfrJ* 
his  manner,  Philip  could  learn  that  someddV 
had  occurred  to  ruffle  a  temper  usually  cih 
and  soiu*  a  disposition  mosdy  gentle.  "  I  *•* 
imagined  a  soldier  refused  such  invitatioDS. 
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•*  Never  when  they  are  recommended  by 
ne  show  of  reason.  But  pardon  me,  my 
vd,  if  in  this  instance,  I  say  there  is  no  cause 

*  such  a  chaUenge." 

^  Th^re  shiJl  be  one  then !"  exclaimed  Balbi, 
d  rapidly  drawmg  his  rapier,  before  Philip 
tdd  foresee  his  object,  or  be  enabled  to  pre- 
Blit,  he  struck  him  over  the  shoulder  with 
t  flat  side  of  the  weapon,  and  added,  as  the 
m^  soldier  winced  under  the  blow,  "  in  the 
iQi  streets  of  Genoa  I  proclaim  thee  coward 
id  recreant." 
•*  Hold  !"  said  Philip,   angrily  clutching   at 

*  horse's  bridle  ;  "  hold !  for  by  the  Saviour  !" 
d  then  as  the  remembrance  of  Sebastian 
tttero's  injunction  to  avoid  all  personal  risk, 
id  his  own  strict  promise  in  accordance  with 

flashed  across  his  memory,  he  slowly  let  go 
B  reins.  The  Balbi  was  in  a  fit  of  passion ; 
I  own  bravery  would  screen  him  from  the 
futation  of  cowardice,  and  a  month  would 

*  pass  away.  "  Go,  my  Lord !"  he  added, 
iBr  the  pause  of  these  reflexions ;  "  this  insult 
not  forgotten." 

VOL.  in.  c 
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"  Ha,  ha !"  laughed  AnnibaL  «  Not  for- 
gotten !  Not  remembered,  knave !  What  i 
soldier  fame  has  made  out  of  an  amot 
coward,  when  he  picks  up  insults  to  tretfoc 
them  in  a  sweet  comer  in  his  memory.  M; 
Lord  Fiesco  shall  know  the  bravciy  of  li 
knave." 

"  Now,  out  upon  thee,  my  Lord,"  said  BuBp» 
stung  to  the  heart  by  the  other's  taunt.  **  Tte 
is  not  courage  with  thee,  but  impudence, 
which,  if  not  for  a  promise  prohibiting  oe 
from  drawing  a  weapon  for  a  month  t* 
come — " 

"  A  month  !"  exclaimed  Baibi,  scornfully; 
**  make  it  a  year,  my  valorous  firiend !" 

"  Not  an  hour"  said  the  other,  i^TathfuDv. 
*'  Go  on,  my  Lord,  1  foDow  thee !"  and  • 
Philip  spoke,  some  of  the  buighers  who  hid 
noticed  tlie  conference  of  the  two  young  na* 
but  remained  too  distant  to  hear  its  importi 
approached  gradually  nearer ;  but  BaIbi  (fid  IM< 
heed  them,  and  spurring  his  horsey  he  passed 
through,  accompanied  by  Philip,  muttering 
as   in   no  pleasant  mood  he  proceeded :  "  ^ 
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be;    no   promise   could   hold   against  such 

In  a  very  short  time  they  reached  the  beau- 
j1  suburb  of  Genoa,  and  without  speaking, 
Ibi  dismounted,  and  motioning  to  the  servant 
^o  followed  at  a  distance,  he  threw  his  rein  to 
30,  and  walked  on  alone  before  Philip.  Tum- 
i  from  the  villas  and  country  seats,  they 
twed  a  large  wood  that  overhung  San  Pier 
^na  from  the  right,  and  pursuing  some  of 
«  beaten  paths  through  it,  they  both  stopped 
•  a  place  which  seemed  most  eligible  for  their 
ittpose. 

"  We  fight  to  the  death !"  said  Balbi  sternly 
^  a  low  tone,  "  I  ask  no  mercy,  I  will  give 
^e.  Signor,  draw!  But,  first,  one  word. 
Kou  rememberest  a  proposal  once  made  to  thee 
rme." 

"  Yes !"  answered  Philip  haughtily,  "  I  re- 
taber  it,  to  reject  it  now,  as  I  did  when  it 
ll  then  offered.'* 

«  Go  on,  Signor  !"  exclaimed  Balbi.     "  All 
ipe  of  settlement  is  now  past.'* 
Wth  the  first  burst  of  passion  Philip's  anger 

C  2 
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had  passed  away,  and  he  did  sincerely  [Htr 
Balbi.  He  knew  how  he  loved  Verona,  and  he 
also  was  aware  that  though  she  admired  his 
noble  and  generous  qualities,  she  could  Dot  I^ 
turn  his  attachment ;  and  subsequent  events  had 
proved  that  with  his  virtues  were  mingled  the 
vices  of  arrogance,  impetuous  temper,  and  de- 
termined hostility  to  any  person  or  purpoK 
thwartmg  or  annoying  him.  His  fierceness  rf 
temper  was  greatly  roused  this  morning,  froffl 
what  cause  Philip  could  not  divine,  but  in  hb  I 
attack  upon  him,  he  seemed  most  careless  as  to 
his  own  safety,  provided  he  could  injure  him. 
Calmly  and  determinedly  he  withstood  his  oi- 
sct,  until  at  length  seeing  that  nothing  but  v 
life  would  satisfy  his  desire  for  vengeance,!* 
resolved  to  save  himself  at  any  risk,  and  as  k 
changed  his  tactics  from  the  defensive  to  tv 
offensive,  Balbi  grew  more  furious.  He  madedfr 
peratc  passes  at  him,  and  soon,  in  the  finy  ^ 
excitement  of  the  combat,  they  forgot  ews? 
thing  but  their  love  of  life ;  and  it  would  see* 
that  that  could  only  be  gratified  by  the  safliS* 
of  one  or  the  other. 
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A  was  as  good  a  swordsman  as  the  young 
but  the  latter  in  the  practice  of  the 
lad  acquired  more  nerve  and  was  better 
endure  the  fatigue  of  a  prolonged  con- 
r  die  noble's  arm  began  to  grow  weak ; 
ht  was  not  so  steady  as  at  first ;  his  step 
\,  and  his  passes  were  becoming  feeble 
directed.  Philip  soon  perceived  his  ad- 
3.  He  pressed  upon  him  more  deter- 
f  than  before,  and  ever  as  he  felt  him 
after  his  attack,  he  made  a  more  furious 
md  at  length  with  one  lucky  stroke,  their 
points  got  entangled  in  each  other's 
;  Baibi  attempted  to  free  himself,  and 
endeavoured  to  keep  them  more  locked, 
le  former  unable  any  longer  to  maintain 
d,  the  handle  sprung  from  his  grasp  and 
ipon  bounded  over  Philip's  head,  falling 
vds  behind  him. 

mr  life,  my  Lord,"   said  Philipi  lowering 
pon,  "  is  now  mine." 
ke  it  then,"    rejoined   Balbi,  suddenly 
open  hi»  doublet ;  **  take  it,  for  as  I 
lave  given  no  mercy,  I  seek  none." 
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"  I  am  more  generous  then  !  Thou  art  sifc 
from  danger,  but  now  we  have  met  fcwr  the  tat 
time.  Henceforth,  no  provocation  shall  indooe 
me  to  act  as  I  have  done,  and  I  but  did  so 
because  your  taunts,  my  Lord,  were  rathff  hinl 
to  be  borne." 

Balbi  paused  irresolute;  some  strange  emo- 
tions were  actuating  his  feeliDgs,  for  he  »■ 
mained  silent  and  seemingly  engaged  in  deep 
conflict  with  his  own  heart.  Philip  turned  fioffl 
the  place  where  he  had  been  standing,  when  tl* 
other  sprung  to  his  side :  he  laid  his  hand  on 
his  shoulder — 

"  Will  no  oflFer  tempt  you  to  leave  Goioaf 

"  None,  now,"  said  Philip  calmly. 

"  Fate— fate,  thou  art  on  me !  Thy  hand,Sif 
nor  !  forgive  me  !" 

"  Willingly !"  said  Philip,  warmly  pwftiBl 
his  hand.  "  Willingly  do  I  forget  the  past,  tf* 
deeply  sympathize  with  thy  feelings,"  and  pi*' 
ing  up  his  sword,  he  handed  it  to  him.  *^^ 
weapon,  my  Lord,  could  be  in  no  braver  hini 

"  It  is  a  pure  Damascus  J[)lade,"  obstf^ 
Balbi,    looking  carefully   at  its  edge;"P^ 
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tmascus  sted,"  and  he  began  to  pass  hs 
nd  over  its  pcnnt,  while  Fhifip  thought  his 
omer  looked  strange  and  disordered. 
^We   shall    be   soon   on   the  road,'/    said 
o^ 

*'Yes,  soon!"  muttered  Balln,  and  the%' 
My  emerged  out  of  the  wood  **  Soon — too 
on !  Dost  see,  Signor,  that  giorioos  sun ! 
stioQS  in  his  light !  tMiDiant  in  his  splendour ! 
riiaps  eternal  in  his  duration.  Mark  !"  and 
paused,  while  Philip,  really  delighted  with  the 
lendid  scene  which  the  rare  beauties  of  nature 
d  the  choice  combinations  of  art  had  con- 
bated  to  adorn  and  create,  stof^ped  in  silent 
tluration,  standing  a  jnce  or  more  before  his 
tupanion  and  looking  at  them  with  pleasure, 
^iark!  the  buildings  of  Genoa  as  they  seem  to 
e  out  of  the  sea — her — " 
•*Yesr  said  Philip,  "her  palaces  and  the 
lite  walls  of  marble  that  glisten  like  silver  in 
^  sun's  light ;  and — " 

**  Hold !"  shrieked  some  one  behind  him,  and 
tuing  instantly  round,  Signor  Alfeo  sprung 
^vmxdt  and  clutching  Baibi  with  one  hand, 
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seized,  by  the  naked  blade,  the  drawn  sword 
which  he  held. 

"  My  Lord !"  exclaimed  Philip,  imagimog 
from  what  he  saw,  that  the  yoimg  noble  had 
attempted  to  stab  him  from  behind,  and  in- 
stantly drawing  a  short  dagger  which  he  wore, 
"  this  treachery  deserves  death !"  and  he  laid 
holdofBalbi. 

"Stop!"  said  Alfeo,  "thou  errest.  He  in- 
tended his  own  death,  not  thine." 

"His  own,"  and  Philip  instantly  withdrew 
his  hand.     "  My  Lord,  this  is  madness !" 

"  And  crime!"  added  Alfeo.  "  Come,  Signors, 
to  Genoa.     My  Lord  Balbi,  cease  such  crimioil 
folly,  for  the  Lady  Verona  has  no  heart  to  p^i 
and  thy  death,  twice  near  thee,  cannot  alter  tk 
course  of  her  affections.     Foiget  that  thou  l^ 
loved.    Vain  lesson !"  he  added,  as  if  to  himself 
"  Vain  lesson  in  truth  !    Would  to  God,thitJ 
could  practise  it,  even  for  an  hour!"  then** 
continued  aloud,  as  Annibal  Balbi  remained^ 
silent,  "  be  friends.  Signers." 

"  We  are  not  enemies  now,"  said  Philip* 

"Thou  art  too  generous,"  said  BaBri  sjgtogJ 
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**  but  we  are  firiends.  I  have  gone  through  the 
range  of  my  destiny  ;  and  now  rival  no  longer, 
I  shall  strive  to  assist  where  I  sou^t  to  injure. 
S^or  Calva,  I  may  yet  be  able  to  serve  thee  ; 
and  when  the  time  comes,  thou '  wilt  find  me 
Dot  forgetful  of  this  morning's  adventure. 
Adieu.  To  you,  Signor  Alfeo,  thanks  and 
fiureweD !''  and  mounting  his  horse  which  had 
DOW  been  brought  to  him,  he  waved  his  hand 
and  rode  towards  the  country. 

**  Thou  hast  lost  a  rival  and  gained  a  fiiend," 
observed  Alfeo. 

"  Would,"  said  Philip,  "  I  had  never  gained 
llie  first!" 

Alfeo  made  no  reply,  and  they  both  turned 
ind  walked  slowly  towards  Genoa.  For  the 
fii»t  few  minutes  neither  spoke.  The  morning 
Dtieathed  all  the  beauty  of  summer,  though 
'Jcarly  in  the  middle  of  winter,  for  the  air  was 
'^  and  mild ;  hardly  a  wave  curled  upon  the 
•ttftce  of  the  bay  which  stretched  before  them, 
I^Uig  like  a  carpet  of  molten  silver  at  the  feet 
^  Crenoa,  calm  and  unrufiied.  Alfeo  first  broke 
^  silence.     He  seemed  to  have  visited  nmny 

c3 
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landsy  and  never  had  time  sped  more  rapidly 
with  Philip  than  during  that  walk  from  the 
suburbs  to  the  palace  of  the  Count  Fresco ;  for 
his  companion  with  great  power  of  memory,  a 
rich  fertility  of  imagination,  and  a  singular  cor- 
rectness of  detail  which  brought  the  scenes  he 
described  almost  present  to  the  eye,  pictured 
the  richest  landscapes  of  the  south,  the  most 
terrible  creations  of  the  north  ;  and  contrasting 
them  with  each  other,  dwelt  upon  the  habits 
of  their  people,  their  customs,  and  their  \Tirious 
interests,  scattering  information  over  every  sub- 
ject he  touched,  and  delighting  his  hearer,  until 
their  arrival  at  the  palace  stopped  the  conver- 
sation. 

"  Thou  wouldst  visit  the  Lady  Verona,"  said 
Alfeo,  as  they  entered  the  court-yard,  "  and  I 
seek  the  Count  Fiesco." 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Some  vague  uneasiness  pressed  upon 
Phflip's  mind,  when  the  Signor  Alfeo  had 
quitted  him  to  see  the  Count,  whose  private 
Rportments  lay  at  the  other  side  of  the  palace ; 
and  he  walked  slowly  towards  the  chamber 
iiio6tly  occupied  by  the  ladies,  feeling  more  than 
a  suspicion,  almost  a  certainty,  of  coming  eviL 
The  exerdse  of  the  morning  and  the  long  walk 
had  heated  him  also,  in  some  degree  contributing 
to  excite  his  mind ;  and  as  he  ieipproached  nearer 
the  apartment,  he  heard  the  merry  ringing  of 
Verona's  dear,  musical  voice,  and  the  loud 
laughter  of  Guino  Spinola. 

Since  Philip  at  the  Count's  festa,  previously 
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to  his  departure  from  Genoa,  had  ventured  to 
make  known  to  Verona  the  state  of  his  own 
feelings  towards  her,  no  opportunity  bad  pr^ 
sented  itself  after  to  renew  that  dedaration;  and 
although  neither  word  nor  gesture  of  hers 
upbraided  him  for  his  temerity,  he  felt  tW 
something  more  than  what  he  had  then  said  was 
desirable,  and  anxiously  sought  time  and  pb^ 
to  make  a  more  fitting  declaration  of  W 
regard. 

As  he  opened  the  door  of  the  apartment,  the 
laughter  ceased,  and  Verona  received  him  withtW 
cordial  kindliness  of  greeting  which  soothes  9sA 
relieves  without  embarrassing.  Guino  was  frank 
as  usual.  His  manners  never  in  the  least  W 
those  who  associated  with  him  to  suppose  tha^ 
he  remembered  his  high  rank  to  dull  with  it» 
greatness  his  intercourse  with  those  who,  benrtth 
him  in  station,  were  his  equals  in  the  best  qua^ 
ties  of  heart  and  mind.  To  Philip  he  «* 
perseveringly  attentive. 

"  I  would  not  leave  the  Lady  Verona  alooe» 
he  said,  on  seeing  Philip,  "  and  but  waited  ft^ 
some  one  to  change  guard  with  me.  So,  Siff^f 
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u  art  arrived  at  the  very  point  of  convenience, 
I  must  attend  the  Doge's  summons  to  his 
loe,  to  wait  on  him  one  hour  before  noon, 
ieu,  now  I'*  and  blowing  a  kiss  from  the  tops 
his  fingers  to  Verona,  he  laughingly  bowed 
Philip,  and  quitted  the  apartment. 
Per  some  minutes  after  his  departure,  Verona 
lained  in  hesitating,  uneasy  silence.  She 
ided  and  liked  this  meeting,  for  both  feelings 
tended  within  her,  and  the  young  soldier 
laelf  was  not  less  embarrassed.  In  such 
tious  a  woman's  tact  mostly  rises  superior  to 
devemess  of  a  man,  and  Verona  lifting  her 
»  lightly  touched  the  strings. 
Signor  Calva,  thou  lovest  music  !  The  last 
piece  from  Rome  lies  before  me,  and  I 
Id  have  thy  judgment  of  its  merits ;"  then, 
lOut  hearing  Philip's  reply,  she  struck  the 
t]s  of  the  instrument,  but  truth  to  tell, 
ip  heard  little  of  the  music.  His  attention 
too  much  engrossed  with  herself,  and  in  the 
ician  he  forgot  the  strain.  Never  did  he 
k  her  so  beautiful  as  on  that  occasion ;  for 


her  large,  lustrous  eyes  seemed 
a  s6ul  melting  before  the  charr 
art."     She  ceased: 

"  Well,  Signor,  what  say  yc 

"  You  will  pardon  me,"  rep: 
I  aver  that  in  the  perform 
music." 

"  Thou  hast  made  a  bad  c 
Verona,  laying  down  the  lute. 

"  No,  dearest  Lady,"   and 
apprentice's  enthusiasm  had  a 
guard,    "  rather  a  glorious  d 
I  would  rather  gaze  on  thy  coui 
music,  than  listen  to  an  angel' 

"  Confie,  thou  would'st  flat 
rona. 
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^erona  coloured  and  remained  sflent.  The 
md  thus  broken,  the  young  soldier  grew 
er,  and  wait  on : 

I  presume  upon  a  word  of  encouragement; 
since  the  torture  of  suspense  is  worse  than 
assurance  of  decision,  I  would  learn  from 
e  own  lips  my  fate,  Verona.  I  love  thee — 
5  loved  thee  now  for  years !  Every  hope  is 
Eld  up  in  that  passion ;  every  inducement  to 
L  name  and.  glory  has  sprung  from  it,"  and 
ling  his  knee  upon  a  small  cushion  at  her 

he  knelt  before  her,  and  took  her  hand. 
vas  not  withdrawn  from  his  grasp.  "In 
battle-field  thine  image  encouraged  me ;  in 
jer  thy   remembrance   preserved  me ;    and 

bear  with  me,  and  pardon  the  presumption 

dares  to  hope,  perhaps,  agsdnst  the  chance 
access." 

No,  no !"  said  Verona,  agitated  and  confused, 
lere  is  no  presumption.     No !"    She  paused, 

as  she  raised  the  disengaged  hand  to 
ft  away  a  tear  that  had  dimmed  her  eye, 
Bmiled  at  the  same  time.  "Dear  Philip, 
^ment  is  as  unmaidenly  as  unusual  for- 
Iness.    My   own  feelings   are — "  bul  \)aa 


40  THE  WILL;   OR, 

confession  was  choked  by  a  stifled  sob,  and  as 
she  strove  to  hide  her  face,  her  head  fell  upon 
the  soldier's  shoulder,  and  the  warm  tean 
trickled  down  her  cheeks. 

"  Dearest  Verona,'*  said  Philip,  gently  raising 
her  head,  and  kissing  her  flushed  brow,  "  this 
kindness  I  shall  never  forget ;"  and  as  she  stiB 
dung  to  his  bosom,  he  pressed  her  gently  to  his 
heart,  and  imprinted   upon   her  lips  the  first 
sweet  kiss  of  his  trusting  affection.     "  May  God 
bless  thee,  best  and  dearest !"  and  as  in  thestil 
quietness  of  that  place  he  pressed  her  yidding 
form  to  his  heart,  and  kissed  away  the  tears  tto 
silently  traced  each  other  down  her  cheeks,  te 
felt   a   happiness  stealing   over  his  senses  too 
exquisite  for  prolonged  enjoyment.     Gently  ^ 
shaded  her  thick,  rich  hair  from  the  pure  bro^ 
that  it  had  now  clustered  over ;  and  as  unresist 
ingly  she  gave  herself  up  to  his  embraces,  he 
kissed  again  and  again  her  ripe  lips  and  white 
forehead,  for  in  that  moment  of  delighted  efljo^ 
ment   were   forgotten  the    pains    of  pe^ 
suspense,  the  agonies  of  fear,  the  tortures » 
hopelessness;  and  now  in  a  worid  of  their owft 
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kh  with  Ae  cmtuiB  of  tfaor  jodiil  bnagi- 
aticHWj  dicT  stood  ill  to  cadi  odier  in  the 
MsaTGO  of  tfaor  own  presenoeL 

«*  My  ligfat  oflifer  whispered  the  soldier  in 
ler  ear,  **  why  so  long  silent  ?" 

**  Hiqppiness,  Signor  T  and  as  Verona  locdced 
ip,  she  smikd  tfaroi]^  tears  and  blushes,  then 
Impped  her  head  again  upon  her  bosom,  but 
igain  raising  it,  she  continued :  "  happiness  is 
often  churlish,  and  prefers  silent  to  open  enjoy- 
ment'* 

**  Then,  dearest,  thine  shall  not  be  disturbed 
fy  a  word.  With  me  it  is  happmess  to  gaze 
^  thee,"  and  again  he  bent  his  lips  to  hers. 
^t  now  they  were  interrupted  by  the  noise  of 
^^  approach  of  many  feet,  and  as  Verona  heard 
^  sounds,  she  sprung  from  his  arms,  and 
^Ting  to  adjust  her  dress,,  she  sunk  into  the 
^lest  seat»  as  Guino  Spinola,  his  hce  looking 
and  mysterious,  yet  doubtful,  and  the 
t,  a  quiet  smile  curling  his  lip,  which 
changed  into  a  dark  frown,  as  his  eye 
^^iked  Verona's  agitation  of  manner,  and  the 
^^  of  the  late  Vincent  Lomellino,   attended 
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by  pursuivants  at  arms ;  and  some  of  the  pro- 
vost's guard  With  an  officer  of  the  Doge  mtered, 
in  the  name  of  the  State,  the  apartment  Verona 
rose  as  she  heard  the  announcement  Some 
vague  suspicion  that  perhaps  this  show  of  meo 
was  consequent  upon  a  charge  against  the 
Count,  first  flashed  across  her  mind;  but  she 
was  mute,  paralyzed,  when  the  Doge's  officer 
advancing  towards  Philip,  laid  his  hand  upon  his 
shoulder,  and  said : 

"  In  the  name  of  the  Doge  and  Republic  ci 
Genoa,  I  arrest  thee  for  the  murder,  or  aicfing  in- 
the  murder,  of  Vincent  Lomellino,  late  a  nohl^ 
of  Genoa,  and  Senator !" 

"  I !"  exclaimed  Philip,  amazed,  horrified,  snc^ 
deeply  indignant  at  the  charge,  so  much  so  th^ 
in  the  first  impulse  of  his  angry  astonishment,  h^ 
half  unsheathed  his  sword,  then  sent  it  bacs^ 
with  a  violent  push  that  made  the  steel  scabbai*^ 
ring  against  it.  "  What  mad  folly  is  this-* 
Signer?" 

"  None,  Captain  Calva,"  said  LomeDin^ 
advancing,  and  drawing  himself  up  so  as  to  ipp^^ 
near  the  height  of  the  party  addressed,for  he  wi^  ^ 
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t»  fat  little  man,  seeming  as  if  he  meditated 
dexy  on  the  first  occasion,  and  the  shortest 
ce.  "  You  are  charged.  Signer,  with  the 
t  of  this  murder.  Information  was  sent  to 
Your  baggage  at  the  *  White  Cross*  has 
1  examined,  and  condosive  proof  has  been 
id  in  it  to  warrant  your  arrest.*' 
'  What  proof?"  asked  Philip.  "  By  the 
ss,  this  accusation  confounds  me!  What 
of  of  my  guilt,  Signor,  has  my  baggage  con- 
ledr 

*  Money  and  jewels,  once  the  property  of  my 
i  unde,"  sobbed  Lomellino. 

It  is  a  foul  conspiracy  to  ruin  me !"  ex- 
xied  the  yoimg  soldier ;  "  foul,  as  I  have  a 
lour  to  meet!"  and  he  turned  to  Verona, 

her  horror-stricken  glance  awed  him ;  to 
pursuivant's  men,  who  looked  on  with  the 

indifference  of  persons  accustomed  to  every 
le  and  expression  of  human  misery  ;  to  the 
LCtian,  but  his  features  were  lighted  up  with 
lie  could  not  conceal ;  to  Guino  Spinola,  and 
bis  looks  he  read  sympathy.  ''  My  Lord 
aola,  dost  believe  this  charge  i" 
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"  By  the  Saviour,  no  1"  answered  Guino>th 
generous  warmth  and  rapidity.  "  No,  1  wooW 
stake  my  own  life  on  thine  innocence !" 

"  May  the  Saviour  then  reward  thee,  Gmno! 
murmured  Verona.  "  But  this  cannot  be, 
Signors.  There  is  some  mistake,"  she  addw 
aloud.  "  The  Count  Fiesco  is  in  the  palace; k* 
him  be  called.  He  would,  I  know,  wish  to 
examine  this  matter  himself." 

"  There  can  be  no  mistake,"  said  Veninii 
"  as  to  the  person  and  charge,  though  Afl* 
may  be  as  to  his  guilt." 

"  Those  who  charge  him,"  said  Verona  ^ 
terly,  "  can  speak  for  themselves."  • 

"  They  need  not,  I  think,"  added  PhiBp 
sternly,  and  smiling  in  the  scomfub* 
of  his  self-felt  innocence,  "the  asastafl* 
of  the  Signor  Verrina  to  help  them  out  f^ 
God !  they  are  willing  enough,"  and  at  tW 
moment,  the  remembrance  of  Castruod's  fSt^ 
gular  warning  with  reference  to  the  VcoBii^ 
occurred  to  his  memory ;  and  he  turned  vfiS^ 
and  looked  steadily  and  meaningly  in  bis  fi^ 
while  the  other's  gaze  grew  confused,  and  k* 
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t  his  head  for  an  instanl,  tfaeo  nised  it,  and 
I  all  the  ooolness  of  his  nature,  met  the 
>8eardiing  gaze  thus  fixed  upon  him. 
''  I  charge  none,**  said  Verrina  after  a  pause ; 
uaply  stated  what  I  hare  heard." 
'  And  I,"  added  Lcmidlino,  with  the  vei^eful 
ression  of  malice  in  his  face,  "  will  prosecute 
odgment  and  death,  the  man  who  murd^ed 
rdative,  and  enridied  himself  by  plundering 

'  Methinks,"  said  Spinola  sarcastically,  "  that 

loss  of  the  wealth,  Signor,  deserves  the 
srer  punisbment  of  the  two." 

How  ?"  asked  Hiilip,  and  he  felt  that  every 
i  involved  him  deeper  in  a  labyrinth  of 
toy  which  was  confusing  his  senses  and 
kening  his  judgment,  "  how  came  this  know- 
:e  to  the  Signor  LomeDino  ?  On  what 
lority  did  he  search  my  baggage  ?" 

On  that  of  the  State,"  replied  the  other, 
ivate  information  led  me  to  demand  it,  and 
result  has  verified  the  suspicions." 

Thou  false  liar »"  exclaimed  Philip  with 
3ntrollable   indignation,  and  grasping  in  a 


46  THE   WILL;   OR, 

hand  of  iron  the  throat  of  LomeDino,  "thou 
darest  to  say  that  I  am  guilty  of  this  charge?'' 

"  I  choke !"  shrieked  the  other. 

"  Do  not  commit  a  second  murder,"  said 
Verrina,  and  a  savage  smile  played  over  to 
features  as  he  attempted  to  interfere,  wluk 
Verona  hastily  laid  her  hand  on  Philip's. 

"  Dear  Philip !" 

"Your  pardon,  Lady!"  and  Philip  dropped 
his  hold  of  the  other's  throat.  "  The  Signor 
Verrina  knows  he  can  rail  in  safety."  And  as 
the  Venetian  saw  Verona's  open  manifestation 
of  attachment,  his  smile  changed  to  a  deep  and 
deadly  frown. 

"  Insignificance  gives  impunity !"  he  observed, 
as  Lomellino  retired  fix)m  Philip's  reach. 

"  And  misfortune  should  create  sympathy,*' 
said  Verona,  hardly  able  to  restrain  her  tean, 
and  touching  a  small  gold  hand  bell,  she  added, 
"  When  the  Count  Fiesco  comes,  his  better 
judgment  can  guide  thee,  Philip." 

In  a  few  minutes  after  the  servant  had  taken 
Verona's  message  to  Resco,  he  entered  the 
apartment,  attended  by  the  Signor  Alfeo,  and  as 
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a  few  words  the  Doge's  officer  explained  to 

I  the  charge,  he  gazed  long  and  searchingly 

Philip's  fisu)e. 

**  What    means    this    accusation,    Signor 

var 

*  I  know  not,  my  Lord.     I  know  that  I  am 

ocent  of  the  charge !'' 

"  And  I,"  said  Alfeo,  turning  and  confronting 

t  Venetian,  who  quailed    and   tinned  pale 

»re  his  look,  "  I  know  that  thou  art  inno- 

it    In  time  it  shall  be  proved,"  and  bending 

mirds  Philip,  he  whispered  something  in  his 

r,  for  the  soldier's  glance  brightened,  and  his 

inner  became  less  uneasy.     "  Yield  to   the 

F,  and   do   not   fear.     The   Signor  Verrina 

dd  even  be  bail  for  thine  innocence." 

"  There,"  answered  Verrina,  striving  to  look 

D,  though   in  that  moment  his  very  heart 

w  cold  within  him,  as  he  met  the  expressive 

ures .  of  the  Roman,   calm  and  unchanged 

led   upon    him.      "  There,    Signor,    thou 

St!" 

'  Indeed  !  a  brother's  guilt,"  observed  Alfeo, 

n  bring  consolation  to  no  man." 
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"  A  brother  ?"  asked  Verrina. 

"  We  are  all  brothers,"  said  the  Roi» 
cahnly ;  but  Philip  thought  that  his  first  speei 
conveyed  a  iiiore  particular  statement. 

"  My  Lord,"  said  Philip,  much  assured  bj 
Alfeo's  manner,  and  his  previous  commuDio* 
tion,  "  I  hope  I  risk  no  favour  in  thy  eya, 
until  I  be  declared  guilty  of  this  foul  charge." 

"  None  1"  replied  Fiesco,  frankly  giving  ^ 
his  hand. 

"  With  thee.  Lady,"  and  pale  and  tremMnft 
Verona  turned  her  face  to  him,  "  I  would  ho|* 
for  a  lenient  interpretation  of  this  charge.  As 
God  knows  all  hearts,  I  am  innocent  oftte 
crime  laid  against  me." 

"  And  firmly  do  I  believe  thee  I"  was  J 
Verona  could  utter,  as  exhausted  she  sank  i* 
her  seat,  while  Verrina  turned  away  fi^m  tb 
place  she  occupied,  imable  calmly  to  bear  th* 
proofs  of  an  attachment  whose  course  he  bad' 
long  and  so  ardently  desired  to  obstruct.  VTiA 
a  last  look,  full  of  the  love  that  then  fiDed  ^ 
young  heart,  did  she  gaze  upon  PhOip;  ^ 
eyes  dimmed  with  tears;  her  cheeks  bloodlA 
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her  small  white  hands  clenched  together,  as 
rittemess  of  spirit  she  thought  of  the  few 
nents  of  passionate  ddight  which  had  pre- 
3d  this  darkness  that  now  obscured  the  light 
heir  affection.  He  could  hardly  trust  himself 
peak,  and  murmuring  a  &int  &rewell,  as  if 
bowed  spirit  had  fallen  prostrate  before  this 
rge,  he  turned  from  her,  and  accompanied  by 

Count  and  the  young  Spinola,  who  were 
owed  by  Verrina,  Lomdlino,  the  pursuivant, 
1  his  men,  he  quitted  the  apartment.  Alfeo 
He  remained  behind  with  Verona. 
The  Roman,  after  the  last  sounds  of  the  de- 
rting  steps  had  become  no  longer  audible, 
ned  towards  Verona,  who  still  sat  silent,  mo- 
idess,  almost  lifeless.  Gently  he  bent  his 
id  down  to  her's,  took  one  of  the  cold,  pale 
ids  thsit  still  remained  clasped  together,  nor 
!  she  resist  his  touch,  and  said,  in  his  own  low, 
eet  tones: 

^  Be  calm.  Lady !  he  is  mnocent  1" 
^  Innocent,  Signer !     I  know  it  in  my  own 
It.     But  the  proof?"  and  in  turn  she  clasped 

TOh.  III.  D 
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his  hand  in  hers^  and  looked  inquiringly  in  t^ 
fece,     "  The  proof  of  this  innocence?" 

"  Shall  be  present  when  required/'  said  AKi^^» 
in  a  prophetic   tone,      "  Rest    satisfied,  a3^ 
banish  from  your  mind  all  fear  as  to  the  result 
for  his  safety  is  certam,  even  though  now  grea< 
interest,  the  violence  of  great  passions,  tba^ 
throw  not   away  one  instrument  necessary  to 
their  success,  may  tend  to  keep  him  for  a  short 
space  confined.     But  he  is  innocent,  and  the 
word  of  one  who  does  not  intentionally  err,  is 
pledged  for  his  safety." 

"  Of  whom  ?"  asked  Verona,  in  wonder,  » 
she  silently  dried  her  tears. 

"  Of ."    The  name  was  uttered  in  » 

low,  breathless  whisper.  The  maiden  started, 
grew  paler  than  before,  gazed  fixedly  on  ^ 
Roman's  features,  then  bowing  her  head,  she 
mildly  said : 

''  I  hope.  Signer !     That  name  is  a  talisman.'' 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

IHBAL  Batt)i»  the  morning  after  Philip's 
lodged  in  the  prison  of  Genoa,  had  quitted 
city,  attached  to  the  train  of  the  dder 
zo,  who  had  been  sent  by  the  Senate  on  a 
e  mission  to  Venice  to  settle  the  disputes 
sn  the  two  R^ublics,  and  manege,  if 
le,  an  alliance  between  them  against  the 
bands  of  Turks  and  Algerines  who  swept 
10  Hght  hand  the  coasts  of  the  Mediterra- 

e  news  of  the  young  soldier's  capture  for 
ime  of  murder  had  raised  much  speculation 
ipt  those  in  Genoa  who  knew  him.  The 
ss  of  the    '  White    Cross'   was  morally 
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convinced  of  his  innocence ;  and  Eva,  h^ 
humble  handmaiden,  would  have  sworn  it  on 
any  book,  sacred  or  profane,  from  the  Bible  to 
the  Alcoran;  but  with  none  did  it  prey  so  heavily 
as  with  honest  little  Jerome  Varras,  Convinced 
that  the  accusation  was  a  falsehood ;  alarmed  at 
the  mysterious  coincidence  of  circumstances  that 
seemed  to  threaten  his  early  fiiend — ^for  everj' 
hour  was  producbg  some  new  fact — ^Jerome  did 
not  know  how  in  this  emergency  to  act  He 
consulted  his  wife,  who,  heart  and  soul  a  friend 
to  the  gay  young  Captain  whose  great  associates 
never  had  yet  caused  him  to  forget  the  honest 
and  worthy  draper  with  his  comely  hdpmate, 
scoffed  at  the  idea  of  danger,  and  had  wdl  nigh 
boxed  her  husband's  ears,  because  in  his  own 
knowledge  of  the  intricacies  of  law,  he  had 
merely  hinted  at  the  possibility  of  his  friend,  no 
matter  how  innocent,  being  found  guilty. 

Jerome  was  detennined  to  see  HiOip,  and 
judge  for  himself.  He  put  on  bis  holiday  attire, 
and  obtained  permission  to  visit  the  prisoner* 
Sadly  and  sorrowfully  did  he  pass  through  the 
various  streets  leading  to  the  prison,  and  when 
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^  Stood  besfore  the  dark,  gloomy  walls  that 
onfined  his  friend,  and  seemed  to  whisper  con- 
icticm  in  their  very  aspect,  he  blessed  himself 
hat  his  ambition  had  been  an  humble  pride  to 
:ut  his  own  doth,  and  not  the  bold  daring  to 
rat  throats.  To  Philip  he  was  introduced,  and 
not  in  Genoa  was  there  one  person  whom  the 
foung  soldier  more  desired  to  see,  for  he  knew 
Ferome  had  the  wish  to  serve  him,  and  he  felt 
bat  now  he  could  be  most  useful  Calmly  and 
li^Mussionately  did  he  enter  into  the  circum- 
itanoes  of  tins  peculiar  case,  after  having  related 
0  him  without  reserve  the  declaration  of  his 
ifibction  to  Verona— how  it  was  received — and 
he  open  manner  in  which  she  had  declared  her 
Atachment  to  him ;  his  own  suspicions  of  the 
Venetian,  Verrina ;  his  knowledge  of  the  reasons 
hat  might  induce  him  to  venture  the  perpetra^ 
ion  of  the  very  deed  which  he  had  now  charged 
gainst  him,  for  though  LomeQino  was  the 
Douth-piece,  he  felt  Veirina  was  at  the  bottom 
){ the  plot 

''  I  see  it  all,"  said  Jerome,  drawing  a  long 
ireath.     "  Body  o'me !  but  it's  as  plain  as  that 
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there  are  twenty-seven  inches  to  an  ^  Flemisl^ 
good  measure,  that  this  cursed  Venetian  baa 
contrived  a  plan  to  rid  himself  of  you  witho^^ 
running  danger.  But,  Phil,  keep  up  yo^ 
courage,  for  well  beat  him  yet !  beat  him  with 
his  own  weapons  too  I'' 

"  Surely,  we  will,"  smiled  the  young  soldi^- 
"  Yet,  Jerome,  who,  think  you,  can  have  cono- 
mitted  this  murder  ?'' 

•  "  Satan !"  replied  Jerome,  and  the  worthy 
draper  appeared  to  have  no  doubt  of  the  cff- 
tainty  of  his  own  statement.  **  Who  dse 
would  have  meddled  with  old  Vincent  LomxSoDf^ 
— ^stiff  as  a  well  starched  ruff,  and  saving  as  > 
prebend?  No,  Philip  !  most  assuredly,  none 
other  had  a  hand  in  this  matter." 

'*  No  other  guided  it  any  how ;  but,  Jerome, 
to  drop  jesting,  it  is  strange  that  the  very  jewds 
stolen  from  him,  and  the  very  mon^  that 
must  have  been  taken  on  the  night  of  the 
murder,  should  have  been  deposited  in  my 
baggage." 

"  Indeed !"  said  Jerome,  now  opening  his 
eyes  to  the  fact  of  more  mortal  agracy  famng 
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3Q  employed  in  this  afiair  than  that  of  his 

tanic  Majesty. 

•'Yes!*'   said  Phflip,   "for  shordy  after  his 

J*  succeeded  him,  an  inventory  of  the  property 

his  strong  box  was  discovered,  and  in  it  are 

mtioned  the  very  articles  fomid  in  my  lodging 

the  'White  Cross.'" 

"Then,''    said   Jerome,    in  a  low,    breath- 

)  whisper,    "there   is     but    one    man    in 

Qoa  who  has  done  that  deed — ^Battista  Ver* 

i!" 

*  Tush !"  ezdaimed  Philip,  "  let  us  drop  the 
Ject** 

n^th  conversation  on  various  other  matters, 
^  passed  the  remaining  part  of  Jerome's  visit, 
[  Philip  supported  by  some  internal  convic- 
L  that  his  innocence  would  be  soon  and 
krly  proved,  talked  and  jested  with  his  old 
ad,  as  if  they  were  seated  in  the  shop  of  the 
Antony  Calva,  and  not  within  the  gloomy 
Is  of  the  prison  of  Genoa.  He  felt  no  dread 
to  the  result ;  and  Jerome  soon  acquired  the 
and  cheerful  tone  of  his  companion's  spirits, 
many  an  old  reminiscence  of  their  bye-gone 


\ 


56  '    THE  WILL;  OR, 


sports  and  amusements  was  related,  and  oft^^ 
within  the  cold,  bare,  stone  walls,  did  the  titt:^^ 
draper's    exclamation,     "Body  o*mel"    sout:»^d 
musical,  as  it  was  followed  by  Philip's  hearty 
laugh. 

When  he  had  left  the  prison,  Jerome  pnc>- 
ceeded  as  quickly  as  he  could  homewards,  ai3<l 
within  a  few  streets  of  his  own  dwelling  met  tfcie 
Lady  Verona   attended   by   two    lackeys  wbc 
walked  at  a  distance  behind  her.     She  appeared 
very  pale,  but  in  her  eye  there  was  the  proud 
hope  of  success,  and  the  draper's  low  salutation,-' 
and  never  had  he  paid  such  humble  deferenoe  to 
her  before, — ^was  returned  by  a  sweet  smik,  as 
she  passed  on   to   the  Doria  palace  to  visit 
Mileta,  her  future  sister-in-law.     A  little  fiurtber 
on,  he  next  encountered  the  Count  Fiesoo  aod  a 
gallant  train  of  young  nobles,  with  the  Signors 
Alfeo  and  Verrina  riding,  one  on  each  side.  Tie 
Count  stopped  him : 

"  Well,  master  Varras,  what  news  from  our 
friend.  Captain  Calva  ?  I  shall  see  him  befor« 
night,  when  I  return  fix)m  the  mouD- 
tarns." 
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"There  is  little  good,  my  Lord/'  said  Jerome; 

lie's  in  prison,  that's  certain,  but  when  he 

ay  chance  to  get  out,  is  another  matter." 

"  True,"  observed  one  of  the  Durazzi.     "  It 

easier  to  enter  those  walls  than   to  leave 

..MM    W 

lem. 

*•  Yes !"  swd  Verrina,  "  but  in  this  instance, 
s  hope  that  our  young  friend's  innocence  will 
» his  surety  for  a  quick  release." 

"The  Signor  Verrina,"  laughed  Spinola, "  has 
langed  his  belief." 

"No,"  whispered  Alfeo,  while  a  slight  sneer 
iried  his  lip,  *'  he  has  but  altered  his  tactics, 
gnor  Verrina  never  changes,  unless  to  a  deeper 
ade  of  eviL" 

Guino  looked  amazed,  and  drew  his  horse 
iher  back,  while  Verrina,  who  had  not  over- 
ard  the  words,  said  something  in  a  low  tone 

Fiesco,  and  as  the  latter,  after  a  momentary 
tjnce,  ssdd,  "Yes,  you  may  try;  but  be 
arded !"  the  Venetian  pulled  out  of  the 
e. 

"  Your  pardon.  Signers,  I  shall  overtake  you, 
for?  many  seconds,"  then  riding  over  to  Je- 
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rome,  he  laid  his  hand  on  his  arm,  stooping 
down  to  his  ear.  "  Master  Varras,  thou  art  od« 
of  my  Lord  Fiesco's  friends  ?" 

*'  I  am  his  most  devoted  servant,"  mi  the 
draper,  not  however  liking  either  the  communi- 
cation, which  he  saw  was  about  to  come,  or  the 
man  who  was  prepared  to  make  it.  *The  Count 
has  been  one  of  my  best  friends." 

"  Then,"  continued  Verrina,  sinking  his  voice 
to  a  still  lower  tone,  "  thou  art  ready  to  assist 
him  in  any  design  he  may  conceive  and  wish  t€ 
execute  against  the  enemies  of  the  State  and 
her  people." 

"  No !"  answered  Jerome  doggedly,  "  I  wffl 
never  consent  to  any  such  matter.  I  am  the 
Count's  devoted  servant  in  all  things  lawful; 
but,  Signor,  I  am  a  poor  burgher,  who  wiB 
not  meddle  with  what  he  does  not  under- 
stand." 

"  If,"  said  the  Venetian,  "  one  portion  of  the 
people  rose  to-morrow  against  the  other;  bo* 
woxddst  act  ?" 

'*  Let  them  decide  for  themselves,  and  strive 
to  live,  if  the  winning  party  would  aDow  id^ 
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men  wiUi  anything  to  lose,  should  never 
ie  with  the  State.'' 

Vdir  observed  Verrina,  "I  think  that 
an  thou  art  in  the  right,  and  no  matter 
inxioua  the  noble  Count  may  be  to  redress 
^  he  is  a  fool  to  incur  danger  for  a  scurvy 
bo  nrither  would  work  with  him,  nor  afier- 
;  Aank  him.  Good  day.  Master  Varras ! 
ieve  our  conversation  ends  to  our  mutual 
iction,''  and  touching  his  horse  with  the 
he  galloped  after  his  party, 
ome  paused  for  a  few  moments  in  the 
to  adjust  his  cap,  and  look  after  the  re- 
Dg  horseman ;  and  if  his  mind  had  been 
o  free  its  thoughts  from  dwelling  upon  the 
nstances  of  Philip's  imprisonment,  he  might 
drawn  more  from  the  Venetian's  words 
he  did,  and  surmised  something  from  the 
enances  of  those  who  met  and  saw  him  in 
contact  with  the  Venetian.  Many  turned 
looked  anxiously  in  his  face ;  but  not  even 
imusual  attention  affected  him,  for  he  soon 
ed  his  own  dwelling,  and  in  the  business 
)  day  forgot  the  events  of  the  morning,  with 
Kception  of  Philip's  case. 


to  warn  those  most  nearly  concerr 
evening,  the  Dona  palace  was  filled  w 
and  new  associates  were  added  to  tl 
ing  band  of  the  conspirators,  unde 
roof. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

A  MONTH  had  passed  since  Philip,  under  the 
^^xnisation  of  this  charge  of  murdering  Vincent 
-CtomeHino,  had  been  lodged  in  the  city  prison  ; 
^d  with  the  conclusion  of  that  period  came  the 
doming  of  the  eventful  second  of  January  1547. 
Calm  and  beautiful  had  been  the  advent  of  the 
dew  year.  No  storm  heralded  its  approach, 
uid  its  predecessor  had  expired  like  human  age, 
contented  with  its  allotted  space  of  existence 
and  soothed  by  the  happy  expectation  of  a  glo- 
rious future ;  for  not  a  frown  passed  over  its 
last  day ;  slowly,  solemnly,  perhaps  mournfully 
it  sank  into  the  grave  of  time,  and  the  next 
mom  ushered  in  the  infant  year.     Its  eyes,  the 
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sun's  beams — ^its  breath  perfuming  the  air  witih 
the  sweet  perfumes  of  the  fragrant  south— its 
tiny  hands  scattmng  leaves  and  buds  upon  the 
advancing  children  of  the  coming  Spring ;  and 
its  warm  smiles  creating  hope,  and  life,  and 
love ;  all  nature  seemed  to  have  sprung  into 
new  being  at  the  command  and  appearance  d 
this  yoimg  divinity. 

How  gay,  how  lovely,  how  more  than  bean- 
tifld  did  Genoa  seem  on  that  morning  1   The 
inhabitants  said  summer  was  come.    The  dd 
looked  forward  to  another  year  of  life ;  they  had 
now    safely    passed   the  winter.      The  young 
exulted  in  the  hope  of  that  continued  look  d 
time  which  so  weU  assimilated  with  their  own 
joyous  hearts.     The  gay  were  gayer,  the  sad 
breathed  the  air  of  the  new  morning  and  were 
less  mournful ;  the  poor  were  rich  in  the  thou- 
sand   glories   of  the   day,  and   the   languidly 
wealthy  forgot  indolence  in  the  aspect  of  nature's 
beautiful  appearance.      SofUy  and   gently  the 
sun's   heat    descended   upon    the   houses  and 
palaces  of  Genoa,  as  if  in  fear  that  too  great 
a  contrast  with  the  departed  winter  would  stirtk 
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B  inhabitants;  and  its  jojam  beams  danced 
1  the  meny  pcmer  of  its  playful  fireedom,  and 
ioetrated  door  and  window,  streaming  through 
lie  and  cranny,  and  Maddening  as  it  touched, 
neiy  house  in  the  city,  could  it  have  spoken, 
lold  have  sung  the  praises  of  the  luminary  ; 
cry  inhabitant  remarked  its  splendour,  save 
ihaps  two,  and  one  of  these  sat  in  the  Fiesoo 
hoe,  glancing  out  upon  the  beautiful  grounds 
It  environed  it ;  the  other  was  a  prisoner  in 
i  cold,  dark,  cheeiiess  odls  of  the  city  prison, 
neither  Philip  nor  Verona  did  the  glorious 
imise.  of  the  New  Year  bring  an  alluring 
ispect. 

Confinement  will  press  hard  upon  any,  on 
le  more  than  those,  who  accustomed  for 
ITS  to  the  bold,  open  exercise  of  the  camp, 
ing  early,  constantly  exposed  to  the  vidssi- 
les  of  the  weather,  are  suddenly  immured  in 
irison ;  the  light  of  day  shut  out  from  their 
iw,  or  but  partially  admitted  through  the 
se,  iron-barred  window  of  a  dungeon ;  their 
lbs  loaded  with  chains,  their  freedom  con- 
ed to  the  floor  of  a  cell,  and  their  exercise 
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restricted  to  the  limit  of  their  fetters.  Philip 
felt  all  this.  Although  the  influeDoe  of  the 
Count  Fiesco  had  been  able  to  have  Us  trial 
postponed,  imtil  perhaps  chance  might  reveal 
something  tending  to  his  advantage,  yet  be  felt 
all  the  misery  of  this  solitary  confinement,  its 
restrictions,  its  silence,  the  doubts,  the  suspi- 
cions, and  the  horrors  which  it  produced.  He 
was  tormented  with  fear,  that  now  openly 
accused  and  placed  in  a  situation  of  poril,  he 
might  be  sacrificed  to  the  Venetian's  jealoua 
hatred.  He  felt  his  utter  loneliness,  his  utter 
want  of  friends,  for  not  one  of  those  interested 
in  his  welfare  and  anxious  for  his  safety  iras 
bound  to  him  by  ties  of  blood ;  and  though  the 
Count  interested  himself,  though  many  of  those 
with  whom  he  had  become  acquainted  still  had 
a  lively  remembrance  of  him;  though  the 
Roman's  promise  of  safety  still  rang  in  his  ear; 
yet  he  was  the  inmate  of  a  prison,  and  the 
damp  of  his  dungeon  was  chilling  the  eneigies 
of  his  heart ! 

Jerome  Varras  was  still  his  fnend.    Frying 
and  inquisitive,  anxious    for    information,  he 
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fineely  offered  gold  for  it ;  but  the  knowledge  he 
sought  was  stricdy  confined  to  one  heart,  and  was 
unattainable  then.  Still  he  comforted  his  former 
companion.  He  called  at  the  prison,  laughed, 
chatted,  sang,  and  for  the  time  amused  its 
vexed  and  disappointed  inmate.  The  Signor 
Alfi^  took  so  much  interest  in  the  business  as 
always  to  urge  upon  the  Count  the  necessity 
of  postponing  his  trial ;  and  Flesco,  then  high 
in  &your  with  the  Dorias,  easily  obtained  that. 
Verrina  was  silent;  new  events  might  with  him 
render  necessary  new  combinations;  but  now 
not  by  word  or  deed,  did  he  even  seem  to  evince 
die  fiuntest  remembrance  of  the  young  soldier. 
If  his  name  were  mentioned,  his  ear  was  dumb 
to  the  sound. 

The  morning  of  the  second  of  January,  ]  547, 
was,  as  we  have  said,  fair  and  beautiful;  and  the 
Lady  Verona  sat  in  the  apartment  of  the  Flesco 
palace  usually  occupied  by  her  and  her  sister. 
Her  manner  had  lost  its  gaiety,  and  silent  and 
sad  did  she  look  out  upon  the  gardens  before 
her,  catching  no  joy  from  the  gay  flowers  that 
raised   their  heads  to  kiss  the  sunbeams,   no 
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music  from  the  sweet  songs  of  the  birds  tint 
rendered  musical  the  leaves  and  branches  of  the 
trees,  for  her  head  leaned  upon  her  hand,  her 
eye  rested  upon  the  floor,  and  her  lute  lay  tune* 
less  at  her  feet.     The  apartment  itsdf  seemed 
to  have  lost  that  quiet  air  of  luxurious  though 
unobtrusive  refinement    that  had    always  pre- 
viously characterized  it,  for  there  was  a  ootain 
appearance  of  disorder,  a  silent  manifestation  of 
the  absence  of  that  care  which  before  maiiced 
its  arrangement,  that  instantly  would  strike  the 
eye  of  one  who  had  seen  it  some  six  weeks  past, 
and  who  would  look  upon  it  now.     Tlie  bean- 
tiful  fountain  was  silent,  and  the  silvery  noise 
of  its  falling  waters  hushed.     A  piece  of  moac 
lay  upon  one  of  the  small  marble  tables,  as  if  it 
had  been   placed  there  long,   long  bade,  and 
never  since    touched ;    various   coloured  silta 
used  in  embroidering,  were  thrown  carekssdr 
together  into  a  golden  wire  basket,  and  the  voy 
flowers,  Verona's  peculiar  care,  had  drooped  and 
withered,  and  were  not  replaced  by  othen.   The 
furniture  of  the  room,  that  arrangement  whkh 
devolved  upon   the    domestics   of  the  palace, 
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showed  DO  want  of  attention;  but  those  little 
nuneless  proofs  of  a  woman's  presence,  those 
small  and  delicate  manifestations  of  her  spirit, 
that  breathe  an  order  indescribable,  beautiful, 
and  always  observable,  were  absent.  Verona's 
ieeUngs  were  diverted  to  other  objects. 

She  sat  in  sad  silence.  Her  face  was  pale, 
very  pale,  though  it  was  the  paleness  of  mind 
that  shadowed  the  features,  not  the  absence  of 
healtfa ;  h^  eyes  were  bent  and  mournful,  and 
there  was  that  settled  languor  of  countenance, 
whicfa  denotes  ailment  in  some,  mental  anxiety 
in  others.  It  was  the  type  of  the  latter  in  her. 
Her  hands  were  locked  together,  and  the  small 
fingers  pressed  into  each  other,  straining  and 
twitdiing,  as  if  they  would  silently  sketch  the 
workings  of  the  mind.  The  tolling  of  a  neigh- 
bouring bell  chimed  the  second  hour  to  noon, 
and  as  its  last  sounds  died  away,  she  nervously 
raised  her  head. 

''  Ten!  and  yet  he  is  not  come !"  she  murmured 
to  herself,  then  as  a  distant  noise  like  a  footfaU 
resounded  through  the  passage  leading  to  the 
apartment,  she  paused  as  if  to  listen.     **  Yes, 
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yes,  he  is  here!"  and  the  door  was  slowly  opened, 
and  the  Signor  Alfeo  gently  entered  the  room. 
'*  Signor,  I  owe  you  many  thanks,"  continued 
Verona  aloud. 

"  Nay,  dear  Lady,"  said  Alfeo,  with  that  calm 
earnestness  of  manner  which  is  the  respectful 
tribute  to  those  who  interest  us,  but  whom  we 
do  not  love,  "  no  thanks  are  my  due,  for  as  yel 
I  have  done  nought  to  deserve  them.  From 
many  circumstances,  I  am  interested  in  the  case 
of  this  young  Captain ;  but  there  are  motives 
now  in  ftill  operation  that  for  a  time  will  prevent 
his  release.  He  is  innocent.  Be  satisfied  tbil 
I  state  to  you  the  truth." 

"  Yet,"  answered  Verona,  "  he  now  pines  in  a 
prison." 

"  True !  He  undergoes  one  ^f  the  trials  that 
life  is  subject  to.  It  is  but  a  trial,  not  a  oon* 
viction.  Young  in  years,  rich  in  hope,  happf 
in  love !"  Verona  bent  her  head.  "  Yes !"  con- 
tinued Alfeo,  "  happy  in  love,  and  bom  to  wcdlh 
he  will  surmount  all  the  obstacles  that  beset  bii 
present  position,  and  come  forth  purer  and  more 
powerful." 
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**  How  I  pray,"  said  Verona  deeply  blushing, 
that  he  may!*'  and  then  with  a  noble  frankness 
lat  immediately  won  Alfeo's  highest  esteem, 
18  continued,  '^  Thou  knowest,  Signer,  that  I 
m  more  than  ordinarily  interested  in  his  safety 
-that,"  she  paused,  and  Alfeo  looking  kindly, 
lough  with  a  profound  sadness  of  expression 
astened  to  relieve  her,  for  the  language  she 
ad  just  used,  tended  considerably  to  embarrass 
cr. 
^The  confession,  dear  Lady,  though  perhaps 
trying  one,  is  yet  honourable.  I  too  have 
nred,  and  loved  with  a  passion  that  time  only 
icreases,  for  though  now  its  object  no  longer 
dsts — no  longer — "  but  he  could  proceed  no 
irtber,  for  stifled  sobs  choked  his  power  of 
iterance,  and  Verona,  alarmed,  grieved,  saw 
lat  proud,  strong  man  weep  like  an  infant.  In 
moment  after  he  dashed  his  hand  across  his 
t)w.  "  This  is  weakness — nay  worse — it  is  a 
Dy.  To  the  business  for  which  I  demanded 
is  interview  I  would  direct  your  attention," 
id  with  a  violent  effort  he  removed  fit)m  his 
funtenance  the  strong  manifestations  of  his 
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emotion,  leaving  it  however  still  impressed  wi& 
that  melancholy  languor,  its  prevailing  expres- 
sion, and  drawing  from  his  bosom  a  packet, 
sealed,  and  so  accurately  folded,  as  to  defy 
curiosity  to  ascertain  in  the  slightest  degree  the 
knowledge  of  its  contents,  without  previously 
opening  it,  he  continued,  *'  This  packet  con- 
tains the  most  convincing  proofs  of  his  innoceooe 
of  this  alleged  murder,  and  under  peculiar  on 
cumstances  I  now  place  it  in  your  hands  to  be 
used  alone  under  certain  conditions." 

"  Any,  Signer,  that  may  secure  their  object," 
answered  Verona  eagerly. 

"  Dear  Lady,  then  if  two  hours  after  mid-dij 
on  the  morrow  I  come  not  to  you  in  order  to  daim 
it,  you  will  find  within  directions  to  use  for  the 
benefit  of  your  client  what  it  contains,"  and  & 
slight  smile  passed  over  his  features. 

**  Do  you  leave  Genoa  ?"  asked  Verona. 

*'  I  may,  or  I  may  not !  The  future,  Lady, 
is  not  ours,  and  events  may  arise  that  would 
render  necessary  my  departure  from  this  city. 
If  I  be  not  with  you  then,  open  it;  but  if  I 
come,  my  own  presence  aiay  forward  your  ob- 
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sets.  I  leave  you  now,  for  matters  of  supreme 
mportance  claim  my  attention.  Be  cautious, 
Ad  if  you  want  a  friend,  next  to  the  Count 
?Se8co,  seek  my  Lord  Annibal  Balbi." 

'*  Annibal  Balbi !"  exclaimed  Verona  sur- 
xrised. 

"Yes,**  continued  AUeo.  "The  generosity 
if  a  true  heart  outlives  even  the  rivalry  of  love. 
IVust  him,  Lady,  for  mark  me,  he  will  not 
leoeive  you.  Now  farewell  for  a  time,"  and 
using  her  hand  to  his  lips,  he  left  the  apart- 
Mt 

Alone,  Verona  held  the  packet  for  some  mo- 
teots  in  her  hands ;  her  eyes  upon  it,  and  her 
ind  inmiersed  in  that  eddy  state  of  feeling  and 
ought,  that  confusion  of  idea,  the  result  of  un- 
reseen  or  imexpected  circumstances,  until  the 
ence  with  which  she  was  surrounded,  the 
aghty  interest  devolving  upon  her  manage- 
mtf  dispelled  the  stupor  that  himg  over  her 
uses,  and  she  became  painfully  alive  to  her 
fiitioD.  Slowly  she  examined  the  important 
posit  entrusted  by  Alfeo  to  her  care ;  curiously 
e  surmised  as  to  its  contents ;  and  then  came 
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the  fears  of  failure,  uncertainty  as  to  this  man'^ 
power,  hopes  and  doubts,  until  her  mind  became 
an  agitated  chaos  filled  with  dread  and  the  tor* 
tures  of  suspense. 

Approaching  footsteps  called  her  attention  to 
the  necessity  of  concealing  this  parcel,  and  also 
of  striving  to  gather  her  confused  thoughts 
prior  to  any  person's  entrance  into  the  q)art' 
ment ;  but  she  had  hardly  time  to  think,  before 
the  door  was  opened,  and  her  sister  Leonon* 
the  Count,  Verrina,  and  Guino  Spinola  eor 
tared.  The  Venetian's  glance  first  rested  upon 
her,  then  upon  the  packet  in  her  hands,  and  as 
he  approached  after  the  Count  to  salute  her, 
surprised  and  uneasy,  she  allowed  it  to  fall  at 
his  feet.  He  instantly  lifted  it  up,  for  m 
instant  held  it  in  his  hand,  as  he  asked  bt 
some  commonplace  questions  regarding  her 
own  health,  then  slowly  presenting  it,  his  ete 
read  in  writing  which  be  had  seen  but  once,  ^ 
that  one  time  had  stamped  every  character  so 
firmly  upon  his  memory,  that  he  had  not 
forgotten  them,  the  words — "  for  the  benefit  rf 
Philip  Calva."     It  required  even  more  than  the 
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VeDetian's  ordinary  setf-command  to  meet  the 
effect  produced  upon  him  by  these  words,  and 
bis  arm  trembled  violently  as  he  placed  the 
packet  in  Verona's  hand. 

"What  have  we  here?"  asked  Resco, 
Jw^hing.  "  The  Signor  Verrina  trembles  under 
ite  weight." 

"  Nay,  my  Lord,"  said  the  Venetian,  "  I 
''emble  like  a  poor  subject  in  the  presence  of 
n)yalty." 

^  The  Signor  coins  compliments  faster  than 
^e  mint  of  St.  Mark's  does  sequins !"  exclaimed 
the  young  Spinola. 

"And  they  lose  value  by  their  frequency/* 
smiled  Leonora ;  "  come,  Signor !  thou  wilt 
We  to  forswear  the  habit,  and  clothe  thy 
toDgue  in  the  sackloth  of  poor,  plain  sincerity." 
"  A  hard  fate  !"  whispered  Guino. 
"I  am  not  a  Ligurian,"  said  the  Venetian, 
smiling,  "  and  may  more  easily  adopt  this  mea- 
gre raiment  than  some  nearer  the  Alps." 

"  True,"  observed  Resco,  "  our  name  is  not 
ynonyroous   with   sincerity  if  we   believe  the 
indent  Romans;"   and  relieved  by  these  few 
VOL.    III.  £ 


74 


THE  WILL;   OR, 


remarks,  Verona  had  been  able  to  secr^  the 
packet,  while  Piesco*8  mind  employed  by  more 
important  thoughts  had  almost  immediately 
forgotten  the  circumstance,  and  the  Yenetiaii 
seemed  never  to  have  known  it.  "  Come  Sig- 
nor,  we  are  for  the  city.  Liconora,  thou  wilt 
remember  !  Adieu,  fair  dames !"  and  tanung, 
they  quitted  the  apartment,  leaving  the  sisters 
its  only  occupants. 
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CHAPTER  \T 

Secretly,  continuously,  almost  imperceptibly 
^  its  originators  and  partisans,  had  the  formi- 
^le  conspiracy  now  existing  in  the  heart  of 
^*^e  Genoese  Republic,  progressed  since  its  insti- 
•^tion. 

Fiesco's  had  been  the  most  artful  policy  that 
)e  could  have  adopted  for  lulling  suspicion ;  and 
>f  all  those  implicated  in  its  expected  results, 
lot  one  suspected  his  designs,  and  thus  none 
^ere  prepared  to  counteract  them.  Immersed 
a  pleasure,  the  type  of  the  luxuries  of  his  dass, 
le  seemed  to  have  no  thought  beyond  self-grati- 
ication ;  and  his  companions  adopting  the  same 
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manners,  they  appeared  to  have  introduced  the 
Sybarite's  reign  into  Genoa.  It  was  strange 
that  those  at  a  distance  should  sooner  have  seen 
through  his  deception,  and  read  his  motive 
than  the  Dorias  or  their  adherents,  whose  powff 
it  was  his  aim  to  overthrow.  Seemingly  open 
and  candid,  ambitious  rather  to  shine  in  an 
entertainment  than  lead  the  State,  a  blind  con- 
fidence in  him  was  created,  which  rose  even 
impervious  to  direct  admonition. 

Ferdinando  Gonzaga,  the  Emperor's  Goveinor 
of  Milan,  heard  of  this  conspiracy,  and  a  subde 
politician  himself,  he  read  at  a  glance  the  cha- 
racter of  Fiesco ;  but  the  Dorias,  hushed  in  an 
imaginary  security,  were  deaf  to  remonstrance, 
and  the  conspiracy  progressed  in  despite  of  even 
open  warning.     The  Governor  wrote  to  Gomfl 
Inarez,  Charles'  Ambassador  at  Genoa,  advising 
him  of  his  discovery,  and  desiring  him  to  watdi 
the  conduct  of  those  parties  who  were  acting 
with  Fiesco ;  and  the  Ambassador  considered  it 
his  duty  to  l^y  before  Andrew  and  GiannetiDO 
Doria,  the  parties  most  implicated  in  the  result. 
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own  knowledge  of  what  was  going  on  under 
ar  eyes,  together  with  the  information  which 
had  received  from  Milan. 
In  a  small  and  beautiful  room  of  the  elegant 
use  in  the  Piazza  Doria,  now  the  Piazza  S. 
itteo,  then  inhabited  by  Andrew  Doria,  and 
Qost  opposite  the  sacred  edifice  where  rest  his 
Qes,  sat  three  persons.  One  of  them  reclined 
m  easy  chair,  with  one  arm  supported  upon  a 
le  beside  him,  and  the  other  resting  upon  the 
nilder  of  a  younger  man,  who  sat  near  him. 
\  dress  was  a  loose  velvet  robe,  confined  round 
waist  by  a  thick  twisted  silk  cord,  and  his 
d  was  covered  with  a  small  velvet  skull-cap. 
seemed,  though  still  looking  vigorous  and 
ust,  to  have  lived  beyond  the  limit  of  time 
ally  assigned  to  mortal  life,  for  his  hair, 
eh  was  visible  under  the  edges  of  his  cap,  was 
vhite  as  snow,  and  his  countenance  wore  the 
ressive  indication  of  advanced  years.  Still  he 
»  strong  and  robust-looking,  his  chest  promi- 
t,  his  hands  full,  and  the  veins  dear  and 
inct ;  and  though  marked  by  time,  the  traces 
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were  more  those  of  a  pitying  destiny  thau  of 
an  avenging  destroyer.  His  eyes  seemed  to 
have  lost  little  of  their  original  brilliancy,  and 
their  firm,  decided  expression,  was  strengthened 
by  the  character  of  his  other  features,  calm  and 
determined,  the  traces  of  that  combined  life  of 
command  and  arduous  enterprize.  At  his  feet 
lay  a  large  stag-hound,  and  on  his  neck  was  a 
silver  collar,  with  the  name  of  Andrew  Doria 
engraven  on  it.  The  dog  was  a  present  of  the 
Emperor  Charles  to  the  old  sea  captam,  Andrew 
Doria,  at  whose  feet  he  now  lay. 

Next  to  him  sat  his  nephew,  Giannetino, 
and  however  time  might  have  changed  his 
evident  relations  with  the  Count  Fiesco,  it  had 
taken  nothing  from  his  haughty,  overbearing 
disposition  regarding  others.  He  seemed  to 
glory  in  his  pride.  He  could  hardly  conceal  it 
before  the  cold,  indifferent  look  of  the  third 
party  present,  or  that  of  his  grand  unde. 

The  other  occupant  of  the  apartment  was 
Gomez  Inarez,  a  proud  Castilian,  crafty  and 
intelligent,  who  had  waited  upon  Doria  to  make 
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known  to  him  the  contents  of  the  Governor  of 
Milan's  letter ;  and  they  now  talked  unreservedly 
c^  this  allq^ed  conspiracy  against  the  RepubUe, 
and  the  lives  of  some  of  her  chief  men. 

'*  I  hoki  it,"  ssdd  Inarez,  ''  to  be  a  duty  to 
examine  these  reports.  If  true,  the  knowkdge 
will  amply  reward  your  trouble  by  saving  your 
fives ;  if  fiedse,  you  do  no  harm." 

"  Tut !"  exclaimed  Giannetino,  carelessly 
caressing  the  head  of  the  stag-hound  as  he 
spoke.  **  Your  Excellency  over-rates  this  intel- 
ligence. The  Count  flesoo  has  now  become  our 
most  devoted  friend." 

''  It  is  but  the  artifice  to  cover  his  intentions/' 
replied  Inarez.  "The  Count  Fiesco  is  ambi- 
tious, fond  of  place  and  power,  and  none  will 
convince  me  that  he  has  forgotten,  in  the 
dalliance  of  pleasure,  his  secret  wishes  for  autho- 
rity. Could  it  be  otherwise,  Signer  ?  Young — 
of  high  family ! — " 

*'  Yes !"  said  Giannetino,  "  his  family  ranks 
next  after  our  own  in  the  State." 

''  Indeed  1"  smiled  Inarez,  as  he  continued, 
for   he  knew  that  one  cause   of  Giannetino's 
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hatred  to  Fiesco  was  the  proud  lineage  of  the 
Count.  "  But,  Signors,  when  we  think  of  his 
youth,  his  position,  his  wealth,  his  profuse  expen- 
ditin-e,  and  princely  style  of  living,  more  resem- 
bling a  sovereign  ruler  than  a  contented  subject, 
these  circumstances  afford  more  than  suspidon, 
for  they  almost  amount  to  proof,  that  these 
rumours  do  not  float  abroad  without  at  least 
some  probable  cause.  They  are  not  the  report 
of  enemies  circulated  with  the  intention  of  doing 
injury  to  their  object." 

"  Yet,"  said  Andrew  Doria,  speaking  for  the 
first  time  after  the  Ambassador's  statemeDt, 
''  the  Count  Fiesco  is  not  the  model  of  a  con- 
spirator. He  is  too  affeible  and  gay  in  his 
nature  to  put  on  the  dark  dress  of  a  plotter." 

"  Be  not  deceived  by  these  appearances," 
observed  the  Ambassador, "  or,  perhaps,  when  too 
late,  you  may  wake  to  the  fiiD  extent  of  your 
peril.  There  are  my  proofs;  they  demand, at 
least,  investigation.  Summon  the  Senate! 
arrest  the  Count  and  his  accomplices,  two  of 
whom  are  his  own  creatures,  Calcagno  and 
Sacco ;  and  the  third,  a  Venetian,  who  I  bdieve 
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is  in  debt,  and  seeks  change  as  a  relief  from 
penury.  Arrest  these.  Suspicions  will  warrant 
this  mode  of  acting  towards  them ;  and  if  there 
be  any  truth  in  the  report,  his  capture  and 
examination  will  lead  to  immediate  disclo- 
sures." 

"  Yet,"  said  Andrew  Doria,  "  I  should  hardly 
take  these  violent  steps,  or  counsel  others  to 
adopt  them,  until  we  have  more  proof  tlian 
these  vague  suspicions.  Let  time,  and  our  own 
immediate  examination  into  these  allied  cir- 
cumstances show  us  more  accurately  the  course 
we  should  adopt ;  and  we  will  soon  bring  this 
conspiracy  to  light,  and  punish  its  originators." 

"  Tune,  Signers !"  said  Inarez.  "  Why  not 
act  on  the  instant?  My  private  advices  also 
mention  the  name  of  that  scoundrel  Famese, 
Duke  of  Placentia,  as  an  abettor  of  this  Count ; 
and  as  he  bears  no  love  to  the  name  of  Doria, 
the  very  fact  of  such  a  public  intimation  is 
almost  a  proof." 

"  It  is,"  said  Giannetino,  "  a  matter  to  be 
examined." 

£  3 
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"  And  shall  be  !*'  said  the  elder  Doria.  "We 
will  see  to  it  on  the  morrow." 

"  This  day !"  exclaimed  Inarez  rising,  "^ould 
be  the  time.  This  very  night !"  and  he  paused 
as  if  he  felt  that  he  was  prophecying  the  event. 
"  This  very  night  might  be  the  time  appointed 
for  the  execution  of  their  plans.  The  moiTOW, 
Signers,  might  come  too  late  I" 

"  We  would  hope  not.  But  let  the  result  be 
what  it  may,  we  cannot  forget  your  intact,  and 
that  of  his  Excellency  of  Milan,  on  our  own 
behalf;  and — "  but  he  was  prevented  proceeding 
farther  on  this  subject,  for  the  door  was  opened 
by  a  servant,  and  the  Count  Fiesco  entered  the 
apartment.  Gomez  Inarez  started,  and  looked 
surprised.  This  certainly  did  not  seem  the  act 
of  a  very  decided  conspirator,  while  Andrew 
Doria  smiled  his  disbelief  of  the  diarge,  and 
Giannetino  cordially  received  him. 

"  Welcome,  my  Lord  Count !"  said  Afldrcw, 
extending  to  him  his  hand.  **  It  is  now  many 
days  since  I  have  seen  you.  There  has  been 
no  ailment  to  prevent  your  visiting  ?** 
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*'  None,"  replied  Kesco,  "  and  in  future  I 
will  be  more  punctual ;  for  after  Thursday  next 
I  intend  to  turn  hermit." 

"The  plot!"  muttered  Inarez,  "is  not  yet 
ripe !  And  then  he  added  aloud,  "  The  gay 
noble  will  make  a  proper  saint !" 

"  I  do  not  aim,  your  Excellency,  at  such 
eminence.  I  seek  only  in  the  hermit's  life  a 
cessation  from  the  toils  of  pleasure.  They 
become  irksome,  and  after  my  f^te  on  Thursday 
next,  I  shall  take  to  the  mountains,  and  spend  six 
months  in  prayer  and  fieisting." 

"  A  most  proper  resolution  !"  laughed  Gian- 
netino  Doria.  though  at  the  allusion  to  the 
mountains  he  had  turned  pale  and  uneasy,  nor 
did  the  change  of  colour  escape  Fiesoo. 

"  Yes,  and  it  shall  be  kept.  On  Thiu^ay, 
then,  you  wiU  come  to  bid  me  farewell ;  aod  if 
I  tbou^  I  might  prevail  uppn  another  pre- 
sent," and  he  turned  to  Andrew,  "  1 8|l^o\ild  wi^ 
to  see  with  you  the  great  sea  captcan,  and  the 
first  man  in  Genoa." 

Nay,  nay.  Count !"   said  the   old  jman ;  "  I 
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fear   me   I    cannot    go.      On  Thursday,  you 
say?" 

"  On  Thursday,  my  Lord  !" 

"  I  will  make  no  promises ;  but  if  I  can  be 
there,  I  will." 

"  I  owe  you  thanks,"  said  Resoo,  in  Ws 
most  insinuating  tone.  "  His  Excellency  here 
pleaded  business  when  last  I  waited  upon 
him.     He  will  be  free,  I  trust,  on  Thursday?' 

"  Free  for  an  evening's  pleasure,  and  to 
receive  your  vows,  my  Lord  Count,"  said  the 
Castilian,  smiling ;  "  I  shall  attend  upon  you, 
then." 

"  And  honour  me  to  boot !"  added  the  Count, 
while  Inarez  smiled,  and  the  conversation  then 
extended  to  other  matters  not  connected  with 
Genoa,  until  a  sudden  thought  entered  into 
Giannetino's  mind  of  trymg  Fiesco,  and  sedng 
how  far  he  would  be  operated  upon  by  the  report 
to  which  the  Ambassador  had  been  calling  thdf 
attention  previously  to  his  entrance.  He  turned 
abruptly  to  Fiesco. 

''  It  is  said,"  he  exclaimed  with  a  sudden 
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impetuosity^  *'  thou  art,  my  Lord,  become 
dangerous  to  Genoa  !"  Inarez  started ;  the 
elder  Doria  looked  oonfiised,  and  Fiesoo  cahnly 
smiled. 

''Methinks  I  am;  and  as  I  said,  in  utter 
penitence  I  will  take  to  the  mountains.  For  this 
morning,  my  Lord  Spinola  asserted  that  I  had 
weU  nigh  ruined  his  son,  and  the  sire  of  Leone 
Durazzo  lays  at  my  door  the  same  charge.  In 
truth,  I  find  that  I  am  become  a  growing  e\nl, 
that  only  injures  while  it  exists." 

"  By*r  Lady  !"  muttered  Inarez,  "  he  is  inno- 
cent, or  should  be  made  an  ambassador,"  and 
again  old  Doria  smiled. 

"  Thou  art  right,  my  Lord  !"  said  Giannetino, 
"  and  couldst  hardly  imagine  that  I  did  mean 
any  thing  of  deeper  import  under  my  sudden 
charge." 

Hardly  !**  answered  Fiesco ;  and  not  a  muscle 
of  his  face  moved ;  not  a  change  of  feature 
expressed  the  sudden  terror  that  the  words  of 
Giannetino  had  on  the  instant  of  their  utterance 
carried  to  his  heart.  He  was  collected,  firm, 
and  unruffled.      "  Hardly — no  1      For   deeper 
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charges  would   not   be   made   here,  since  tb^ 
Republic    looks    to    her   children;     and,   bv 
the  saints!    I    am  tired  of  all   State  policy- 
The    Emperor    and    France    have    the  worl^i 
between  them,  nor  would  I  disturb  their  plea.— 
sures." 

"  Thou    wouldst    like  power  ?"    suggested 
Inarez. 

"  Who  does  not  ?"  asked  Fiesco ;   "  and,  in 
conscience  I  have  more  than  I  well  desire." 

"  But  State  power,"  added  the  Ambassador, 
interrupting  him. 

"  Out  on  it !  no  !"  and  there  was  a  warmth 
in  his  expression ;  there  was  an  appearance  of 
heart  in  the  tones  of  his  voice  that  led  the 
Ambassador  and  the  Dorias  to  place  the  utmost 
confidence  in  what  he  stated.  '*  No  !  none  of 
it  for  me  !  I  do  not  seek  to  become  a  jug^iog 
mountebank ;  a  vendor  of  patent  nostrums  to 
gull  mankind,  and  cheat  them  into  a  belief  that 
on  my  success  hinges  their  luippiness.  I  shall 
be  no  quack  doctor,  prescribing  for  ills  I  cannot 
cure ;  no  slave,  to  do  the  errands  of  a  greater 
knave  than  myself;  no  hack  to  do  the  wotk 
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irs,  and  dream  while  I  serve  them,  that 
ambitious.    Oat  on  it !   I  am  none  of 

LOU  wouldst  be  the  master,  ihen  ?"  asked 
Qibassador,  who  felt  his  own  blood 
for  in  Kesco*s  sketch  he  read  his  own 
"  Thou  wouldst  desire  sole  power, 
lench  thine  ambition  in  the  draught  of 

r 

is  a  potent  cup  !"  scud  Giannetino  Doria. 
)  make  men  drunk,  it  is!  For  power 
iteth  faster  than  the  strongest  wat^^," 
d  Fresco,  in  a  quiet,  measured  tone ; 
iignor,  I  but  do  you  a  favour  by  wishing 
s  draught  may  never  be  within  your  reach. 
K)ison  first !" 

thank  thee,"  was  Giannetino's  answer 
his  tone  and  the  manner  of  his  speech, 
saw  how  unpalatable  was  the  advice, 
did  not  appear  to  heed  him. 
^rs,"  said  the  Coimt,  rising,  '*  I  may 
iq)on  two  of  you,  at  least,  for  Thursday's 
id — "  he  continued,  turning  to  Andrew 
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Doria,  "  to  you,  my  Lord,  I  owe  many  i 
for  even  your  conditional  promise ;"  and  as  he 
was  about  leave  the  room,  a  sudden  thought 
seemed  to  have  struck  him,  for  he  paused,  and 
passing  over  to  the  dder  Doria,  he  added: 
"  I  have  almost  forgotten  one  half  my  mi^ 
sion." 

"  What  is  it,  my  Lord  Count  ?"  said  Andrew 
in  a  kindly  tone. 

"  My  brother  Jerome  expresses  his  desire  to 
sail  this  night  for  the  Levant,  and  I  require 
the  permission  of  your  officers  for  him  to  quit 
the  harbour." 

"  See  to  it,  Giannetino  mine !"  said  Andrew, 
laying  his  hand  fondly  upon  his  grand-nephew's 
shoulder.  "  There  shall  be  no  obstacle  in  his 
way,  my  Lord !" 

"  Adieu,  then  1"  And  saluting  old  Dom 
more  as  a  son  than  a  mere  visitor,  and  passing 
a  graceful  jest  upon  Giannetino,  while  he  bowed 
with  the  careless  hauteur  of  a  man  who  thought 
his  own  rank  superior  to  the  party  addressed,  he 
bid  farewell   to   the  Ambassador,   and  quitted 
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the  apartment.  When  gone,  the  Castilian 
remained  for  many  minutes  silent,  pondering 
over  every  word  that  had  been  spoken,  striving 
to  trace  a  latent  meaning  in  each ;  but  all  seemed 
so  open,  so  candid — ^his  denunciation  of  power 
80  plain  and  straightforward,  that  he  never 
imagined  the  man  who  flouted  at  the  minor 
offices  of  ambition  was  striving  to  gather  into 
his  own  embrace  the  authority  of  a  sovereign 
prince.  He  turned  to  the  Dorias,  and  saw  in 
both  their  faces  decided  confidence,  and  implicit 
reliance  upon  the  Count. 

"  What  says  your  Excellency  now  ?'*  asked 
Giannetino. 

"  Not  much  of  importance.  You  trust  this 
Count,  and  though  I  will  confess  I  see  not  one 
tangible  pomt  in  his  character  on  which  I  would 
hang  an  accusation,  yet  I  fear  him.'' 

'^  He  is  not  dangerous,"  said  Andrew. 

"  I  trust  the  event  may  prove  your  correct- 
ness in  estimating  his  character,"  observed 
Inarez.  "  I  shall  rejoice  in  being  mistaken," 
and  changing  the  topic,  he  shortly  afterwards 
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took  his  leave.     When  he  entered  the  streets, 
proceeding  to  his  own  residence,  there  seemed 
to  be  something  unusual  in  the  countenances  olf 
many  whom  he  met,  and  he  also  remarked  th&t:^ 
he   had   never  seen  more  armed  men  in  tti^^ 
narrow  streets  of  Genoa,  for  the  burghers  mostl3^ 
during  the  day  went  unarmed.     Now,  howevcr^» 
he  saw  them  in  twos  and  threes  wdl  armed,  yer-^ 
he  could  not  connect  their  appearance  with  aik  ^ 
design  of  the  Count's ;  and  not  long  after  hem^s'^ 
Verrina  and  the  Signer  AHeo  lounging  throug^»^ 
the  streets,  careless  as  if  they  had  difficoity  ii 
getting  through  the  time  which  seemed  too  Ion 
for  them. 

"  The  knave,"  muttered  Inarez,  "  is  either  ar:* 
honest  or  a  deeply  cunning  one.     He  plays  th^ 
Dorias  as  he  lists,  yet — ^pshaw  1  by  the  saints  S 
here  he   is,"    and   Resco,   attended   by   vmf 
mounted  servants,  and  accompanied  by  his  wife 
and  her  sister,  rode  past.     Gomez  bowed  bw  to 
his  salutation.     ''  Well !"  he  continued,  speaking 
with  his  own  thoughts,  "  their  plot  is  not  yet 
ripe,   and  Gonzaga,  who   thought  it  so  near 
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bursting,  is  too  premature  by  at  least  a  month/' 
and  turning  his  thoughts  to  another  subject  he 
dismissed  the  matter  for  that  day. 

The  plot  was,  however,  ripe,  and  the 
Governor  of  Milan  nearer  the  truth  than  he 
himself  even  surmised. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

The  Fiesco  palace,  whose  existence  the  retri- 
butive justice  of  the  Genoese  Government  con- 
sidered  incompatible   with  the   insults  it  had 
suflFered,  was  conspicuous  in  1547  amongst  the 
stately  edifices  of  the  city.     Enriched  by  a  suc- 
cession of  wealthy  lords ;  improved  by  the  JKO- 
gress  of  the  arts,  whose  infancy  was  cradled  in 
Italy ;  it  had  yearly  acquired  new  beauties ;  and 
when  the  stem  edict  of  Government,  levelUngit 
to  the  ground,  had  goDe  fiMth»  it  was  the  repor 
sitory   of   the  social  elegance,  the    luxurious 
splendour,  and  the  refined  taste  of  the  age- 
sculpture,  painting,  and  architecture  had  been 
the  ministrants  in  its  embellishments.    A  hig|l 
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"vvall  enclosing  the  court-yard  separated  it  from 
the  street,  and  on  the  morning  of  the  second  of 
January  the  gates  had  been  left  open,  and  the 
lo^^ver  parts  of  the  house  were  visible  to  those 
^l^o  passed.  Several  servants  in  rich  liveries 
lixxcd  the  steps  leading  to  the  grand  entrance, 
^*^cl  on  hooks  in  the  walls  of  the  court-yard  were 
nxang  the  bridles  of  a  number  of  horses  that 
*^d  been  standing  in  it  since  early  morning. 

This  eventful  day — which  was  to  decide  the 
^ate  of  the  Conspirators,  and  the  city — found 
the  former  well  and  securely  prepared  for  carry- 
ing out  the  great  design  they  had  commenced. 
Prom  an  early  hour,  the  preceding  evening,  they 
had  been  employed  in  bringing  arms  into  the 
palace ;  and  now,  under  the  superintendence  of 
Sacco  and  Calcagno,  every  person  was  to  be 
received  into  the  palace,  but  none  allowed  to 
leave  it.  The  vassals  and  soldiers  who  were  to 
be  employed  in  commencing  the  revolt  had  been 
introduced  in  small  parties,  so  as  to  obviate  sus- 
picion, and  then  concealed  in  various  apart- 
ments. Armed,  prepared,  the  city  full  of  his 
adherents,   the  palace   strong  in   soldiers  and 
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partisans,  the  CouDt  could  with  every  reason 
reckon  upon  success,  and  but  one  step— the 
most  important  step — remained  to  be  taken; 
for  with  but  few  exceptions,  none  of  the  vast 
multitude  out  of  doors,  who  had  joined  him  in 
promising  their  assistance  to  carry  out  his  de- 
signs, knew  what  designs  those  were.  Attadied 
to  him  through  the  benefits  they  had  received 
from  him — lured  by  his  noble,  generous,  and 
strikingly  popular  traits  of  character,  they  had 
blindly  promised  support  and  assistance— for 
what,  they  were  profoundly  ignorant,  and  it 
now  remained  with  him  to  apprize  them  of  his 
intentions. 

The  leading  conspirators  had  agreed  that  after 
the  Count  should  visit  the  chief  families  in 
Genoa,  he  should  wait  upon  the  Dorias,  and  we 
have  seen  the  result  of  that  interview  in  thdr 
profound  reliance  upon  hun,  and  their  total 
insensibility  to  any  of  the  dangers  with  which 
Gomez  Inarez  said  they  were  threatened.  Their 
next  object  was  to  gather  into  the  palace  those 
upon  whom  they  could  rely,  and  who  were 
acquainted  with  their  designs ;   and  also  those 
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10,  iii«lilring  the  Dora  adnunistration,  would 
D  Fiesoo,  though  still  ignorant  of  his  inten- 
ns.  They  calculated  upon  many  as  likely  to 
influenoed  by  the  latter  motives ;  and  Yemna 
IS  dispatched  to  invite  to  the  palace  those 
lom  he  thought  most  likdy  to  forward  these 
9WS,  while  FlescOy  the  better  to  cover  his 
msy  had  formed  a  riding  party,  and  aocom- 
nied  by  his  wife  and  sister-in-law,  went  out 
ortfy  after  his  return  from  the  Dorias. 
Little  Jerome  Varras  was  still  constant  in  his 
Bts  to  Hiilip,  and  he  had  been  more  than 
ce  the  medium  through  which  Verona  had 
Qveyed  to  the  young  soldier  her  constant  and 
varying  r^ard.  In  accordance  with  his  own 
ma  of  serving  Philip,  he  frequently,  when  any 
ah  novelty  in  ladies'  gear  came  to  his  hands, 
ited  upon  her  at  the  Fiesco  palace  with 
nples ;  and  on  this  very  morning  he  left  his 
n  house  shortly  after  noon,  carrying  with  him 
ne  rare  specimens  of  Eastern  manufacture, 
rt  a  few  hours  before  had  been  landed  at  the 
rt  of  Genoa.     In  passing  through  the  streets, 
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Jerome  thought  he  saw  more  strange  faces,  and 
met  more  armed  men  than  it  had  ever  been  his 
lot  to  encounter  any  one  morning  before  in  that 
city.     Yet  he  never  attributed  their  appearance 
to  any  device  of  those  hostile  to  the  Dorias,  and 
though  thinking  that  for  a  long  time  past  all 
was  not  just  right  with  the  Count,  still  like  ^ 
prudent  man  he  sold  his  cloths,  silks  and  velvets* 
and  counting  Fiesco  amongst  his  best  customers* 
he  never  intruded  farther  than  receiving  paymeD*^ 
for  his  wares. 

When  he  arrived  at  the  palace,  the  occurrence^ 
in  the  street  were  not  lessened  in  his  imagmatioc^ 
by  what  he  saw  in  it,  for  he  caught  glimpses  of 
distant  apartments  filled  with  men,  and  he  hearth 
the  rattling  of  arms  and  accoutrements — ^unusual- 
sounds  there — and  on  the  moment  he  was  about^ 
connecting  what  presented  itself  before  his  eyefr 
within,   and   what  had  met  his  view  without  -^ 
when  his  reasonings  on  cause  and  effect  were* 
shortened   by   a    lackey's    question    as  to 
business. 

"  To  see   the  Lady  Verona  Cibo,  and 
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lelbre  her  these — ''  but  his  speech  was  cut  short 
97  the  servant's  statement  that  she  was  not  then 
in  tiie  palace. 

**  I  can  return  to-morrow,"  said  the  draper. 

••  Nay,  my  good  master !"  replied  the  other 
luiddy.  ^*  Onoe  in  to-day,  you  do  not  get  out 
atil  the  morrow,  and  that  will  save  you  the 
noi:d)le  of  returning  to  your  own  dwdling.  Your 
ilcs  wiU  keep  for  this  day." 

**Tut,  man  r  laughed  Jerome,  "I  have  a 
<ife  at  home  and  a  business  to  mind,  which 
ion.'t  well  allow  any  holidays  beyond  Sunday 
■ttd  those  ordained  by  the  Church,"  and  he 
'^^^>Shed  again,  though  not  half  liking  what  he 

"  My  orders  are  derisive  !     This  way,  master 


**  And  my  resolution  is  also  decisive.  Ill 
^*  that  way,  master  lackey.  Body  o'me !  can  a 
^^^  not  come  and  go  when  his  business  is 
*^^hed  without  leave  from  you  ?  Oh !  here  comes 
^^  Signor  Verrina  !"  exclaimed  Jerome,  some- 
^*^^  glad  to  see  him,  and  believing  that  he 
^^^^d  be  immediately  permitted  to  depart,  as 

"^OL.  in.  F 
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the  Venetian  more  than  ordinarily  richinlus 
dress  and  appointments — ^his  countenance  also 
livelier  in  its  expression  than  the  draper  had  for 
a  long  time  past  noticed  it — advanced  towards 
them.     "  Signer,  this  lackey — " 

"  Ha,  Master  Varras  !"  exclaimed  the  V«ae- 
tian  ;  and  then  he  remembered  Jerome's  refusal 
to  join  the  Count,  given  to  him  when  last  they 
met,  and  also  how  attached  the  little  draper  was 
to  Philip  Calva,  while  a  train  of  thoughts  passed 
rapidly  through  his  mind,  evoked  by  the  latter 
circumstance.  "  I  should  be  sorry,"  he  continued, 
"  to  put  an  hour's  constraint  upon  your  freedoDJ, 
but  the  orders  of  the  Count  were,  that  if  you 
came  to  the  palace  this  day,  you  should  wait 
his  return.  There  were  to  be  some  ordms  for 
the  next  festa — " 

"That,"  answered  Jerome,  with  an  eye  to 
business,  "  Signer,  alters  the  matter,  and  I  will 
wait  the  noble  Count's  return." 

"  The  lackey  then  will  lead  you  to  an  i^Not- 
ment,"  said  Verrina.  "  So  now,  good  day.  I 
must  call  on  the  morrow  and  look  over  yoor 
stock,"  and  he  passed  on. 
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"Many  thanks,  Signor/'  exclaimed  Jerome 
er  him,  and  as  the  servant,  who  had  retired 
fore  the  Venetian,  again  approached  he  added, 
ou  might  have  told  me  this  in  the  beginning, 
d  saved  time." 

*•  True,  master  1"  and  the  man  led  the  way 
X)S8  the  great  hall,  and  passing  thi'ough  many 
&8ages  stopped  at  a  small  door  near  the  rear 
the  palace.  He  opened  it,  and  Jerome  entered,  to 
d  some  half  dozen  armed  men  in  quiet  occu- 
tion,  and  himself  locked  in  along  with  them. 
e  looked  at  his  companions,  and  found  them  all 
leep.  llie  apartment  was  filled  with  arms,  and 
able  in  its  centre  was  covered  with  meats,  wine 
iks,  and  beakers.  The  men  gave  an  uneasy 
n  in  their  different  positions  as  the  noise  of 
entrance  partially  disturbed  them,  then  were 
dn  fast  locked  in  sleep.  Jerome  did  not 
;  his  situation.  Quickly  he  reviewed  in  his 
Q  mind  the  occurrences  of  the  morning ;  the 
3ps  of  armed  men  he  met  in  the  streets,  and 
ious  other  circumstances  that  then  excited 
;  little  attention,  though  now  they  seemed  the 
Qponent  parts  of  some  great  design ;  and  then 

F  2 
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when  he  turned  and  looked  at  his  compamons, 
all  strangers  to  him,  all  armed,  and  the  heaps 
of  military  accoutrements  that  were  piled  in  the 
apartment,  the  conviction  flashed  across  him,  that 
some    daring   attempt  was  meditated   by  the 
Count.     One  of  the  men  awoke,  and  lookiDg 
very  hard,  and  not  too  pleased  upon  worUiy  Je* 
rome,  he  drew  towards  himself  a  wine  flask  and 
putting  the  mouth  of  it  to  his  lips,  drank  and 
looked,  and  looked  and  drank,  until  Jerome  be- 
gan to  wish  himself  safely  at  his  own  counter. 
Uneasy   and   alarmed,   he  sat   down  upon  i 
vacant  chair,  patiently  resolving  to  wait  for  the 
result. 

The  same  conduct  had  been  adopted  towards 
many  others,  and  in  the  meantime  Venina  pro- 
ceeded through  the  city  to  invite  to  the  Count's 
palace  those  who  were  believed  from  previoas 
intimation  or  present  disposition  most  lik^  to 
forward  his  objects.  With  many  the  VenetiiD 
was  a  favourite,  for  he  possessed  a  wonderful 
facility  in  adapting  himself  to  all  phases  of 
society  and  all  descriptions  of  character,  vafiog 
under  a  plausible  exterior  the  worst  dispositiGiis 
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of  his  own  heart  With  considerable  tact  and 
judgment,  he  invited  but  those  who  were  most 
likely  to  advance  his  objects ;  and  naming  six 
o'dock  in  the  evening  as  the  hour  for  supper, 
bi  proceeded  to  those  men — mostly  burghers  of 
the  middle  dass  amongst  the  people,  and  who 
mre  known  to  possess  the  greatest  influence  over 
die  population  of  Genoa. 

**  Ha !  Master  Gritti,"  he  exclaimed,  striking 
tm  the  shoulder  a  stout  man  who  stood  at  the 
BDtrance  mto  the  butcher's  market  ^^  How  fares 
the  world  with  you?" 

"  Gaily,  Signer,"  answered  the  other,  the 
diief  member  of  the  guild  of  butchers.  ^  Gaily, 
Signer.     Can  I  do  aught  for  you  ?" 

**  Not  to-day !  You  sup  this  evening  with 
die  Count  Fiesco,  for  between  us  something 
most  be  done.  The  State — the  Dorias — thou 
knowest  the  rest ;  men  of  importance  are  re- 
piired.    Thou  comest  ?^ 

*<  It  is  an  honour,"  said  the  butcher. 

"  Not  another  word.  At  half  past  five  of  the 
dock !"  and  Verrina  passed  on,  leaving  the  other 
klighted  by  his  invitation,  and  the  importance 
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thus  attached  to  his  name ;  while  the  Venetian 
walked  through  the  market,  looking  kindly  upon 
the  humbler  members  of  the  craft,  and  nodding 
to  some,  even  courteously  lifting  his  plumed  c^ 
to  their  wives  or  daughters  as  he  chanoed  to 
catch  their  eyes.  Bending  his  steps  to  the  silk- 
spinners'  quarter,  and  there  the  name  of  the 
Count  Fiesco  was  all  powerful,  in  consequence 
of  some  large  sums  that  he  had  given  them 
when  in  a  most  distressed  condition,  he  encoun- 
tered one  of  their  leading  men,  Gregorio 
Bembo. 

''  Master  Bembo,  weQ  met  !  The  Count 
Flesco's  kindest  respects.  He  would  see  yoo 
this  evening  at  his  palace  for  supper  at  hJi 
past  five.  Strange  events  take  place.  He  says 
Genoa  must  not  be  sacrificed.'' 

"  How,  Signer?"  asked  Bembo,  a  small, 
shrewd  looking  man,  who  had  gained  greit 
wealth  in  the  lucrative  trade  which  he  carried  oft 
in  silks  with  Paris ;  *'  you  alarm  me !'' 

''  Yet  it  is  but  a  rumour.  Francis,  it  is  said, 
had  threatened  to  levy  an  extra  duty  upon  the 
produce  of  the  Genoese  loom,  if  the  Dorias  knd 
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their  open  countenance  longer  to  the  Emperor 
Charles." 

"  The  Dorias  have  saved  Genoa  to  curse  it," 
remarked  Bembo  bitterly. 

"  It  is  but  a  rumour  though — ^perhaps  a 
foolish  one,"  urged  the  Venetian.  "  The  French 
King  does  not  object  to  the  neutrality  of  Genoa* 
He  win  respect  the  Republic,  while  it  does  not 
interfere  with  him — but  no  farther." 

"  Is  the  news  certain  ?" 

"  I  think,"  said  Verrina,  lowering  his  voice 
and  bending  his  head,  so  that  he  only  spoke  in 
a  whisper:  '^I  think  it  is  true.  The  Dorias 
must  be  guarded  against,  or  farewell  to  our 
trade — to  your  trade.  You  sup  with  the  Count?" 

•*I  shall  be  the  first  man  there,"  answered 
the  other  shortly,  and  they  separated,  master 
Bembo,  to  his  business,  Verrina  for  the  Fresco 
palace.  With  a  firm  step,  as  if  that  night 
would  bring  with  it  no  danger,  or  the  morrow 
perhaps  might  not  dawn  upon  the  defeat  of  the 
conspirators,  did  the  Venetian  walk  through  the 
streets,  still  preserving  that  courtesy  of  de- 
meanour which  had  won  him  so  good  a  name ; 
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and  again  recognising^  if  by  dianoe  he  enooon- 
tered  any  of  them,  those  to  whom  he  had  gins 
the  Count's  invitation  for  that  evening's  enter- 
tainment.    When  he  had  approached  within  i 
street  of  the  palace,  a  horseman,  mounted  upon 
an  apparently  tired  and  jaded  beast,  passed  him; 
and  when  in  a  position  to  turn  and  see  his  iace> 
he  did  so,  and  Verrina  saw,  for  the  first  time^ 
since  the  night  of  the  street  fi»y,  now  maaj 
months  past,  the  stem  and  savage  features  of 
Sebastian  Larcero,  bent  full  upon  him. 

''  Eh  ?  the  Signer  Verrina !"  exclaimed  Lar- 
cero in  a  voice  somewhat  between  a  whisper  and 
a  growl.  "  Settling  time  comes  on,"  and  he 
touched  a  poniard  that  was  fastened  to  a  bdt 
slung  over  his  shoulders,  so  that  the  hilt  was 
always  convenient  to  lus  hand  ;  "  and  Philip 
Calva  is  in  prison  !" 

''Go  on,  knave!"  said  Verrina,  haughtily, 
''and  bandy  your  coarse  pleasantries  at  some 
other  shop.    I  am  no  chapman  for  your  traffic" 

"Thou  art  worse,"  and  Liaroero  laughed 
"  Signer  Lomellino  is  dead  !" 

The  name  came  so  abrupHy — ^the   manner 
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in  which  what  seemed  a  most  irrelevant  subject 
was  introduced,  appeared  so  startling,  so  strange 
to  Verrina,  that  with  all  his  self-possession,  his 
increasing  haughtiness  towards  Larcero,  he  felt 
the  colour  leaving  his  cheek,  and  his  limbs 
tremble  at  the  words  used  by  him, 

"Ha  !"  exclaimed  Larcero,  facing  him  sternly, 
"  I  touch  thee  now — ^touch  thee  to  the  quick. 
Good  day,  Signor !"  and  with  a  mocking  bow 
to  the  Venetian,  he  spurred  his  jaded  hack  and 
rode  on. 

"  What  means  he  ?"  muttered  Verrina  to 
himself,  "  what  can  he  mean  ? — Signor  Lomel- 
lino  is  dead — 'tis  a  dull  truth,  unless  the  knave 
have  some  other  object  in  view  than  the  mere 
announcement  of  what  all  Genoa  knows.  This 
suspense  is  intolerable !"  and  muttering  to  him- 
self: "  this  night  decides  my  hopes  or  infamy !" 
he  passed  through  the  open  gates  of  the  Fiesco 
palace,  and  learning  the  Count  was  returned,  he 
sought  him. 

In  the  very  apartment  in  which  they  had  first 
planned  the  conspiracy,  Verrina  found  those  who 
were  its  originators,  Sacco  and  Calcagno,  to- 

F  3 
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gether  with  Alfeo,  sitting  at  the  table  beside  tb« 
Count.     The  importance,  the  risk  of  life,  th^ 
doubts  of  success,  the  fears  of  failure,  were  r^' 
presented   strongly  upon   the   countenances  ^^ 
all,  save  the  Roman.    Fiesco  concealed,  under   ^ 
mask  of  the  most  assured  cheerfulness,  many  ^^^ 
his  own  feelings;  but  there  were  times  whe-** 
they  escaped  bounds  and  manifested  themselves- 
The  lawyer,  embarked  with  his  patron,  took  h»-^ 
tone  from  him,  and  Calcagno  mixed  with  hx^ 
readiness  and  enthusiasm  in  the  cause  much  of 
that  prudence  that  disinclined  him  at  first  to 
enter  it ;  but  now  his  zeal  was  more  conspicuous 
because    it    was   guided   by   sound   discretion. 
Verrina  of  them  all  seemed  joyous ;  the  monrow 
might  bring  a  change  that  would  place  him  be- 
yond the  reach  of  fate — he  lived  on  hope.    The 
Roman  had  become  of  late  more  calm,  more  re- 
moved from  the  feelings  that  seemed  to  mt^rest 
the  others,  and  actuated  by  some  secret  impulses 
of  his  own,  his  hand  was  always  ready;  he  could 
act,  while  others  thought ;   and  the  most  im- 
portant suggestions — the  most  valuable  advises 
originated  with  him. — So  far  he  had  been  the 
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fs  right    ann   la   cbovsiit — ^Vemznu   in 
.     Nov  he  seersed.  iumTcr^  fi>  be  bat  a 
passire  instramecty  for  he  asfiented  bv  a 
e  or  a  look,  and  beyood  that  hk  mtcF- 
e  for  the  last  hour  had  not  gone. 
[j  Vemna !"  fxrbtmfd  Fiesco,  od  smi^ 
enetiaii  enter,  and  making  room  for  him 
own   side,   "we    {nro^r.      What    say 
The  guests  are  inrited,  and  will  come  ?^* 
n !"  answered  the  Venetian.     "  Some  ex- 
.  supper,  others,  more   reasonable,  think 
win  be  seasoned  by  a  lecture." 
or  shall    the    knaves  be    disappointed! 
■s,  our  &te  is  on  this  night's  game !     To* 
TTy  we  may  rule  Genoa,  or  fill  her  prisons  ; 
r  brave  men,  death  is  better  than  a  pro- 
l   slavery !     Any    change   less   miserable 
he  rule  of  the  Dorias  !" 
terminates  this  night,"  said  Sacco. 
ever  to  have  a  resurrection,"  added  Cal- 

rue,  my  friends !"  continued  the  Count, 
nee  overthrown,  it  will  never  rise  again  I 
ignor  Alfeo  is  silent — what  says  he  ?" 
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"But  little,  my  Lord.     The  time  for  acdoa 
rapidly  approaches." 

"  Thanks !  Yes.  Verrina,  but  one  thing 
remains  to  be  done  before  we  go  to  supper  ; 
then  to  our  repast  with  what  appetite  we  may  ! 
We  must  send  a  trusty  messenger  to  examine 
the  state  of  the  city.  A  whisper  now  may 
bring  upon  us  unprepared  the  whole  power  of 
the  Dorias.  I  would  know  whether  they  yet 
suspect  us." 

"  Let  that  business  be  mine/'  said  the  Vene- 
tian, "  I  shall  examine  the  city." 

"  If  th^  suspect,  they  may  lay  hands  upon 
you,"  remarked  Fiesco. 

•*  I  do  not  fear  it." 

"  Go  then,  in  the  name  of  fortune !"  and  the 
Venetian  rose  and  left  the  apartment.     He  had 
also  another  object  in  view.     Since  the  previous 
day  he  had  not   been  at  his   own  residence. 
Doubts,  hopes,  fears  jostled  strangely  together 
in  his  mind,  for  he  could  not  free  himself  from 
the  apprehension  produced  by  the  few  words  be 
had  with  Larcero ;  and  in  no  enviable  state  of 
feeling  did  he  traverse  the  hall  of  the  palace, 
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pos  throogii  Aft  comt-jvdL  lad  cnftpr  lom  tikt 
'''^BetB.  A  mm  of  detcmimiaa  md 
1^ lint  otgedmB  the  Ihbdcss  of  hk 
^fi&  caotiao  md  pradencr  he  fine  met  to  tfap 
'^Qtia  pahoe.  md  fomid  tkat  »  ¥ct  no  suspi- 
Qqh  of  his  design  had  entered  tfacfe.  At  tbe 
^l£c  pkoes  he  Katened  to  the  oonrcrsitioD  of 
he  citizens ;  hot  there  also,  there  was  oothing 
o  annoy  hiuL  He  passed  on  to  the  dtv  gates ; 
CHiDged  for  some  nxments  in  pleasant  conTcr- 
^Ition  with  anoflioer  of  tbe  guard;  with  a  ^ance 
Xmfinned  a  partisan,  and  then  turned  to  the 
Qtjr  harbonr.  Here,  as  dsewhere,  all  seemed 
peace  and  security.  Sailors  were  trimming  the 
nils,  and  making  preparation  for  the  departure 
3f  the  galley  belonging  to  Jerome,  the  Count's 
brother,  for  she  had  been  kept,  though  not  his 
iffoperty,  in  his  name.  Men  lounged  about  the 
sort,  sailors  and  landsmen,  yet  amongst  many 
here  was  a  peculiarity  of  conduct  and  expres- 
non  when  the  Venetian  approached.  Some- 
imes  a  rapid  sign  would  be  made,  and  then  he 
passed  on. 
Not  a  suspicion  seemed  to  have  taken  pes- 
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session  of  any  of  those    most  dreaded.    T'/3€ 
Donas  were  blind,  the  city  quiet,  and  the  first 
shades  of  evening  were  tranquilly  setting  over 
Genoa.     The  lovely  day   was  yielding  to  tbe 
first  approaches  of  a  calm,  beautiful  night ;  and 
Verrina  felt  new  courage  to  fece  every  difficoltjr, 
as  slowly  he  turned  his  steps  to  his  own  dwell- 
ing.    At  the  door  he  was  met  by  a  confideDtial 
domestic,  and  he  went  to  his  own  apartments. 
The  coming  shades  of  the  evening  were  creep- 
ing gradually  down,  and  the  light  of  the  day 
fell  dull  and  clothed  with  half  obscurity  upon 
the  furniture  of  the  room  where  he  now  wa«. 
It  was  a  private  apartment  stored  with  some 
strange  relics,  and  strange  conceits  of  the  me- 
chanism  of   that   period.      Two    cedar  wood 
cabinets  of  curious    workmanship,  both  saved 
from  the  Venetian  sack  of  Constantinople  by 
an  ancestor  of  Verrina,  stood  one  in  each  end 
of  the  apartment,  and  were  from  the  peculianty 
of  their  construction,  the  richness  of  the  mate- 
rial, and  the  memories  connected  with  themi 
peculiarly  valuable.     Florentine  locks,  then  the 
triumph  of  mechanical  skill,  had  been  made  of 


'''^^  bjr  VcnsB*}  tkb  mr  niactgg  ^:  :3em. . 
"^  be  lad  toaAt  tmese  oooxifQ  ^  ^ssobbstxs 
cf  liB  viliidbfe  pipoES.  -Bid  BzinacK  :zisci  ZKinse 
wliieli  he  had  aeczod  en  r^  :ie3:  ic  Lcoei- 
blo's  dadi.  Over  :be  ^-pace  bscr  i::  :id 
P^Qitiiig;  the  dtfc  nscR  trAT_  tw?  h.:aDire*i 
yens  anteocdcDt  to  hs  irrrnl  zi  Gfo^s.  vt> 
1322.  It  was  duk  snd  almiisi  ia&dzxt.  ibe 
coloun  bronzed  br  tnne  h&d  ki5t  ihdr  rxrieties^ 
tod  all  were  Uended  into  one  in-iktiD-n  shade  ol 
1  hrown  purfde,  while  the  outline  of  the  figunes 
HIS  hardly  obsenraUe ;  their  feamres  and  what 
the  painter  meant  by  his  conception  had  become 
too  worn  and  disarranged  by  time  to  be  now 
traoeaUe.  Verrina  paused  before  it.  The  dark 
shades  of  the  evening  fell  upon  its  surface,  and 
it  seemed  almost  a  type  of  himself. 

He  raised  his  eye  mechanically  from  it  to 
the  cabinets.  The  light  was  duD,  yet  he  thought 
he  could  perceive  the  white  edge  of  a  slip  of 
pap^  creeping  out  through  the  opening  where 
the  doors  met.  He  gazed  on  it,  as  if  spell. 
boimd.  He  could  not  move,  could  not  stir  to 
convince  himself  of  the  reality  or  illusion  of  his 


112  THE  WILL;  OR, 

sight ;  and  for  moments  after  he  first  saw  it,  he 
remained  paralyzed,  fijced  to  the  spot  where  be 
stood.  Slowly  his  mind  recovered  fit)m  the 
shock,  and  dashing  his  hand  across  his  brow, 
he  muttered  in  a  hoarse  tone : 

"Certainty  is  preferable  to  suspense/'  and 
with  one  step,  he  reached  the  cabinet,  stooped 
down,  and  drew  foith  a  slip  of  paper— K)f  the 
papers,  which  above  all  others  he  wanted  mort 
to  secure.  With  a  violent  motion  he  rung  the 
silver  hand-bell  that  stood  on  the  table,  and  as 
the  servant  instantly  appeared,  he  sfnnog 
towards  him ;  but  the  first  burst  of  passion 
over,  he  had  recovered  his  power  over  himsdf, 
and  he  turned  calmly  towards  the  man. 

"  Mascardi,  who  visited  here,  this  morning?" 

"  I  know  not.  Signer  !*' 

"Some  one  was  here,  in  this  very  room! 
No  lies  !     No  deceit !     I  am  right  !'* 

"  Yes,  Signer  !'*  and  the  man  paused  and 
hesitated.  "  A  stranger  presented  himsdf  this 
morning.  He  demanded  admittance  -  to  your 
private  apartments.'' 

"You  admitted  him?**  interrupted  Variw. 
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tad  his  oouotenanee  grew  pale,  while  a  sickly 
tenor  crept  over  his  heart.     **  What  next  ?" 

The  servant  did  not  answer.  He  grew  paler 
than  his  master,  his  features  were  moved  as  if 
bjr  some  internal  struggle,  and  then  he  stood 
ttOl  as  a  statue,  the  image  of  mute,  motionless 
tenor. 

"  A^Dain  1''  shouted  Verrina,  fiercely  clutching 
his  arm.  "  Who  was  here  ?  What  his  busi- 
Mtt  7     Why  was  he  admitted  ?" 

"  He  presented  your  own  signet  ring,  Signor, 
and  said,  you  had  sent  him  1" 

The  Venetian  felt  his  blood  flow  cold  and 
languid  through  his  veins,  as  if  the  channels 
were  lined  with  ice.  His  heart  beat  violently — 
a  nuddng  pain  pierced  through  his  brain.  His 
lignet  ring  1  He  had  lost  it  on  the  night  of 
Lomdlino's  death.   "  The  name  of  this  visitor?" 

"Castruccil"  and  as  if  the  name  was  too 
great  for  utterance,  the  servant  paused  to  take 
breath. 

<<Qor'  said  Verrina,  with  superhuman  quiet- 
ness in  his  tone.  "  It  was  wrong  to  have  ad- 
mitted him,  but  the  ring  was  sufficient  warrant. 
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Go  !  when  I  require  your  presence,  I  can  ring 
for  you,"  and  the  man  glad  of  the  relief,  hastily 
quitted  the  apartment.  The  Venetian  turned 
to  the  cabinet.  Slowly  he  drew  from  a  secret 
pocket  in  his  vest  a  small  and  peculiar  siher 
key,  fitted  it  in  the  lock,  and  cautiously  opened 
it.  One  glance  oonfirmed  his  worst  suspicions. 
The  papers  were  gone.  Though  expecting  this, 
he  could  hardly  support  the  certainty  of  his  sur- 
mises. He  looked  with  vacant  eye  upon  the 
drawer  in  which  they  had  been  placed.  In  it 
still  lay  the  jewels  and  the  remainder  of  the 
money  he  had  brought  from  Lomellino's ;  but 
the  proofs  of  his  own  guilt — they  were  gone! 
and  the  dread  name,  whose  own^  seemed  to 
know  his  history  better  than  he  did  himsdf,  be- 
longed to  the  individual  who  had  now  his  very 
life  in  his  hands. 

''  In  confusion,  there  is  hope !''  he  muttered  to 
himself,  after  a  long,  vacant  look  at  the  cabinet 
now  dimly  visible  in  the  twilight  "  The  con- 
spiracy is  my  remedy.  Ho!  without  there  1 
Mascardi — no  more  Castrucds !  The  knave  has 
cheated  thee  out  of  thy  senses ;  but  thanb  to 
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the  workmen  of  Florence !  he  has  been  here 
foSed.  He  has  stolen  nothing.  See,  that  you 
admit  him  not  again/'  and  with  these  brief 
directions,  and  a  light  laugh,  while  terror  and 
deep  dread  sat  upon  his  heart,  he  again  entered 
the  streets,  and  dismissing  his  attendants,  pro- 
ceeded alone  to  the  Count's  palace. 

The  stillness  of  night  was  rapidly  descending 
upon  the  dty ;  the  shops  were  closed;  the  bur- 
ghers' business  for  the  day  was  finished,  and  the 
streets  had  become  tranquil,  relieved  from  the 
prassure  of  trade  and  the  throng  of  commerce. 
Verrina  attended  little  to  any  of  these  circum- 
stances, for  with  rapid  step  he  passed  on  to  the 
palace.  When  he  reached  the  great  entrance, 
he  turned  to  the  nearest  lackey. 

"  Let  the  gates  be  closed !  Open  them 
for  aU  who  seek  admittance,  but  allow  none 
to  pass  out."  He  then  proceeded  to  the 
Count 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

Numerous  were  the  guests  whom  the 
Count's  invitation,  expressed  through  the  Ve- 
netian, had  now  collected  in  his  palace.  Few 
of  them  knew  for  what  purposes  they  weifC 
assembled ;  and  even  those  to  whom  the  diief 
conspirators  had  imparted  the  outlines  of  6^0^ 
plot,  were  so  darkly  informed  as  to  its  reil 
nature  and  objects,  that  they  were  in  com- 
parative ignorance  r^arding  his  ultioote  in- 
tentions. When  the  gates,  according  to  Vep- 
rina's  orders,  had  been  closed,  but  few  more 
presented  themselves  for  admission;  and  aDi 
except  the  soldiers  and  vassals  who  were  lodlged 
in  the  rear  of  the  inunense  buildiDg,  had  now 
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mx  assembled  in  the  great  banquetiDg-haU 
thepalaoe.  Previously  to  their  being  in- 
oduoed  into  this  apartment,  they  had  been 
cated  in  some  of  the  other  rooms  of  the 
aiding ;  and  in  order  to  produce  no  unneces- 
ly  alarm,  these  chambers  had  been  kqit  free 
Dm  soldiers  or  arms,  and  nothing  calculated 
excite  suspicion  as  to  the  ultimate  objects 
'  the  entertainer  was  allowed  to  be  placed  in 
em. 

A  bell,  rung  at  six  o'dock,  was  intended  to 
re  notice  of  the  supper  being  ready;  and, 
the  meantime,  Fiesco  had  waited  personally 
on  his  guests,  talked  and  jested  with  them, 
t  without  revealing  the  least  intention  of  his 
signs.  On  this  head  he  was  mysterious  and 
snt ;  and  some  minutes  before  the  ringing  of 
i  bell,  he  had  left  them. 
•*By're  Lady!*'  said  Master  Gritti  of  the 
sh-market,  to  his  companion,  Master  Bembo, 
the  silk-spinners'  quarter,  '*  there  goes  the 
Q  for  supper!  Come,  shall  we  go  down 
fcther?" 
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"With  pleasure!"   rejoined   the   silk-deatar. 
"  What  think  you  of  this  new  rumour?" 

"  I  have  not  heard  it" 

"  No  !  I  wonder  at  that,  for  I  should  have 
thought  you  amongst  the  very  first  to  hear  of 
it :  though  as  it  peculiarly  affects  our  trade, 
the  secret  was  instantly  confided  to  me." 

"  Indeed !"  muttered  Gritti,  not  over-satis- 
fied that  his  companion  should  seem  more 
important  than  himself,  and  become  the  depo- 
sitory of  any  information  not  also  trusted  to 
him.  "  Indeed,  Signer !  And  what  may  it 
concern  ?" 

"  After  supper — ^after  supper !"  exclaimed  the 
silk-dealer ;  and  now  the  party  had  reached  the 
great  hall,  where  they  expected  to  find  a  ban- 
quet on  a  scale  corresponding  to  their  eager 
anticipations,  and  their  appetites.  Those  before 
the  Signers  Bembo  and  Gritti  seemed  to  have 
paused,  as  also  did  the  guests  immediately 
preceding  them ;  and  wonder,  mingled  with  no 
small  share  of  alarm  was  evident  upon  their 
countenances,  as  they  turned  their  fkces  towards 
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3e  in  the  rear  of  them,  where  the  full  light 
many  lamps  streamed  down  and  illumined 
passage,  and  the  features  of  those  in  it. 
'Proceed,  Signors!"  exclaimed  the  master- 
dier,  who  snuffled  and  strove  to  catch  the 
\e  of  the  viands,  which  he  believed  laid  out 
the  hall,  and  whose  appetite,  at  all  times 
n,  had  now  been  provoked  by  a  long 
;.    "Proceed,  Signors!     The   supper  waits 

'  Supper !"  muttered  one,  turning  an  angry, 
&ce  towards  the  speaker.     *'  Supper,  in- 
I!" 

Yes!"  exclaimed  another.     "A  supper  of 
'  Toledos  and  Milan  mail !     Master  Gritti, 
is  way  for  you  !'* 

Tush  !  Signors  1"  exclaimed  Tomaso  As- 
to,  who,  admitted  into  the  secret,  and  having 
me  an  active  agent  in  the  conspiracy, 
pressed  forward.  "  We  shall  fast  this 
ling,  to  sup  more  gaily  on  the  morrow, 
re,  Signors,  here's  way  made !"  and  the 
pany  now  filed  forward  into  the  great  hall. 
>rise,  terror,  wonder  and  alarm  were  now 
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visible  upon  almost  every  &ce.  Each  man  of 
those  not  acquainted  previously  with  what  would 
really  present  itself  before  his  eyes,  could  huSj 
then  credit  what  he  saw. 

The  court-yard  had  been  lighted  with  DUID^ 
rous  gay,  parti-coloured  lamps,  which  shed  their 
green,  and  red,  and  purple  light  upon  the  daik, 
bronzed  faces  of  several  soldiers,  who,  all  weD 
armed,  crowded  the  space,  and  lined  the  walls. 
Piles  of  weapons  were  scattered  here  and  there 
through  it,  and  domestics  stood  by  them,  as  if 
ready  to  arm  any  person  who  sought  the  fiivoor 
from  their  hands.  Breast-plates,  helmetSi 
greaves,  hauberks,  pikes,  petronels,  arquebuses, 
and  a  variety  of  smaller  weapons,  pomards 
and  pistols,  were  heaped  together,  and  polidied, 
they  shone  with  many  colours,  as  they  reflected 
from  their  dear  surfaces  the  light  of  the  varioDS 
lamps. 

In  the  hall  where  the  guests  were  assemlM 
the  same  appearances  presented  th^nselves;  fiv 
the  walls  were  lined  with  armed  men,  and  od 
the  tables,  where  most  expected  to  have  soidb 
of  those  tempting  viands  for  whidi  the  Fleapo 
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palace    was'  filmed  throughout    Genoa,    were 
heaped  piles  of  armour.     Suits  of  mail,  of  a 
higher   quality — plate    and    chain — than    that 
lying  in  the  court,  were  arranged  on  the  various 
tables,  and  weapons  of  every  description  were 
strewed  among  them.     Each   man  looked  at 
his  neighbour.     What  meant  all  these  curious 
and  most  dangerous  preparations  ?  was  a  ques- 
tion asked  in  the  silent  gaze  of  each.     Those 
who  bad  no  idea  of  the  conspiracy  were  stupi- 
fied — amazed — astonished.      Those  who  knew 
that  the  Count  had  determined  something  for 
that  night — ^but  what  they  could  not  accurately 
explain — ^felt  that  what  they  saw  exceeded  any 
anticipations  they  had  dared  to  form.      Those 
weU   aware  of   his   designs,    were   astonished 
themselves  by  their  effects  upon  their  compa- 
nions. 

The  silk-spinner  had  stuck  hard  to  the  skirts 
of  the  butcher  :  "  Master  Gritti,"  he  said,  m  a 
tremulous  voice,  "what  mean  these  prepara- 
tions ?     We  cannot  sup  on  cold  steel !" 

"Many  a  good  man  has  though!"  replied 
VOL.  ni.  G 
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the  butdier,  determinedly ;  "  and  it's  good  diet, 
Master  Bembo :  for  though  not  over-fiitteinDgt 
it's  very  filling ;  night,  noon,  or  monung. 
take  a  large  dose  of  it,  and  111  warrant  you 
don't  get  hungry  again  in  this  life  T 

''  I  believe  you,  Signor,"  answered  the  other, 
drily ;  "  but  as  I  intend  to  live  a  little  longer, 
if  the  Lord  will  permit  me,  I  shan't  tiy  such 
hard  food." 

''All  to  their  own  whims,  Master  Bembo! 
I  am  for  the  Count ;  and,  by  the  mass  1  I  like 
this  bold  bearing !     It's  to  a  man's  fancy." 

"  Not  mine,  certainly !"  said  Bembo. 

"Nor,  body  o'  me,  is  it  to  mine!"  said 
another  person  on  the  butcher's  right  arm. 
"I  can  handle  an  dl-wand,  or  judge  a  silk; 
but  arms  are  not  in  my  trade." 

"Master  Varras!"  exclaimed  Bembo,  "you 
here?  I  can  hardly  understand  this;  bot  l 
for  one,  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  such 
proceedmgs.  I  like  the  Count,  yet  not  so 
much  as  to  peril  life  for  him." 

"He's  my  best  customer  I"  said  Jextm^  ^ 
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indancholy  tone,  ''yet,  Signor,  I  agree  with 
0^1  and  I  fear  me  that  this  madness  will 
^juie  himself  more  than  it  will  others.'' 

**  Tush  1''  exclaimed  the  butcher,  and  the 
ord  had  been  taken  up  by  the  Count's  par- 
lans^  and  thus  the  attention  of  the  guests, 
ho  had  broken  into  small  knots,  and  were 
scussiog — many  in  an  angry  tone — what  had 
st  occurred,  was  divaied  to  another  object 
rush  !  Silence,  Signers  !  The  Count !" 
"  I  care  not !"  muttered  Bembo. 
"  Would  Aat  I  stood  behind  my  own 
unter !"  prayed  Jerome ;  and  then  the  Count, 
liling  and  richly  dressed,  accompanied  by 
Ifeo^  Sacco,  Cakagno,  Verrina,  his  brothers 
rome  and  Ottobon,  his  natural  brother  Cor- 
ibus,  and  others  of  his  staunchest  adherents, 
liked  slowly  into  the  halL  The  interest  of 
ose  present,  their  excitement — the  conse- 
lenoe  of  such  strange  and  unexpected  pro- 
edii^s — ^ware  both  raised  to  die  highest 
tch,  when  Fiesco  and  his  party  advanced 
ito  the  hall.  Their  astonishment  could  not 
scape  his  notice. 

o  2 


"  I  never  doubted,"  said  the  Vei 
remained  silent. 

Fiesco  slowly  advanced  into  the 

apartment.     His   eye  seemed   ins 

pick  out  those  men  on  whom  in  th 

he  could  depend,  and  the  first  to  ^ 

vanced  was  the  butcher  Gritti. 

"  My  friend,  thou  art  surprised.' 

''  But  not  terrified,"  said  the  otl 

"  Good !"  rejoined  Resco,  and  fc 

the  rest,  with  a  word  of  encouragi 

a  compliment  to  another,  a  kindly 

third,  and  an  inquiry  for  a  fourth ;  a 

he  had  thus  mentally  reckoned  up 

might  be  depended  upon,  his  count 

ening  up,  his  eyes  kindling,  his  no 
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^  lljr  fi]CBd^  yam  wet   nsnnaisk  sxrrEiMsfL 

P^fa^K  nam  cf  yam  Mrrrirc  viisL  uttcssi  Jist 

^  paitake  of  ao  cBKrtnimBa:.  jiie  -mi;  linzmv 

^^e  ftheefifkuB«f  var.     Am  I  n:  mc  ii.nr 

^^^  iqxn  ym  to  aaoe  to  JcaiB :  I  n-ixt  t:i&  v:* 

1^  me  in  m  deed  «f  nkj^r  icid  jkii!^.  ttj:^ 

^^  crown  joa  vidi  immciiiJ  rebowia.  Sdt^ 
^  Genn!  fat  oar  ooantjr!  Sjt  cuk  cpoo 
ytm,  siqiplicilcs  toq  vkii  octs&nciiHi  utds  to 
^>elease  bo-  fiom  the  ocfious  trnnnT  mn  crushes 
^od  destroys  bo- spirit,  annirifialrR  her  6t«doai, 
^Uid  enshves  bo-  children  ! 

**  Is  diere  any  one  boe  that  can  be  igncvant 
of  the  prpssing  danger  of  the  oommoDwealth  t 
^Hiat  do  you  imagine  is  the  meaning  of  the 
>vailike  preparations  that  fill  our  streets,  and 
crowd  our  harboun?      My  fiiends,  we  have 
abeady  suffered  too  much  fit)m  the  insolence  of 
Giannetino,  and  the  tyranny  of  Andrew  Doria ; 
and  now  we  behold  the  evidence  of  their  conti- 
nued designs  against  our  freedom»  in  their  piv- 
sent  naval  and  military  preparations.     They  are 
the  firm  adherents  of  the  Emperor;   and  his 
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power  must  be  founded  in  our  slavery — ther-^= 
glory  raised  on  our  debasement !     I  might  proip 
by  letters  beyond  the  power  of  suspici(»,  \ 
the  Emperor  has  promised  to  Andrew  Doria  tb=^^ 
sovereignly  of  Genoa,  and  is  ready  to  fulfil  h  ^^ 
promise.     1  could  prove  to  you,  by  unimpeacl:^-* 
able  testimony,  that  Giannetino  Doria  has  thr^?^ 
times  attempted  my  bfe!   .But  I  seek  not  -0?^ 
excite  your  resentment  for  my  wrongs^  whiL^s^ 
the  wounds  of  the  commonwealth  call  aloud  C:^ 
you  for  a  physician.     They  would  raise  a  throc^^ 
on  the  lifeless  body  of  the  State;  but  thk  ur^::^ 
righteous  dominion  you  have  it  now  in 
power  to  subvert,  and  firmly  to  establish 
freedom  of  your  country ! 

'*  You  must  drive  out  fifom  amongst  yot^^ 
these  tyrants,  and  I  have  now  adopted  the  mosi^^^ 
effectual  means  for  this  purpose,  whidi 
but  your  consent  and  wilUng  assistanoe  to 
crowned  with  success.  Our  associates  are  many,i 
our  allies  powerful;  and  these  tyrants  sleep  in 
security,  unprovided  against  the  blow  dat^ 
threatens  them.  Methinks  I  see  your  qres-- 
sparkling  with  the  generous  fire  whkah  a  juflt 
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rose  in  the  ■|Mlinfnt»  for  his  cnm  Tissik  and 
ictanas  had  no  wiD  berond  his.  Yet  che  sod- 
den anDomioanc&t  of  his  des^gnsi  the  extnmdK 
naiy  oofBeqnenoes  that  might  result  fimn  them, 
the  utter  want  of  pteparation  on  their  part  for 
any  ezpectatkm  of  a  design  so  vast^  so  dangerous, 
so  calculated  to  produce  startling  effects,  stunned 
fay  its  explanation  the  timorous,  startled  the  bold, 
and  horrified  the  virtuous. 

Tet  the  speech  was  admirably  adapted  for 
the  audience,  amongst  whom  were  many  desirous 
of  diange,  and  hopmg  to  draw  fix)m  the  turbu- 
fence  of  an  insurrection,  and  the  success  of  the 
Count's  designs,  their  own  rewards.  Private 
motives  weighed  with  some  who  heard  him,  for 
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the  Venetian  was  not  the  only  man  who  expect^^^ 
to  turn  to  his  own  personal  advantage  the  harMy 
and  the  confusion  of  a  revolution.  Eveiy  passion 
of  those  present  was  influenced    No  man  knc^^"^ 
how  much  his  neighbour  might  have  been     ^ 
party   to  this    conspiracy    before    its    preseoM^^ 
announcement ;  and  suspicious,  afraid,  lest  suc^" 
cessful  against  the  Dorias  they  might  fall  victuca.^ 
to  a  refusal  to  join,  many  found  themselves  com- 
pelled to  assent.     Some  were  dependants  of  tb.^? 
Count ;  some  feared  his  resentment ;  and  other^s 
with  nothing  to  lose,  but  all  to  gain,  looked  to  ^ 
revolt  as  death  or  the  means  to  fortune. 

*'  What  say  you,  friends  V*  asked  Fiesoo, 
again  looking  round  upon  his  guests,  and  hi^ 
face  had  acquired  a  paler  shade,  as  their  silence 
for  a  few  minutes  continued.  **  Signer  Gritti,'^ 
as  the  butcher,  important  with  a  powerful  dass^ 
stood  prominently  forward,  '*  wiU  you  strike  for 
Genoa  ?" 

'^  I   am  thine,  my  Lord  I"    exclaimed  the 
other. 

'^  Thanks  I ''    and    cordially    pressing   tbe 
butcher's  hand,  he  proceeded    past    his   two 
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leighboiirs,  for  he  read  in  their  faces  no  encou- 
E^^menty  and  stopped  beside  another  tall  man, 
^ho  stood  also  somewhat  forward,  his  hand 
ttting  on  the  hilt  of  his  sword :  ''  Does  the 
Jignor  Priuli  strike  with  me?  Liberty  demands 
lis  aid!" 

*'  She  shall  not  ask  in  vain!"  rejoined  the 
^er.  '*  I  hold  the  blade;  the  scabbard  is 
:one!"  and  unsheathing  the  weapon,  he  flung 
^kie  its  scabbard,  and  hung  the  sword  naked 
^  his  side. 

**  Would  that  Genoa  had  more  such  sons ! 
•^t  we  do  not  despair.    Ah !  the  Signer  Donate, 

see  thou  art  with  as.  Giovanni  Pesaro,  courage ! 
^^e  assistance  is  in  itself  a  host!  Master 
^«trigo,  all  Genoa  would  rise  at  thy  voice !  Pascal 
"^icogna !  In  truth,  with  such  it  were  madness 
-C)  despair !"  and  thus  picking  out  the  men  to 
^  depended  on,  he  turned  to  the  Signer  Gritti : 
*  What  say  the  silk-spinners  ?" 

"  My  Lord  I"  said  Gritti. 

"  One  word !"  interrupted  Fiesco  in  a  whis- 
ker.    "  Thou  art  not  with  us  ?" 

"No!     But—" 

g3 
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"  SileDce  !*'    and    Gritti    remained  dumb/' 
Master  Varras !" 

''  I  am  no  soldier,  my  Lord,"  b^an  Jerome. 
'*  Tush !  I  know.  Signor  Yerrina,  thou  vBt 
see  these  two  worthy  citizens  safiiy  disposed  rf 
for  this  night.  In  the  morning  they  will  be  st 
liberty/'  and  Jerome  and  Gritti  being  led  oat 
from  the  hall,  were  both  confined  in  the  nry 
apartment  in  which  Jerome  had  passed  the 
morning.  The  worthy  draper  looked  at  bis 
companion,  who  remained  silent,  and  then 
resigned  himself  cahnly  to  his  fiE^ 

''  All/'  asked  Fiesco,  "  are  now  with  me?" 
"Alir  was  re-echoed  back  in  a  low, stem 
tone,  which  sounded  heavily  upon  the  Cooot's 
own  heart ;  and,  perhaps,  if,  an  hour  before,  <^ 
kind  word  of  advice  had  been  given  to.  him,  be 
might  have  been  saved.  But  now  the. die  M 
cast ;  his  fate  was  decided ;  and  the  time  bf 
repentance  had  passed,  swallowed  up  in  the  boor 
for  action.  "  All !"  A  smfle  of  triumph  passed 
over  Verrina's  face ;  a  new  feding  seized  rxf^ 
his  mind. 

"  All  1"  he  muttered  to  himself.  ^'To-moiTO^i 
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aod  I  defy  power  r  and  he  tallied  to  look  apon  his 
cxm^Nuiioiis^  Saooo  and  Calcagiio  seemed  folly  to 
qipreciate  die  importamoe  of  the  crisis ;  but 
on  the  RomaD's  daric,  impassible  features,  no 
change  appeared  to  have  taken  place,  though 
yerrina  thought  he  saw  luridog  a  wild,  terrible 
ezpressioii  in  his  eye ;  but  his  &oe  was  mostly 
anrerted,  and  he  could  not  judge  of  his  feeliogs 
by  his  countraanoe. 

"  Then,  my  friends,"  omtinued  Flesco,  '*  Genoa 
does  not  demand  empty  hands.  Here  are  arms, 
and  tiiough  they  may  not  be  much  needed,  still 
it  is  advisable  that  they  should  be  worn,  for  even 
caofward  hearts  learn  bravery  when  prepared.  To^ 
moiTOW  m^t  we  shall  sup,  when  triumphant  in 
success !     To-night — ** 

**  We  may  die !"  muttered  Alfeo,  so  low  that 
none  heard  his  words. 

<<  We  shall  sup  with  the  Dorias  I"  shouted 
the  butcher. 

**Thou  art  my  prophet!"  added  Fieseo. 
''  Courage,  then,  my  friends !  But  a  few 
moments,  and  I  am  with  you,"  and  calling  for 
the  seneschal  of  his  palace,  he  ofd^^  such 


in  the  court-yard,  while  J?^escc 
apartment.  The  Venetian,  with 
cagno,  went  amongst  the  guests, 
kept  aloof,  and  his  eye  followed  tb 
of  the  Count  to  the  door ;  then,  i 
some  sudden  and  powerful  ag< 
feeling,  he  bounded  after  him, 
just  reached  the  passage,  he  stoc 

«  My  Lord !" 

"  Well,  my  friend !"  asked 
own  face  pale  and  care-worn, 
departed  from  the  hall  the  confli 
his  heart,  no  longer  stayed  by  tl 
the  previous  scene,  came  rushing 
turned  towards  the  paler  feature] 
"  what  would'st  thou?" 
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biD.  -Td."  he  added. -«liT 
TliemaiaiT  c£  fast 
tbepRseat.     He  <id  not 

WiD    I    b    TtBgBMWtl     In 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

The  noise  of  preparation  had  penetrated  to 
the  apartments  of  the  ladies  of  the  Count's 
household.  It  was  impossible  that  troops  d 
armed  men,  and  loads  of  the  weapons  of  war 
could  be  conveyed  there,  without  some  repcwrt  of 
these  circumstances  coming  to  the  ears  of  V^ 
rona  or  her  sister;  and  alarmed,  uneasy,  thef 
saw  the  preparations  which  had  been  nude 
during  the  day  for  the  enterprise  of  the  dght 
For  what  purpose  these  men  or  these  heaps  d 
weapons,  were  brought  into  the  palace,  neither 
knew,  nor  could  even  guess,  but  their  woirt 
suspicions  and  then*  greatest  fears  were  excited 
by  such  unusual  occurrences.   Fiesoo's  convtf- 
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m  during  the  day  had  fivquendy  provoked 
ark.  He  ^vas  soinetimes  gay,  but  it  was  a 
9d  gaiety^  and  instead  of  that  lively  plea- 
ry  which  had  always  on  jnrevious  occasions 
ked  his  conduct,  he  had  often  lapsed  into 
imy  meditations,  from  which  when  roused, 
poke  irrelevantly  to  the  question  proposed  or 
subject  mentioned.  Circumstances  so  un- 
il  had  not  escaped  the  notice  of  those  most 
rested  in  his  wel&re. 

lie  apartment  of  the  Lady  Leonora  was  now 
ipied  by  herself,  her  sister,  and  an  old  man 
dignified  and  venerable  appearance,  Pkiul, 
sa,  the  Count's  Governor.  The  latter  sat 
a  low  chair  before  a  wood  fire — his  arms 
Bed  upon  his  bosom,  and  his  head  bent  for- 
d  in  the  attitude  of  one  in  deep  thought, 
foora,  the  Count's  beautifiil  ¥rife,  sat  opposite 
tiim,  with  her  sister  Verona  by  her  side,  her 
d  clasped  in  hers,  and  her  eyes  sad  and 
iul  turned  towards  the  door.  Verona's  bosom 
;  agitated  by  various  contending  feelings, — 
^  for  her  sister,  alarm  for  the  Count,  affec- 
I  for  the  young  soldier,  yet  she  strove  to 
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soothe  the  mind  of  the  young  wife,  who  tenrified 
at  the  immensity  of  the  preparations  evideDtly 
made  for  some  perilous  undertaking — the  arms 
and  crowd  of  men  within  the  palace  walls — ^had 
passed  the  evening  in  grief  and  tears. 

"Do  not  fear,  dear  sister,"  said  Verona, 
affectionately  kissing  the  hand  she  held,  "we  are 
alarmed,  perhaps  without  cause,  and  I  am  cer- 
tain, that  the  Count's  presence  will  soon  explain 
these  \musual  appearances." 

"  They  need  no  explanation.  There  is  peril 
in  their  very  look — oh  !  Verona,  perchance 
death !" 

"  We  should  hope  not,"  observed  Paul  Pan- 
sa,  turning  xmeasily  in  his  chair,  and  striving  to 
assume  an  air  of  confidence,  though  internally 
convinced  of  the  fallacy  of  his  suppositioDr- 
"  the  Count,  dear  ladies,  is  not  mad  enough  to 
engage  in  aught  against  the  existence  of  the 
State." 

"Why  then,"  asked  Leonora,  '*  these  secret 
and  extensive  preparations  ?"  then  pausing,  ste 
listened  for  a  second.  '^  Stay,  I  hear  his  stq)- 
Alone  too  1     Now  I  shall  learn  all,"  and  k 
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06t  breathless  excitement  she  remained,  her 
i  bent  forward — her  eyes  fixed — ^her  frame 
sonlessy  while  slowly  the  step  approached, 
^as  not  the  rapid,  buoyant  tread  of  other 
If  that  sprung  forward,  as  if  minutes  were 
1^  as  if  it  would  outstrip  time  in  his  progress, 
Qiow  it  was  slow,  almost  solemn.  Yet  it  ad- 
yoi,  paused  at  the  door,  which  was  at  length 
ly  opened,  and  Fiesco  with  pale  brow, 
1^  firm  and  seemingly  determined  expres- 
,  entered  the  apartment. 
Luigi !"  exclaimed  the  yoimg  wife,  spring- 
into  his  arms,  and  for  more  than  a  minute, 
leld  her  in  his  warm,  straining  embrace, 
id  her  lips  and  forehead,  and  gazed  wistfully 
1  her  beautiful  features ;  then  as  he  felt  that 
fidrest  emotions  of  his  heart  must  yield  be- 
Ihe  stem  enterprise  that  now  engaged  his 
ntion,  with  a  sort  of  convulsive  effort,  he 
d  her  arms,  and  holding  her  from  him^  he 
:ed  with  kindness  upon  her  agitated  fea- 

8. 

'  Well,  dearest,  what  wouldst  thou  ?" 

'  She  requires,"  exdaimed  Paul  Pansa,  rising 
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up  and  oonfronting  the  Count,  for  he  saw  -^J^ 
with  her  present  agitated  feelings  she  was  120- 
able  to  answer  at  once  his  questions,  "  she  re- 
quires,  my  Lord,  to  know  the  meaning  of  the 
strange  preparations  that  now  crowd  your  pa- 
lace.'' 

"  Yes,  dear  Luigi,"  added  Leonora,  recowmg 
as  the  Governor  spoke,  "  why  are  we  surrounded 
with  arms  and  armed  men  ?  The  court-yard  is 
full  of  soldiers — the  apartmmts  crowded  with  the 
weapons  of  warfare.  Oh  I  dearest,  what  wm 
these  preparations?'' 

"  They  are  a  people's  answer  to  personal  tj- 
ranny,"  said  Fiesoo,  with  stenmess  in  his  tone. 
"  Dearest  Leonora,  it  were  needless  and  uselett 
to  conceal  from  you  longer  our  designs,"  and  as 
his  wife  looked  up  in  his  feoe,  her  eyes  asUng 
the  question  she  could  not  put  in  words,  and 
Verona  bent  ferward  to  oatch  his  speedi,  whik 
Paul  Pansa  turned  away  hia  had,  already  wd 
acquainted  with  his  designs  and   motivea,  k 
continued  :   ''  We  here  in  Genoa  have  borne  the 
vanity  a^d  insolent  tyranny  fit  two  individuahi 
who,  aioung  at  our  lAter  slavery,  aedc  to  erect 
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ft  kmri?  onpotHn  udob  oar  frndooL  iiicx 
pnpmiioiis  tf€  lutimlpd  ignisl  ™^^ 

'"HieDoriiir  imniimd  Venn. 

''Ay,  the  Doms,  sstcr  mine,  tfaoa  gimmtsl 
the  Qame  ariglit,  and  these  prepuitians  are 
devised  against  them.  We  aie  armed,  deto^ 
mbed ; — snooeas  is  catain — ^ihire  impossiUe ; 
m  our  resolves  wiD  admit  of  do  dehr  in  their 


''lliqr  miBt  r  said  Leonora.     ""rbeTmasl. 

Qhl  dear  Lnigi,''  and  graqn^  his  arm,  she 

looked  suppEcating^y  in  his  &oe,   **  wih  thou 

peril  life,  safety,  liberty,  iqxm  this  wild  scheme  ? 

Thoa  art  ambitioos !     Nay — nay  I  I  know  thou 

art;    but  remember  that  ambition   is  not  the 

sorest  path  to  human  happiness.    F(»:ego  this 

wfld  plan ;  dismiss  these  men,  and  live  contented 

with  the  splendid  means  we  enjoy !     We  were 

happy  —  exquisitely   happy  —  and   now  thou 

wouldst  render  us  miserable  !" 

**  We  are  slaves !"  said  Fiesco,  in  a  hoarse 


Then,"  rejoined  his  wife, ''  there  are  other 
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means  of  deposing  these  tyrants  than  through 
the  frightful  ordeal  of  a  revolution.  For  my 
sake,  dear  Luip ! — or  if  I  have  Men  so  low  that 
thou  wouldst  not  move  from  thy  purpose  at  my 
entreaty — " 

"  No — no  !"  answered  the  Count,  passionatdy. 
"  Thou  art  my  dearest  treasure — save  honour- 
on  earth." 

"  Well,  for  my  sake,  then ! — ^for  the  Saviour's 
mercy  !  in  His  name  forego  this  wild  intention! 
Thou  wilt — thou  wilt,  and  I  can  bless  thee! 
Young  wives,  aged  parents,  will  bless  thee;  for 
do  not  imagine  that  this  night  can  pass  without 
the  terrors  of  death !  The  Dorias  are  power- 
ful—" 

"  They  are  unprepared,"  said  Fiesco. 

"  Their  supporters  will  rafly  round  them; 
there  will  be  opposition — ^battle — death.  Oh! 
dear  Luigi,  what  guarantee  have  I  of  thine  own 
safety?" 

"  Do  not  conjure  up  visions  which  will  not  be 
realized,"  and  a  slight  smile  flitted  across  his 
features  as  he  spoke.     ''I  shaU  live  through 
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is  night;  and  now,  no  matter  how  weQ  in* 
ined,  I  could  not  draw  back  from  this  enter- 
izer 

"  Could  not  ?"  asked  Leonora.  "  Could  not  ? 
bou  art  here  a  free  agent.     Dismiss  these  men, 

stay,  give  me  the  power,  and  in  an  hour  they 
all  not  find  standing  room  in  this  palace.'' 

"But  worse,"  added  Resco,  ''will.  The  Dorias, 

10  seek  but  opportunity  to  ruin  me,  would 

im  their  escape,  and  the  Count  of  Lavagna 

)uld  find   a  prison   where   now   he  enjoys  a 

me.      My  own    safety  requires  me  to  pro- 

5dr 

"  That,"  said  Paul  Pansa,  "  I  can  obviate. 

ve  me  an  hour,  and  I  will  negociate  your 

ety.     If  I  do  not  succeed,  then  proceed  in 

ir  designs." 

*•  My  associates !" 

"  All,"  exclaimed  Pansa,  rising,  "  all  shall  be 

red ;  or  if  they  refuse,  then  even  I  will  join 

J,"    and    he   proceeded,    as   if  to  reach  the 

Dr. 

"  Stay !"  said  Fiesco ;  "  it  is  impossible !     I 

re  not  now  retract.     No  ;  I  dare  not !     I  am 
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bound,  pledged,  and  I  must  proceed.  What 
after  all  is  it  ?  A  few  hours,  and  all  shall  be 
decided.     Genoa  free ;  her  liberty  restored  T 

'^  It  is  a  wild  chimera!''  rejoined  E^uffia; 
"  wild  and  criminaL  Pause,  my  dear  Lord, 
before  thou  committest  thyself  thus  far.  Fnise, 
before  thou  bringest  destruction  upon  thjfsdf! 
before  thou  leavest,  perhaps,  a  widow,  where 
now  thou  seest  a  wife  !" 

"  Ah !  Luigi/'  exclaimed  his  wife,  throwing 
herself  a  second  time  into  his  arms ;  ''  if  ever 
thou  lovedst  me — " 

"  And  God  knows  I  did,  and  do  still !"  said 
her  husband,  sorrowfully. 

"  Then  cease  this  dark  plot  I  Dearest,  do 
not  take  life  and  hope  from  me ;"  and  fondlj 
she  hung  upon  his  embrace.  **  Spare  me— 
spare  thy  wife  ?  Kty  me — my  lifis — my  hope— 
my  all !     Thoult  promise  this?" 

Flesco  gazed  in  her  face,  but  remained  sikot. 

"  Oh,  my  God  I  hear  my  prayers !  Husband, 
open  thine  eyes  to  the  crime  thou  intended  I 
the  misery  thou  art  preparing !  Luigi,  art  tlMA 
stiUdumbr 
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*'  Dearest,  I  must  proceed  !     I  am  engaged 

>&r  that  to  retract  were  impofisihle.    My  word 

passed!  these  peofde  are  drawn  into  this 

esign  by  my  entreaties  and  suggestion!      I 

amot  go  back !" 

^  A  good  citizen/'  said  Pansa  firmly,  **  when 
e  [dots  against  the  State,  can  only  retrieve  his 
rror  by  stopping  before  he  arrives  at  the  actual 
rime  of  open  revolt.  The  road  b  still  open  to 
lee  to  retrace  thy  steps,  and  if  thou  hast  been 
ik  to  engage  these  men  in  a  criminal  plan, 
lou  art  no  less  able  to  force  them  to  forego  its 
srpetration.     I  seek  thine  own  advantage/' 

'*  I  bflieve  thee !"  replied  Fiesco. 

^  Then  trust  me.  Look  at  thy  young  wife ! 
hink  that  if  thou  dost  not  succeed — and  re* 
dlion  is  not  always  sure  of  success — ^what  will 
K  her  fate?  Perhaps  the  morrow's  sun  may 
ok  on  thee  a  corpse !" 

"  Oh,  no  1"  murmured  Leonora. 

"  Child,  it  is  not  impossible !  You  may  be 
ifeated,  and  the  Dorias  all-powerful ;  the  State 
wtrate  at  their  feet ;  theur  desire  of  vengeance, 
cited  by  this  revolt,  will  find  no  bounds  to 


144  THE  WILL;   OR, 

their  resentment,  but  in  the  utter  humiliatioo  of 
their  enemy.  Escape  death  and  fail,  what  tb^ 
remains  hut  flight?  and  beggared — for  con- 
fiscation will  leave  you  nothing — ^you  may 
wander  through  Europe,  and  bring  down  misery 
and  wretchedness  upon  yourself,  your  name, 
and  upon  your  young  wife/* 

"  It  is  a  harsh  picture,"  observed  Fiesco. 
"  But,"  said  Verona,  speaking  for  the  first 
time,  "  it  may  be  a  true  one.  Dear  brother! 
we  are  thy  friends,  thy  true  friends  !  and  this 
venerable  man  but  seeks  thine  advantage.  My 
sister  cannot  desire  thy  ruin !" 

"  Listen  to  her,  Luigi  !"  joined  Lecmon, 
for  the  first  time  bursting  into  tears,  and  in  the 
midst  of  painful  sobs  striving  to  speak.  "  listen 
to  her — to  thy  friends,  and  if  I  have  lost  what- 
ever influence  I  might  have  possessed  wiA 
thee,  obey  at  least  those  who  advise  for  thy  ad- 
vantage." 

"  I  cannot !"  said  Fiesco,  strivmg  to  speak 
with  determination. 

*'Tis   a   harsh    phrase,"    observed   Fai». 
mildly. 
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^  Budcm  me,  dear  friend,  perhaps  it  is. 
^  maik  my  atuation,  and  thou  canst  not 
i  in  seeing  that  I  cannot  retract.  The 
^  may  perish,  but  the  honour  of  my  name 
08t  not  be  tarnished." 

''It  is  a  noble  sentiment  in  a  noble  cause  I 
if  brother,  ask  thine  own  heart !"  said  Verona, 
I  it  now  well  applied  ?  Ah  I  no,  it  is  not ! 
ur  Luigil  thy  associates  are  mostly  needy 
D,  who  seek  to  renew  their  fortunes  in  a 
tihition.  They  have  but  few  ties,  and  are 
dess  of  life,  if  they  have  not  wealth:  But 
II — ^rich — ^powerful — ^beloved  1  thou  riskest 
and  may'st  lose  alL'' 

'  Thou  art  hard,  Verona.  The  Signer  Ver- 
L  is  a  man  of  wealth,"  began  Fiesco. 
'  Take  care,  that  he  be  not  one  of  crime  I 
;  this  is  not  to  the  purpose.  Come,  dear 
\herl  hear  the  Signor  Pansal  Let  him 
to  the  Dorias.  Let  him — " 
'  It  is  over !"  said  Fiesco,  interrupting  her, 
f  some  great  and  painful  struggle  had  been 
ninated.  "  It  is  over !  I  cannot  now  depart 
n  my  resolution." 

TOL.   III.  H 
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«  Cruel !"  exclaimed  his  wife.  "  Oh !  this 
is  but  the  mockery  of  love !  The  past  promised 
a  paradise,  yet  now  it  only  makes  the  future 
look  darker  and  more  dismal,  when  contrasted 
with  its  own  brightness.  Husband !  dost  thou 
love  thy  wife  ?" 

"  As  my  own  life !"  said  Fiesco,  in  a  tone 
whose  passion  spoke  its  truth. 

"  Then  why  wouldst  thou  plot  her  destruc- 
tion? Relent!  My  fate  hangs  on  thine, for 
our  lives  are  bound  together  by  the  same  des- 
tiny. Cut  the  thread  of  thine  existence,  and 
thou  wilt  snap  mine  in  twain !  Do  not  think  I 
can  live  and  thou  not !" 

"  The  State,"  said  Pansa,  '^possesses  no  power 
over  thee ;  let  not  the  advice  of  a  wife's  tried 
heart  be  equally  disregarded'' 

"  Turn  to  me,  Luigi !"  continued  Leonora. 
His  feelings,  for  a  moment,  notwithstanding 
his  bold  resolutions,  gradually  gave  way  to  the 
entreaties  of  those  round  him,  and  he  averted 
his  face  from  the  speaker.  "  Ah,  turn !  thou 
yieldest — thou  wilt  give  over  this  wild  sfheoR  I 


THE  HALP-BROTHERS.  147 

Oh  joy!  Luigi — speak — say  thou  wilt!"  and 
again  seeking  his  embrace^  she  strove  to  meet 
his  ^e.  ^*  Confirm  my  hopes,  and  do  not 
cowardly  keep  away  thy  £eu%  !  Dearest !  I  am 
right!" 

Slowly  he  turned  his  features  towards  her. 
A  deadly  pallor  was  on  his  cheek,  his  frame 
trembled  under  her  weight,  as  he  supported  her 
in  his  arms,  and  he  felt  that  another  minute  of 
trial  would  exceed  his  powers  of  endurance. 
'^  1  must  end  this  painful  scene  1"  and  he  fondly 
kissed  her  cheek ;  "  must,  dearest  1" 

"  Yes,  and  we  will  bless  thee  for  it !" 

"  Still,  thou  art  deceived." 

"  Luigi !  Luigi !  my  heart  breaks  1" 

"  No  1"  said  he  energetically,  "it  must  live  for 
hope.  We  shall  succeed — ^be  victorious,  and  to- 
morrow will  see  our  triumph." 

"  Your  death,  rather !"  gasped  his  wife. 

"  Cheer  up,  cheer  up,  dearest,"  said  Piesco, 
with  bold  hope  in  his  tones,  "  for  to-morrow 
khou  shalt  behold  everything  in  Genoa  subject 
to  thy  power,"  and  quickly  disengaging  himself 
from  her  embrace,  he  rushed  towards  the  door 

H  2 
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of  the  apartment — ^reached  it  before  any  could 
prevent  him,  though  both  Verona  and  Paul 
Pansa  sprung  to  their  feet  to  intercept  his  escape, 
and  before  either  could  turn,  his  wife  £dl  lifeless 
on  the  floor. 

''  She  is  dead  1"  shrieked  Verona. 

"  No/'  said  Pansa,  "  young  hearts  do  not 
thus  break.  She  has  but  fainted,"  and 
ringmg  for  her  female  attendants,  they  raised 
her  irom  the  floor,  and  placing  her  on  a  oouch 
they  began  to  apply  restoratives  to  revi?e 
her  suspended  animation.  Long  and  sedulously 
did  they  strive  to  bring  back  to  its  fonner 
strength  that  life  which  seemed  to  be  flitting  od 
the  confines  of  the  grave. 

"  Dearest  sister,"  murmured  Verona  in  her 
ear;  but  not  a  breath  rewarded  her  anxiety. 
Signor  Pansa,  call  the  Count  "  She  is  dead 
and  alarmed,  Verona  rushed  towards  the  door. 
"  Call  the  Count.     My  Lord  Resco !" 

''  Hist  1"  exclaimed  Pdnsa.  "  See,  she  moves,'' 
and  when  Verona  turning  again  towards  the 
couch  came  to  her  side,  Leonora  slowly  opened 
her  eyes. 
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*Dear  sister  1"  b^an  Verona. 

"  He  is  gone  I"  and  again  tiie  young  wifisy 
after  a  rajHd  survey  that  took  in  aH  tiiose  in  the 
apartment,  vvith  a  low  moan,  as  if  without  him 
life  were  worthless,  fainted. 

In  the  meantime,  the  Coimt  slofwiy  traversed 
die  passages  leading  to  the  haD,  where  during 
the  painful  scene  through  which  he  had  just 
gone,  his  guests  were  still  assembled,  and  then 
Intterly  did  he  regret  in  his  own  heart,  that  he 
had  entered  so  far  into  this  wild  scheme,  as  to 
leave  it  impossible  to  retrace  his  steps.  His 
wife's  words  had  made  a  deep  impression  upon 
him — so  deep,  that  he  had  to  rush  from  her 
society  to  keep  firm  the  determination  he  had 
entered  into,  and  he  could  still  hear  her  voice  ; 
stiH  listen  to  the  tones  of  anguish  in  which  her 
words  were  clothed.  Slowly  he  proceeded,  as  if 
his  lingering  footsteps  would  rather  turn  towards 
the  chamber  whence  he  was  now  coming; 
and  if,  that  moment,  Leonora  had  rushed  to  his 
arms,  the  conspiracy  would  have  been  ended  for 
his  then  frame  of  mind  could  not,  after  what  he 
had  home,  have  resisted  her  entreaties. 
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He  reached  the  entrance  to  the  halL  ITfa 
noise  of  voices,  the  dash  of  arms  soundo^ 
through  it;  and  in  these  sounds  the  roars  01 
loud  laughter,  the  rattling  of  mail,  the  jests  an^ 
jokes  audible  where  he  stood,  soon  drown^^ 
his  newly  arisen  compunction. 

"  My  fete,"  he  muttered  to  himself,  "is  cas^* 
Onward  is  now  my  ciy  I"  and  throwing  ope?* 
the  doors,  with  firm  step  he  entered,  and  w^b^ 
received  by  the  loud  cheers  of  his  assembl^^ 
guests. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

0  entered  the  hall,  and  a  changed  spec* 
t  his  eye  from  that  he  had  seen  previously 
iving  it.  IDs  guests  had  anned  them- 
id  with  the  weapons  they  had  just  put 
also  seemed  to  have  dothed  their  coun* 

with  a  new  expression;  for  now  no 
ere  there  visible  any  of  those  looks  of 
trust,  and  alarm,  that  before  sat  upon 
their  feces.  All  wore  an  eager,  impa- 
le, as  if  they  felt  the  time  in  which  they 

1  inactive  had  been  lost  to  them,  and 
re  anxious  to  decide  the  fate  of  their 
e.  Mail  was  worn  by  many  who  had 
im  it  before  this  crisis  in  thdr  lives  > 
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and  quiet  burghers,  who  had  heard  of  feats  of 
arms,  and  who  had  even  exhibited  at  their  sides 
goodly  weapons,  but  in  the  course  of  their  lives 
had  never  used  them,  now  appeared  to  struggle 
to  keep  their  hands  quiet,  and  to  pant  with  aD 
the  energy  of  the  most  warlike  for  the  coming 
fray. 

Fiesoo's  strongest   adherents  did  not  allow 
this  spirit  to  grow  weak,  but  by  judicious  encou- 
ragement they  strengthened  and  improved  it. 
Amongst  them  none  could  excel  Verrina  m  this 
peculiar  art.     He  knew  each  m^n's  disposition; 
knew  the  reward  to  hold  out  to  each — hope  of 
wealth  to  the  adventurous  needy;   dreams  of 
power  to  the  ambitious ;  fi^om  from  rivalry  to 
the  trader ;  revenge  to  some  for  private  wrongs 
inflicted  by  the  underlings  of  the  Doria  party ; 
love,  hatred,  gain,  power,  vengeance— the  Ve- 
netian played  on  all,  and  on  all  with  success. 

''  Ha !  Signer  Calli,"  he  said  to  a  tall  man, 
whose  dress  faded  and  worn,  his  air  that  of 
debauched  and  broken-down  gentility,  shewed 
at  once  that  revolution  was  with  him  a  means 
expected  to  repair  his  broken  fortunes,   **  to- 
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morrow,  and  we  shall  pick  up  fortunes  in  the 
streets  I  It  is  said  that  the  wealth  of  Adam 
Centurioni  is  incalculable !" 

^^  And  he  is  a  strong  partizan  of  the  Dorias, 

to  boot r 

"Eh?  Not  a  word !  Silence !  thou  know- 
est/'  and  Verrina  passed  to  another,  leaving 
Calli  in  mental  calculation  and  immediate  appro- 
priation of  the  Senator  Centurioni's  wealth. 
"  How,  my  friend !"  he  continued,  at  this  time 
addressing  a  young  burgher,  whose  countenance 
exhibited  the  revel  of  deep  passion,  as  his 
hands  opened  and  shut  upon  the  hilts  of  two 
swords  which  lay  before  him,  "  I  have  not  seen 
thee  before  !  Thou  wert  mingled  in  the 
crowd  \" 

**  I  sought  arms  !"  muttered  the  other. 

"  Bravely  spoken  1  What  news  of  thy  fair 
oner 

"  Tush  !  Signer.  This  night,  if  I  live— We 
are  armed — all  armed — ^Long  live  the  noble 
Count  Fiesco !" 

"  I  understand,"  said  the  Venetian,  who  had 

H  3 
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touched  upon  a  deep  chord  in  the  young  bur' 
gher's  heart.     Thou  wouldst  be  avenged. 

" The  State,  Signer,  I  serve  the  State!"  aa^  , 
he  turned  away. 

"  Signer  Foscari!"  continued   the  Venetian » 
addressing  a  man  who  stood   somewhat  apaJ^ 
from  the  others.     His  air  was  proud,  and  )%^' 
seemed  to  consider  that  to  mingle  more  dosAy 
with  the  company  surrounding  him  would  be  t^^ 
receive  contamination  from  the  contact     "  Sig'^ 
nor,  this  hour  to-morrow,  and  the  officers  of  tb.^ 
State  shall  have  changed!     The  Treasury  wut* 
want  a  master." 

"  The  noble  Venetian  !" 

"  If,"  said  Verrina,  interrupting  him,  "bp3 
that  title  thou  meanest  me,  the  noble  Venet»* 
yields  to  the  still  nobler  Genoese.  Battista  V^;*' 
rina  follows,  when  the  Signer  Foscari  may  co«=» 
descend  to  lead." 

"  Thou  jestest,"  said  the  other. 

"  Jest ;  no  !  But  now  for  action !  H^*" 
comes  the  Count!"  and  Resco's  coimtenarMOs^ 
as  he  advanced  up  the  hall,  seemed  to  put  oa      ^ 
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ezplression,  when  he  now  saw  on  every  side 
ling  but  armed  hands  and  eager  faces.  The 
r  conspirators  crowded  round  him,  and  read- 
in  his  countenance  the  continuance  of  his 
rmination,  they  b^an  to  make  instant  pre- 
tion  for  their  attack  upon  the  city.  Verrina 
some  others,  who  were  to  lead  in  the  enter- 
^  were  now  to  receive  their  last  instructions ; 

gathering  round  Fiesco,  they  waited  in 
oe  his  orders.  His  brothers,  Jerome  and 
»bon,  with  Vincent  Calcagno,  stood  nearest 

My  brothers!  and  you,  Cornelius,  we  are 
all  brothers  in  this  glorious  cause !  Let 
gate  of  St.  Thomas  be  your  care,  Jerome 
Ottobon,  and  you,  my  friend  Calcagno. 
ck  it  when  you  hear  the  first  sound  of 
ina's  cannon ;  he  will  then  have  closed  the 
th  of  the  basin.'' 

Farewell  for  the  time,  Luigi !"  said  Jerome, 
even  then  his  vanity  was  evident.  "  If  one 
&  fell,  still  oiu*  name  and  glory  will  live  in 
oa!" 
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"  Farewell,  and  success  l"  exclaimed  FiescO» 
warmly  pressing  his  hand,  and  Jerome  move^ 
forward  to  choose  some  inore  men  for  his  enter- 
prize ;  while  the  other  contmned  to  give  all  tb^ 
necessary  orders,  dividing  his  forces  into  parti^^) 
and  appointing  places  of  Bttack  for  each,  so  tha'^^ 
at  the  same  moment,  one  great  combined  sjr^^ 
tem  of  offence  might  be  carried  on,  and  the  dty 
being  attacked  in  various  places,  its  defender^ 
would  not  know  where  to  turn  to  repulse  tlm^ 
assailants.     One  hundred  and  fifty  of  tiie  bes^ 
soldiers  were  selected  to  go  into  that  part  of  tfca^ 
city  called  the  borough,  whither  Fiesoo  and  tlm^ 
nobles  of  his  party  were  to  follow  them,  and  hi^ 
brother  Cornelius  was  to  make  himself  master 
of  the  arch.     It  was  also  resolved  that  when 
Jerome   and   Ottobon    should    be   masters   of 
St.  Thomas'  gate,  which  was  beside  the  Dom 
palace,  they  should  force  it. 

"  That,"  said  the  Roman,  who  had  remained 
silent  whilst  these  orders  were  being  given, 
"  shall  be  my  station.  My  Lord,  I  attach  mysd 
to  your  brothers," 


is; 


Beil»,liMB,*  ada 

'  Fieno's  frocL     *"  Jcrame,  the  SqrDor  Alfeo 

To  the  crden  gHm   in  deti3  iru  adckd 

genail  one.  Id  sbool,  '^Ficscso  ad  LOMitrr 

o  that  friends  m^;lit  be  assured  in  the  midst  of 

he  tumnlfc,'  mrmifs  (fismaycd,  and  the  neutral 

anedlotlie  ConnL 

AH  had  now  been  instructed,  encouraged,  and 
otMnised  socoess;  for,  from  the  state  of  the 
onspiracy;  the  impunity  with  ^idiich  it  had 
eexi  aDowed  to  proceed;  the  sfliaioe;  the 
^^^^  surroundiDg  it;  the  multitude  of  Its 
^^tizans;  the  popularity  of  the  Coimt;  the 
'Wader  of  die  times,  and  the  love  of  change, 
^  ^fns  more  natural  to  predict  success  than 
bihire.  There  needed  but  a  word  of  command 
to  throw  loose  upon  the  city,  the  armed  multi- 
tude that  now  crowded  the  Count's  palace. 
£yeiy  thing  was  ready;  and  after  giving  in- 
structions for  the  disposal  of  a  small  force 
!»  guard  the  palace  during  its  owner's  absence 
ipon  this  important  and  perilous  business,  the 
irder  was  at  last  given. — ^The  conspiracy  so  long 
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hatched  in  secresy — so  accuratdy  concocted— 
its  parts  so  admirably  adjusted,  was,  at  kngth, 
a  living  reality ;  and  armed  men — dark,  stem, 
and  resolute — ^moved  by  passion  and  interest^ 
st^d  straining  like  dogs  in  slips,  to  rush  fortb 
upon  their  native  city. 

"  The  hour  has  come !"  said  Resco,  in  » 
hoarse  whisper,  seizing  the  Venetian  by  tb^ 
arm. 

"  The  hour  for  vengeance,  power,  and  seco^ 
rity!*'  muttered  Verrina.  "Let  us  on,  my 
Lord.     Signer  Alfeo,  thou  art  silent !" 

"  In  tongue,  but  not  in  heart,"  said  th« 
Roman. 

"  March !"  shouted  Fiesco,  and  the  gates 
were  opened.  The  first  body  of  the  picked 
soldiers  destined  for  the  occupation  of  tbe 
borough,  moved  slowly  and  proudly  forward, 
then  followed  the  others,  each  party  taking  that 
direction  ordered  by  the  Coimt ;  and  the  lights 
thickly  scattered  through  the  court-yard,  flashed 
upon  mail  and  weapons,  on  countenances  that 
typified  every  passion  and  emotion  of  which  the 
hiunan  heart  is  susceptible,  firom  the  highest 
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3Bt  ennobling,  to  the  lowest  and  most 
ig.  On  th^  maicfaed,  the  Count  re- 
;  behind,  untQ  the  last  tnxfp  had  filed 
br  it  was  his  intention  to  pass  to  the 
St  Thomas,  whose  occupation  had  been 
d  to  his  brothers;   after  that  he  had 

and  left  guards  at  the  arches  of  St. 
,  and  St  Donatus,  and  also  at  the 
les  Sauvages.  In  a  few  minutes  after 
t  instructions,  the  palace  was  deserted 
save  himself^  its  female  inmates,  and 
ison  ordered  to  watch  over  them ;  while 
n,  steady  tread  of  the  men,  as  they 
i  through  the  various  streets,  was  be- 
every  moment  fidnter  and  fainter,  until 
lost  in  the  distance,  and  not  a  soimd 
d  the  silence  of  the  palace, 
as  one  of  those  calm,  tranquil  nights, 
3nd  of  January — dark  and  starless,  yet 
led  and  silent,  dud;  not  a  breath  of 
8  felt,  for  the  atmosphere  was  thick, 
uid  impervious.  Sound  seemed  to  be 
the  dead  stillness  that  hung  over   the 

Genoa.     The  sky  above  was  black — 
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one  thick   mantle  of  darimess,   unbrokeD  bv 
a  single  ray  of  light,  not  relieved  by  even  a 
change  of  colour,  for  the  douds  were  ](NDed 
together    in    one   dense,   compact    mass— im- 
penetrable and  gloomy.     The  inhabitants  slept 
in  secmity;  the  city  was  biuied  in  the  most 
profound  repose ;  and  at  the  late  hour  in  whkh 
Fiesco's    associates   marched    out,    parties  ot 
pleasure,  or  meetings  for   business,  had  long 
ceased,  and  each  man   had  journeyed  to  his 
own  home.      But  suddenly   this    repose  vns 
broken:    wild   shouts  filled  the  still  air;  the 
sounds    of  arms,    the  discharge   of  petroneh 
and  arquebuses;   and,  above  all,  the  powerful 
cry  of  **  Fiesco   and   Liberty  1"  rung  through 
the  city,  alarmed  all,  startling  and  dismaying 
the  timorous,  encouraging  the  disaffected,  as- 
tonishing the  Count's  partizans,  and  spread 
terror  and  confusion  on  all  sides. 

These  wild  shouts  and  various  sounds  had 
penetrated  the  apartments  of  the  Fiesco  palace, 
and  had  reached  the  ears  of  Paul  Pansa  and  oif 
Verona.  Her  sister  did  not  appear  to  have 
heard  them  at  first,  until  growing  wilder  and 
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Oder,  they  became  so  distinct  in  the  apartment, 
at  Lecmora  cotdd  no  longer  be  mattentiye  to 
em.  Half  waked  from  her  second  swoon, 
ee  sprang  fit>m  her  <x>uch,  and  Verona  bounded 
wards  her,  circling  her  waist  with  her  arm, 

^'  Dear  fflster,  be  calm  I     The  dead  stillness 

ibe  night  renders  every  sound  more  audible, 
d  seems  to  increase  the  noise.  Be  calm, 
rdiance  we  may  be  safe." 

*'No!"  said  Leonora;  and  she  appeared  to 
've  followed  her  sister's  advice,  for  she  spoke 
th  a  forced  calmness,  a  resignation  that  sprung 
om  despair.     ^'  Come  hither,  Verona  !"  and  as 

mute  astonishment  the  latter  approached  with 

a*  to  the  window  that  opened  upon  the  groimds 

'  the  palace,  Leonora  drew  aside  the   heavy 

Ivet  hangings,  and  pointing  to  the  dark  sky, 

*  pierced  by  a  solitary  star,  that  hung  over 

eir  heads,   she  continued,   ^'  Dark  as  those 

avens  now  seem  will  be  my  after-fate.     Not 

my  minutes  ago,  I  saw  the  Count  I" 

'^  Yes,  sister,  it  is  not  many  minutes  since  he 

tusr 

'<  I  do  not  mean  that.     I  saw  him  as  if  in  a 


presage  oi  tne  tuture,  lor  ne 
from  the  bosom  of  the  sea,  i 
chilled  with  the  touch  of  d 
pale  and  motionless ;  and  whe 
would  embrace  him,  he  melte( 
touch." 

^'  It  is  the  result  of  ezciten 
said  Paul  Pansa,  sadly. 

^  I  know  it  1  I  fed  it  to  be 
warning  of  what  the  future  i 
is  the  seal  of  &te  iqpon  th 
prize." 

"  Oh  !  no,"  interposed  ^ 
sister,  whilst  we  may,  for  I  d 
the  Count  would  have  undertaJ 
determined  measure,  if  he  di 
that  the  result  would  be  &voi 
not  feel  certain  of  the  most  po 


dlht  mtpAmaa  sid  ocfaeri 

[to  die  ifHrtmaits  cf 

mimI  fi^if|iWA  iSj  mil  icfise  tfaoD 

to  lomiii.     A  tffmHifig  groop  of 

ftoiales  dntt  siirniaiided  her  in  her  own  iput* 

loeat;  md  wink  Fnl   Puisa  rose  widi    die 

detenniiiatioii  of  aeeiiig  what  w»  to  be  done  in 

tBqdng  die  tamnlt»  when  die  fiite  of  die  paitiei 

imaU  be  decided — <br  he  had  detennmed  to 

lemam  strictly  neatnJ  mitQ  then,  and  use  his 

ioflueooe  to  tenqier  the  severity  of  the  successful 

side — Verona,  now   more  accustomed  to  the 

tumult,  had  one  subject  of  congratulation  for 

!ier  heart  to  dwell  upon.     Her  sister  sat  mute 

md   despairing.    The  sounds  of  strife  would 
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sometimes  come  fresh  and  clearly  audil 
again  would  die  away,  or  only  be  borne 
them  with  a  faint  murmur ;.  and  Leonora 
as  they  grew  distinct,  or  ¥Fas  chilled  by  fea 
they  were  no  longer  heard.     The  tempa 
struggle  filled  her  with  dread;  its  cal 
away  her  hopes  ;    but  Verona  had  n 
mounted  the  first  fears,  and  her  mind  a 
a  moment  wander  from  the  battle  in 
to  the  captive  in  its  dungeons ;  and  she 
Providence  that  Philip,  shielded  by  an  : 
crime,  of  which  she  fdt  him   innooe 
preserved  from  the    contagion    of   th 
spiracy. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

The  cry  of  "  Fiesco  and  Liberty"  rung 
i^ugh  the  streets ;  and  at  the  mention  of  a 
^e  so  popular  the  lower  classes  flew  to  arms 
^d  instantly  joined  the  conspirators,  while  oon- 
^ioQ  and  dismay  reigned  on  all  sides.  The 
^bles  and  the  partisans  of  the  aristocracy  and 
^  Doria  party  aflfrighted,  closed  their  gates, 
beaded  their  houses,  and  armed  themselves 

resist  any  pillaging  attack  that  might  be 
^e  upon  their  property,  thinking  at  that  mo- 
%t  of  nothing  but  securing  themselves  and 
^ir  possessions  from  plimder.  It  was  now 
klnight ;  and  the  citizens,  startled  from  sleep, 
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were  unaware  of  what  was  going  on  round 
them.  Had  they  been  anxious  to  attack,  ^ 
conspirators  could  have  offered  but  a  faint 
resistance  to  them,  armed,  numerous,  and 
desperate  as  they  were.  Nothing  but  confusioa 
was  visible.  In  the  uncertainty  of  the  occur- 
rence, not  knowing  how  to  act,  and  alarmed  by 
the  continued  shouts  of  "  Resco  and  Liberty," 
the  middle  classes,  afraid  to  move,  lest  their 
assistance  would  compromise  themselves,  n- 
maincd  neutral,  and  the  lower  orders  swelled 
the  ranks  of  the  Conspirators. 

Their  success  had  been  astonishing.    Inaa 
incredibly  short  space  of  time  they  had  nadfi 
themselves  masters  of  the  chief  points  on  which 
they  had  led  an  attack — the  borough  was  in 
their  possession.     The  gate  of  the  arch  leadmg 
into  it  had  yielded  to  their  attack,  and  Vanitt'i 
caimon  gave  notice  that  he  had  been  able  to 
block   up  the   mouth  of  the   Darsena,  whfle 
Doria's  fleet  lay.      The  arches  of  St.  Andiev 
and  St.  Donatus  were  in  their  possession,  and 
the  Place  des  Sauvages  was  filled  by  their  pai6> 
zans.     In  some  instances  they  had  been  aUe  to 
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make  themselves  masters  of  unimportant  posts 
without  difficulty,  and  in  others  they  had  smart 
ddnnishes  to  gain  the  desired  points,  for  in 
several  instances  they  were  boldly  opposed  by 
the  soldiers  of  the  guard.  Verrina's  admirable 
precaution  in  introducing  some  of  the  Count's 
vassals  amongst  the  garrison,  had  in  many 
cases  turned  out  most  advantageous  to  the 
conspirators;  for  the  guard  attacked  by  their 
open  enemies  and  betrayed  by  those  joined  with 
them,  were  unable  to  stand  direct  assault]and 
tf^hery,  and  at  this  period  every  point,  except 
4e  gate  of  St.  Thomas  had  fallen  into  the 
luinds  of  the  conspirators,  and  here  a  bold  and 
most  determined  stand  was  made  by  the  soldiers 
under  Sebastian  Larcero. 

By  the  first  arrangement,  the  Count  was  to 
pass  by  land  to  the  gate  of  St.  Thomas,  after  he 
!uid  left  those  of  St.  Donatus  and  St.  Andrew 
n  safe  possession  of  his  party,  and  thence  to 
uroceed  in  his  attack  on  the  Doria  galleys. 
There  was  no  effort  to  be  made  to  surprise  the 
losition  of  St.  Thomas,  until  the  report  of  Ver- 
ina's    cannon    should  announce  the    closing 
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of  the  harbour  by  the  gaS^  which  he  coio- 
manded. 

*'  The  Signor  Venina  has  succeeded  by  this 
time  ?"  said  Alfeo  to  Jerome,  the  Count's 
brother,  as  their  men  approached  the  gate. 

^  Thou  hast  asked  that  same  question  the 
third  time,''  laughed  Jerome,  who  had  marked 
the  Roman's  extreme  impatience. 

'^  Our  success  in  no  common  measure  depends 
upon  it,"  rejoined  Alfeo. 

"True.  Calm  thy  heart  then.  There  it 
comes,"  and  there  was  the  deep -toned  report  of 
the  solitary  gim.  "  On,  my  men  !  Signor,  to 
your  post,"  while  he  had  hardly  given  the  (vdos 
when  Fiesco  himself  appeared 

"  All  go  well,"  he  shouted.  "  Jerome,  re- 
member our  name  and  honour.  Signor  Alfeo, 
thou  needest  no  encoiuragemenL" 

"  None,"  muttered  the  Roman,  betwe^  hii 
closed  teeth. 

''  Farewell !  success !  I  am  for  the  haibour, 
which  once  in  our  hands,  Genoa  is  free.  Ve^ 
rina's  gun  has  signalled  his  success;"  and  he 
passed  rapidly  on,  while  the  soldiers  undor  Jerome 
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precipitated  themselves  upon  the  guard  at  the 
gate  of  St  Thomas. 

For  a  moment  the  scene  presented  nothing 
but  confusion  on  the  part  of  the  attacked,  as 
they  found  themselves  beset  by  a  numerous 
party  of  armed  soldiers,  and  in  the  darkness  of 
the  night  were  ignorant  of  their  exact  strength, 
or  of  their  objects. 

"  Fresco  and  Liberty !"  shouted  Jerome's 
troop. 

"  The  Dorias  and  Genoa  I"  was  heard  in  reply ; 
and  from  that  moment  the  objects  of  the  assail- 
ants were  known ;  and  the  fierce  spirit  of  the  cap- 
tain of  the  guard  supported  his  men,  as  at  the  pitch 
of  his  voice  he  shouted,  "  The  Dorias  I — To  the 
rescue !"  and  throwing  himself  into  the  midst  of 
the  m£Me,  he  signalled  out  as  far  as  the  dark- 
ness would  permit  him,  those  who  seemed  to 
lead  the  attack.  The  fight  continued  raging 
without  any  perceptible  advantage  on  either  side, 
for  the  numbers  were  almost  equal,  and  both 
nearly  equally  armed. 

"  This,"  said  Alfeo  to  Jerome  Fiesco,  beside 
whom   he    had  ranged   himself,     and    fought 

TOL.    III.  I 
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with  a  perfect  carelessness  that  sometimes  made 
the  other  marvel  how  he  escaped ;  "  this  game 
is  over  long,  for  in  the  meantime,  while  we  dis- 
pute here,  the  Dorias  may  be  up  and  rouse  thor 
partners.     Ho  I  courage,  my  men  !" 

"  Courage  !'^  re-echoed  Sebastian  Larcero. 

"  Signer,  turn  your  blade  in  this  direction!" 
exclaimed  Alfeo  to  Larcero ;  and  as  die  latter 
instantly  wheeled  at  the  command,  one  of  the 
conspirators  passed  his  sword  through  the  heart 
of  the  Captain  under  him,  and  Larcero  sprung 
forward  to  the  Roman's  attack. 

"  By  the  mass !"  he  shouted,  "  life  for  a 
life  !" 

"  Not  mine,  however,  is  to  pay  the  forfeit,'' 
replied  the  Roman,  parrying  with  a  calmness 
that  won  Larcero's  admiration,  his  sudden  atta& 
''  Yield,  Signer,  and  live  I  fight  on,  and  tby 
death  on  thine  own  head  1" 

''  'Sdeath,  Signer,  thou  thinkest  words  steel  f 

''  No !"  and  with  a  push  the  Roman  glided 
his  point  down  the  other's  blade,  and  passing  his 
guard,  fixed  it  in  the  palm  of  his  hand.  The 
weapon  fell  fi^m  his  grasp.  **  To  the  rear  wuh 
him  1    On^  my  fiiends  I 
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"  Fiesoo  and  Liberty  l**  shouted  Jerome,  and 
quiddy  mastering  the  rest  of  the  soldiers  as 
many  of  their  own  number  joined  the  assailants, 
they  rushed  vigorously  forward,  and  the  gate  of 
St.  Thomas  was  at  length  in  their  possession. 
Quickly  binding  their  prisoners,  amongst  whom 
Sebastian  Larcero  was  the  chief,  they  appointed 
a  small  guard  to  hold  the  gate,  and  were  pro- 
ceeding to  make  new  conquests,  when  they  saw 
the  palace  of  Uie  Dorias  streaming  with  light, 
and  before  them  a  single  man  advancing,  accom- 
panied by  a  page  carrying  a  flambeau.     There 
was  a  silence  for  a  second,  until  he  approached 
nearer,  when  the  lighted  torch,  glaring  upon  his 
features,  revealed    to    their  view    the  counte- 
nance of  Giannetino  Doria. 

"  Kesco  and  Liberty  1"  shouted  Jerome; 
^  the  Doria !  down  with  him !"  and  they  rushed 
forward. 


I  2 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


The  confusion,  the  alarm,  and  the  dismay  ot 
the  first  burst  of  the  armed  bands  of  the  conspi- 
rators upon  the  peaceful  and  silent  streets  of 
Genoa,  had  for  the  most  part  been  confined  to 
that  quarter  where  stood  the  Doria  palace.    The 
elder  Doria  had  separated  from  his  nephew  at 
an  early  hour  on  that  night ;  and  amongst  many 
other  topics  of  conversation  that  had  occupied 
their  attention,  the  conduct  of  Count  Fiesco  for 
the  last  months  had  been  amply  discussed.  The 
alarm  of   the  Imperial  Ambassadors^   Gomel 
Inarez  had  been  smiled  at,  and  they  both  crasi- 
dered  that  he  and  the  Governor  of  Milan  had  been 
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imposed  upon,  for  they  could  not  imagine  it 
credible  that  such  a  design  as  that  stated  could 
exist  in  Genoa,  and  not  be  known  to  them. 

"  It  is  our  duty,"  said  Andrew,  "  although  we 
do  not  bdieve  this  rqpcHrt,  to  at  least  see  if  there 
be  aught  of  foundation  for  it.  Let  that,  Gian- 
netino,  be  your  business  on  the  morrow ;"  and 
then  separating  they  both  retired  to  rest. 

Giannetino  had  since  his  reconciliation  with 
the  Count  flesco,  indulged  in  more  than  his 
usual  dreams  of  coming  povrer,  for  m  him  he 
now  no  longer  saw  that  opposition  to  his  ambi- 
tious  sdiemes  which  jureviously  had  so  often 
crossed  and  thwarted  his  views.  The  Count 
had  v^ed  with  almost  unapproachable  skill  his 
own  secret  aspirations,  and  his  distrust  of 
Dmia. 

Uk  habits  of  pleasure,  the  most  alluring,  and 
at  the  same  time  the  most  impenetrable  garb 
which  he  could  assume  to  conceal  his  plots  and 
private  designs,  hid  from  Giannetino's  eyes  the 
deep  passion  and  high  ambition  which  ruled  his 
own  heart;  and  while  thus  removed  fit>m  his 
espionage,  securely  and  secretly  did  he  rear  up 
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that  fabric,  destbed  to  overthrow  the  Dbrk 
personal  hopes. 

On  this  night  after  parting  with  his  grai 
unde,  he  threw  himself  into-  hi9  bed,  ai 
dreaming  of  crowns  and  royal  authority,  he  h 
sunk  into  a  deep  and  profound  aleep,  so  de( 
that  the  distant  tumult  did  not  reach  his  ef 
and  it  was  long  after  the  attack  on  St  Hiomat 
gate,  that  the  sounds  partially  awoke  him.  I 
turned  over,  however,  and  again  fell  asleep,  b 
it  was  only  to  be  instantly  wakened,  and  to  he 
the  shouts  of  men  and  the  dash  of  weapoi 
so  near,  so  continued,  and  ;bo  fierce,  us  ta  i 
duCe  him  immediately  to  discard  his  first  idc 
that  it  was  a  street  fiay ;  and  hastfly  callii^  f 
lights  he  dressed  himsel£ 

Naturally  courageous,  for  no  coward  prope 
sity  was  mingled  with  his  haughty  indomital] 
pride,  and  thinking  that  it  was  perhaps  tl 
slaves  on  board  the  galleys  in  the  harbour;  hi 
risen  and  were  breaking  thdr  diams^  he  unon 
himself;  and  ordering  a  page  to  precede  hi 
with  a  light,  and  also  desiring  his  unde  to  1 
roused  fi*om  sleep,  he  quitted  the  palace^  tb 
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fe^Iy  attended.     His  way  lay  through  the  gate 
^f  St.  Thomas  which  was  now  in  the  hands  of 
^e  enemy ;  and  the  first  intimation  he  had  of 
'^    extreme   danger  was  the  shouts  of  those 
*^dbre  him,  and  the  wild  threats  of : 
••  The  Doria— down  with  him !" 
*'  Down  with  him  1"  cried  Ottobon  Fiesco, 
^hoae  sword  was  the  first  directed  against  him ; 
**^ci  'while  the  page  stood  terrified,  Giannetino 
'^^^^l  in  every  wild  glaring  eye,  as  it  flashed  upon 
^*^^  in  the  torch-lights,  now  plentifiilly  supplied 
y   ^he  conspirators,  his  own  destined  fate. 
••  Down  with  him  r 

**  Here,  boy  !"  said  Giannetino  in  a  whisper 
^^  tlie  page.  "  Throw  down  your  torch,  and  to 
^^   palace  I     Tell    my  unde    to  flee  for  his 

**  Down  with   him  I"   again  shouted  Otto* 


^  "  Way,    knaves  1     Oh  !     A  Doria  to   the 

0         rescue  l**  and  whirling  his  weapon  round  him, 

he  opened  a  dear  passage  for  the  boy's  escape 

to  his  palace,  while  the  conspirators  now  rushed 
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recklessly  forward,  and  in  the  angry  ferociou 
zeal  of  the  party  instantly  to  destroy  him,  he  wa 
for  some  minutes  saved. 

"  Hold !"  shouted  a  voice,  dear  and  cona 
manding  over  all  the  din  and  uproar  that  pa 
vaded  the  place,  so  dear  and  sounding,  that  i 
penetrated  Giannetino's  ear ;  and  so  well  know 
did  its  tones  appear  to  him  then,  that  even  thu 
pressed  by  danger,  death  before  and  on  ever 
side  of  him,  he  mechanically  lowered  his  ow 
weapon,  as  did  the  conspirators,  while  ai 
%  avenue  was  opened  among  those  facing  him,  aDi 

the  Roman  strode  through  it.  "  Signor,  defem 
thyself!" 

Giannetino  hurriedly  availed  himself  of  thi 
^Ij  permission.     He  crossed  swords  with  this  ne 

assailant,  yet  even  on  the  very  verge  of  dange 
he  could  hardly  parry  his  thrusts ;  for  in  his  qf 
calm,  steady,  and  absorbing  in  its  br^htnesi 
in  the  master's  hand  that  widded  the  weapc 
seeking  his  life,  he  had  a  distant  recdlection  of 
former  event;  and  it  was  only  when  sl^t 
wounded,  and  he  fdt  the  blood  flowing  fixun 

i 
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^  in  his  left  shoulder,  ihat  he  awoke  to 
^  instinct  of  sdf-preservation,  and  fought  for 
life. 

*^  Knave  I  I  forget,  or  onoe  before  we  have 
'^^  at  this  same  spot." 

^  Once,  my  Lord  I"  said  Alfeo,  in  a  low, 
^hough  distinct  whisper,  whfle  not  one  of  those 
^ear  moved,  for  the  whole  business  was  but  the 
^^ecorrence  of  a  momait.  "  Once,  but  we  never 
^eet  again !" 

''  Thou  ravest !"  shouted  Giannetino,  his  old 
pride  coming  forth  as  he  felt  the  steel  quiver  in 
his  grasp. 

"  Then  it  is  a  rude  madness,  and  deathly  to 
boot  I"  continued  the  Roman  in  his  own  even 
tones.  ''  Deadly  to  thee,  villain  I"  and  with 
one  vigorous  effort,  Giannetino's  weapon  curled 
in  his  hand,  and  snapping  at  the  handle,  the 
Roman  passed  his  sword  through  his  body. 
•'  On  I"  he  shouted.  "  To  the  palace !  One 
of  the  litter  may  yet  escape  !"  and  the  conspira- 
tors roused,  dashed  forward  to  the  Doria  resi^ 
dence,  led  on  by  Jerome  and  Ottobon,  while 
Giannetino  sunk  at  his  feet. 

I  3 
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Alfeo  looked  sternly,  unpityingly  in  his  face; 
and  lifting  one  of  the  torches,  many  of  whidi 
now  lay  round  him,  burning  and  flickering,  as 
they  had  fallen  from  the  conspirators'  graspi 
he  directed  it  towards  him.  His  features  vnxt 
rapidly  assuming  the  pale  hue  and  fixedness  of 
death.  His  hand  still  convulsively  grasped  the 
hilt  of  the  broken  sword ;  and  the  Roman,  ^th 
a  stem  satisfaction  in  his  eye,  that  seemed  to 
gloat  over  the  prostrate  form  before  its  glance, 
swept  the  light  rapidly  over  Doria's  closed  lids; 
and  as  affected  by  the  flame  they  separated, 
whilst  even  in  the  extremity  of  death,  the  dark 
stem  glance  of  the  one  met  the  glazed  and 
deadly  look  of  the  other. 

<'  Thou  livest  still  1"  and  AUeo  as  he  spoke, 
knelt  down  by  his  side,  **  and  now  one  word, 
when  thou  art  yet  capable  to  understand." 

Doria  motioned  to  him  ftinily  with  his  hand. 

'*  Stay !"  continued  the  other,  speaking  as  ff 
he  would  demand  the  soul  to  linger  still  in  its 
earthly  abode,  until  it  had  learned  his  wiU.  "  I 
would  yet  add  something  to  the  past,'*  and 
stonnirior  hits  pnoiith  down  to  the  ear  of  the  dying 
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man,  he  whisp^*ed  for  a  minute  in  it,  and  as 
lie  drew  back  his  head,  Doria  made  one  violent 
effort,  called  back  his  flagging  senses,  stayed 
the  life  that  was  passing  away,  cleared  the  film 
of  death  that  had  almost  covered  his  eyes,  and 
gazing  in  his  &ce,  made  an  effort  to  speak,  but 
the  words  died  on  the  night,  without  sound  or 
utterance ;  and  falling  heavily  upon  the  earth, 
from  which  he  had  partially  risen,  a  convulsive 
shudder  passed  over  his  frame,  and  his  counte- 
nance grew  rigid  in  the  repose  of  death. 

"  Dead !"  muttered  the  Roman,  gazing  stern- 
ly and  fixedly  upon  the  body  lying  before  him. 
"  Dead  !  with  all  thy  sins  upon  thine  head — thy 
passions  and  desires !  Be  it  so  1  Our  destinies 
are  both  fulfilled  I  Thou,  the  sacrifice — I,  the 
avenger!  Thou  hast  lived  too  long,  and  yet 
hast  died  too  soon.  Ah !  I  hear  their  shouts  !" 
for  the  distant  roar  of  the  armed  mob  and  the 
conspirators  was  now  audible,  as  they  swept 
onwards  to  the  harbour.  **  Enough  for  me,'' 
he  continued,  **  I  have  done  what  was  most 
needed,  and  no  more  do  their  schemes  effect 
me,"   and  slowly  retiring  fix)m  the  spot,   his 
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retreating  figure  was  soon  lost  in  the  darime^^ 
of  the  night. 

The  next  day,  when  young  Doria's  body  w^-^ 
found,  on  a  piece  of  paper  attached  to  his  doth9=^ 
and  placed  immediately  over  the  wound  b^Jf 
which  he  was  killed,  was  written  in  a  larg^ 
character,  the  single  word  "  GuiLU.*'  Ifc5 
meaning  or  import  to  all  who  saw  it  was  conn- 
pletely  unknown. 

In  the  meantime  confiision  filled  the  Doria 
palace.  The  page's  message  had  been  conveyed 
to  Andrew ;  and  some  Senators  and  nobles  of 
his  party,  at  the  risk  of  their  own  lives  had 
reached  the  palace,  and  had  induced  him,  before 
the  party  that  attacked  St.  Thomas's  gate  had 
quitted  it,  to  mount  his  horse  and  flee  for  his 
life. 

Giannetino's  precipitancy  saved  him;  for 
Jerome  Fiesco  seeing,  that  the  younger  and 
more  dangerous  man  ¥^as  now  no  more,  pre- 
ferred the  safety  of  the  palace,  and  the  inmaeose 
wealth  it  contained,  to  the  person  of  Andrew 
Doria,  fearing  lest  the  soldiers,  if  admitted, 
might  plunder  it :  and  thus  the  okl  seana^ilain 
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U)g  advantage  of  this  &vourab]e  conjunction 
drcumstanceSy   effected    his    escape,    while 
^me  and  Ottobon  marched  on  their  troops 
'Wards  the  harbour. 

Thus   &r  every  thing  connected  with  the 

conspirators  had  progressed  according  to  their 

Host  sanguine  wishes.     Giannetino  Doha  was 

dead ;  Andrew  had  fled ;  the  city  was  in  their 

power ;  and  the  harbour  with  the  Doria  galleys 

ready  to  fall  into  their  hands.    Thomas  Assereto, 

according  to  the  Count's  instructions,  had  been 

able  to  seize  the  nearest  post  to  the  Darsena ; 

and  thus  the  land  on  one  side  of  the  harbour 

was  in  the  occupation  of  the  conspirators,  while 

a   veteran   soldier,  named   Scipio  Brogognino, 

had  orders  to  throw  himself  with  some  armed 

feluccas  into  the  basin,  and  then  co-operating 

with  Verrina  and  Assereto,  to  make  the  conquest 

of  the  harbour  and  galleys  it  contained  certain. 

These  instructions  had  been  performed  to  the 
lett^,  and  when  the  Count  had  left  his  party 
disputing  for  the  possession  of  St.  Thomas'  gate, 
he  proceeded  nqpidly  to  the  post  next  the  basin ; 
and  he  had  hardly  arrived  at  it^  when  he  found 
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the  guard  running,  and  the  most  important  po- 
sition of  all  those  attacked  during  the  night  in 
his  power.  Giving  orders  to  station  parties  at 
all  those  gates  in  the  hands  of  the  conspirators, 
he  entered  the  basin,  finding  it  now  entirdy 
open,  and  joined  himself  to  Verrina,  who  was 
about  to  commence  an  attack  upon  the  Doria 
galleys  that  lay  before  him. 

The  Venetian  beheld   every   eflfort  crowned 
with  success ;  and  in  the  recesses  of  his  own 
heart,  when  his  messengers  momentarily  brought 
him  intelligence  of  post  after  post  felling  into 
the  hands  of  his  fiiends,  he  was  plotting  how 
after  their  final  success  he  should  on  the  morrow 
be  enabled  to  fi"ee  himself  fix)m  his  own  personal 
difficulties.     Surrounded  on  all  sides,  watched  by 
a  power  whose  influence  he  vainly  strove  to  com- 
prehend, whose  extent  he  could  not  calculate — an 
enemy  where  he  might  reckon  to  find  a  fiiend--' 
his  deepest  secrets  in  the  hands  of  one  who^by  ex* 
traordinary  chance  or  supernatural  agency,  )mew 
all  that  concerned  him — he  now  reveDed  in  the 
delight  of  this  successfiil  revolt,  conscious  that 
the  morrow  would  place  the  means  of  removing 


his  penooal  diflimhips  wkbin  his  reach.  Hk 
eje^  spuided  with  tnnmph,  and  the  Count's 
joyous  looks^wlieD  thus  thcj  fiisl  met  after  tfadr 
aqMntim  ookacviiig  the  Fkaoopalaoe,  animated 
the  Venetian. 

*"  To-moRow,  my  Venina,  to-momw  !**  he 
said,  gracing  and  wringing  the  others  hand 
ti^tfy  in  his  own.  **  To-moRow,  and  Genoa  is 
ours!" 

**  By  the  saints,  yes !"  exclaimed  the  Vene- 
tian. **  One  more  move  on  this  chess-board 
of  ours,  and  we  gain  a  kingdooL  To-morrow, 
my  Lord,  thou  art  King  of  this  Rq)ublic." 

^  Ah !  that  were  indeed  to  anticipate  events," 
said  the  Count  in  a  subdued  tone.  ''Oiu*  wishes, 
however  high  th^  may  leap,  must  be  tempered 
by  our  prudence.  Yet  to-morrow,"  and  he 
paused,  "  may  produce  events  new  in  the  his* 
tory  of  this  countiy.  Let  us  now  on  in  our 
attack,"  and  the  word  was  given.  Verrina's 
galley  passed  the  mouth  of  the  intericur  harbour, 
and  dashing  amongst  the  vessek  belonging  to 
the  Doria  fleet,  wa^  instantly  engaged  with  them. 
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Rapidly  and  dexterously  the  Venetian  avail 
himself  of  the  advantages    of  the  night  TI^bi. 
darkness;  the  sudden   attack;   and  the  cre^Kfi^ 
of  the     galleys    mostly    consisting    of  slaves 
chained  to  the  oar,  nearly  all  disarmed,  with^ 
out  a  proper  leader  to  command  them,  or 
adequate  inducement  to  fight  for,  and  beside 
terrified  with  the  shouts  of  their  new  assail- 
ants— deafened  and  confiised  by  their  TdHyiog 
cry  of  "  Fiesco  and  liberty*' — offered  but  a  feeble 
resistance,  and  fell  one  after  another  into  the 
power  of  their  enemy.     A  short  hour,  and  nov 
Genoa   was  in   the    hands  of  the   Count,  for 
the  fleet  was  the  last  object  of  attack,  and  in 
it  he  had  succeeded.     His  advices  told  him  that 
in  all  other  quarters  of  the  city  nothing  bat 
alarm    and    confusion    prevailed.     The   nobles 
dreaded  pillage,  and  were  fortifying  their  man- 
sions.    The  burghers,  unable  to  determine  how 
to  act,  were  waiting  for  day  to  choose  a  side, 
and  in  the  interval  they  had  hastily  barricaded 
their  houses,  while  the  lower  orders  joined  the 
party  of  the  Count,  swept  the  city,  and  carried 
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^^^Simay  before  them.     He  also  learned  that  the 

Pc^laoe  of  the  Republic  was  lighted. 

BHated  with  hope,  proud  of  his  victoryy  he 

*^^^^  Vemna  witih  extended  arms  and  embraced 

^^inti  on  the  dedc  of  the  galley. 

''But  litde  now  remains  to  be  done.     We 

^^^ist  rigidly  guard  what  we  have  secured,  and 
^  the  morning  we  shall  find  that  Genoa  has 
^Udared  for  us.'' 

"  The  burghers — "  began  the  Venetian. 
''  Stop  r  exclaimed  Fiesco,  for  just  as  Verrina 
b^an  to  speak,  a  wild  oonfiised  shout,  a  terrible 
Uproar  succeeded  the  calm  of  their  victory.  "  By 
the  saints  !  that  noise  comes  firom  the  Admiral's 
galley.     These  knaves  may  mutiny  and  release 
him  1     Guard  thou  here,  and  I  will  see  to  this 
uproar,"    and  hastily   quitting  the  Venetian's 
side,  he  passed  across  the  galley  by  a  small  foot- 
board, reached  the  side  of  another  vessel,  that 
lay  contiguous  to  the  one  fi^m  whence  came  the 
noise,  and  was  placing  his  foot  upon  another 
plank,  when  in  the  excitement  of  his  haste,  the 
board  slipped — he  tottered — it  steadied  for  an 
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instant  then  fell  into  the  water,  cairying  faini 
along  with  it.     Rapidly  he  clutched  at  a  rope, 
caught  it,   and  found  that  unable  to  bear  his 
weight,    loaded   as  he  was   with   annour  aod 
weapons,  it  broke  above  his  hand.  He  shouted, 
but  the  quickness  with  which  he  feQ  down  into 
the  water,  stifled  his  voice,  and  his  cries  died 
away  on   the  surface  of  the  sea.     Violently, 
furiously  he  struggled  with  his  awful  destiny, 
and  could  see  the  lights  flash  across  the  gaOeySi 
could  hear  the  voices,  and  discern  the  figures, 
but  none  either  heard  or  saw  him. 

"Father    of  Mercies !— Saviour T    but  tte 
water  flowed  into  his  mouth  as  he  attempted  to 
speak,   and    drowned    his  words,  while  every 
struggle  for  existence  so  exhausted  him,  that  be 
found   he  was  no  longer  able  to  continue  his 
efforts.     Yet  life  was  dear  to  him*     How  dear 
was  it  now,  when  in  the  almost  undisputed 
possession  of  his  wildest  hopes  of  ambitkml 
Was  he  thus  to  perish  without  assistance,  or  tke 
sight  of  one  solitary  friend?     With  a  vioh&t 
effort,  he  raised  himself  in  the  water,  and  in  the 


•pMs,  he 
I— hdpr 

ficnifaim,! 

«miids  Eke  Fiean'sTOioer  bizt  afriid  to 
^  finGdi  ahnn,  he  spnog  fiamvd  la  the 
^liiMiooof  the  sounds  gamed  the  side  of  the 
8^  from  which  Fiesoo  h^  fiJkn.  Bui  now 
^witff  fnttrtfll  and  muuffled;  there  wis  no 
^^^imd,  no  rciet,  not  m  q)eck  bdow  to  infivm 
him  that  any  had  frDen  there ;  for  the  Counts 
^Xpirii^  effort  had  reached  his  ear.  The  iiert 
tdomeot,  he  had  sunk  to  rise  no  more  in  fife. 

Venina  wiatcheH  a  tordi,  swept  with  it  the 
9aAce  of  the  waters,  but  not  an  object,  save  the 
{dank  whidi  had  fidlen  from  the  galley's  side, 
met  his  eye.  He  instantly  saw  diat  in  attempt- 
ing to  pass  from  the  one  vessel  to  the  other, 
some  person  had  Men  into  the  basin;  and 
n^mfly  connecting  this  circumstance  in  his  mind 
with  the  call  for  hdp  whidi  he  had  heard,  and 
which  he  fdt  assured  was  in  the  tones  of  the 
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Count's  voice,  and  the  fiu^t  of  his  having  left 
him  to    proceed  by  that  side   to  the  scene 
of  the  uproar,  together  with  his    not   meet- 
ing him  there,  the  ixmdusicm  instantly  forced 
itself  upon  his  mind  that  his  fiiend,  the  Count, 
was  no  more.    Dismayed,  yet  fearful  of  exciting 
a  tumult,  that  might  ruin  the  bold  hopes  he 
had  already  formed  and  almost  realized,  he  in- 
stantly left  the  place,  returned  to  his  own  galky, 
and  gave  his  orders  for  securing  the  harbour,  ss 
if  nothing  had  occurred.     He  determined  to 
cany  out  his  own  objects  in  the  conspinK^ ;  and 
though  grievmg  for  the  Count,  any  Fiesoo  with 
success  would  answer  his  pmpoae. 

Still  uncertain  as  to  his  suspicions  about  the 
Count,  Yerrina  sent  messengers  over  the  city 
to  glean  some  tidings  concerning  him.  Never 
despairing  of  the  ultimate  success  of  the  con- 
spiracy, when  he  now  saw  how  fitvouraUy  it 
had  progressed,  he  had  other  and  to  him 
most  important  schemes  for  the  busy  night 
Deputing  to  Thomas  Asserete  his  own  com- 
mand, he  picked  out  a  dozen  of  his  personal  re- 
tainers, and  desiring  them  to  follow  him,  hesqMh 
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rated  himself  from  his  party.  On  passing  the 
Fiesoo  palace,  he  saw  the  gate  open,  and 
learned  that  the  Count's  domestics  had  joined 
the  armed  bands,  many  of  whom,  bent  on  plun- 
dering, now  filled  the  streets. 

"  Saints !"  he  muttered  to  himself,  casting  a 
long  and  wistful  glance  at  the  Fiesco  palace, 
''  why  not  snatch  this  proud  beauty  now  when 
m  my  power  ?  To-morrow  might  see  me  far 
from  Genoa,  and  her  in  my  possession.  Yet 
do!  We  have  succeeded  thus  far,  and  must 
prosper  still  more.  Time  will  supply  other  op- 
portunities;"  and  passing  on,  he  quitted  the 
palace. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

SoBiBRE,  gloomy,  and  cheerless,  rose  thevraDs 
of  the  prison  of  Genoa ;  and  none  seemed,  in 
the  general  scene  of  confusion,  to  have  as  y<t 
directed  attention  to  them,  either  for  the  purpose 
of  opening  the  gates — ^no  nnconmion  circum- 
stance in  a  sudden  revolution,  when  those  riang 
often  found  their  best  support  in  their  inmatesr— 
or  of  making  the  building  a  point  of  defeooe. 
Yet  the  tumult  that  raged  in  the  dty  could  not 
continue  so  long  as  it  had  done,  without  peoo* 
trating  the  walls  and  reaching  the  ears  of  tboie 
confined  within   the  prison.      With  the  fint 
sounds  of  the  wild  uproar  whidi  filled  Genoi, 
Philip  Caha  sprung  from  the  hard  oouoh  wUdi 
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^6     had   occupied    for   soine   hours  preceding. 
During  the  day  he  had  missed  the  friendly  visit 
of  hisold  shopmafee.  Master  Jerome  Vairas;  and 
^^easjr,  worn  out  with  his  kmg  and  solitary  con- 
cement,  his  sleep  had  been  feverish  and  mioertain. 
*nie  shouts  and  cries  of  Tiesoo  and  liberty^ 
^^  penetrated  his  dark  oeD,  and  unaUe  to  un* 
^rstand  what  they  meant,  no  person  coming 
i^ear  him,  he  threw  himself  do¥m  on  his  couch, 
^d  listened  with  anxiety,  as  they  sweDed  and 
broke  upon  the  night  air.     Soon  he  heard  the 
rqxnt  of  arms,  more  shouts,  and,  as  he  fancied, 
the  dashing  of  swords. 

**  What  wild  work  is  this  f  he  asked  himself 
"^ '  Flesco  and  liberty  V  What  can  it  meanT 
and  turning  uneasily  he  listened ;  but  now  the 
shouts  died  away,  as  the  conspirators  quitted 
that  quarter  nearest  the  prison,  and  the  place 
assumed  its  usual  tranquillity.  For  a  consider- 
able period  no  noise  disturbed  him,  and  in  the 
nlaioe  and  loneliness  of  the  place,  sleep  again 
stde  over  him,  and  he  began  to  slumber.  He 
might  have  remained  thus  for  an  hour,  ox  per- 
haps more,  when  a  noise  in  his  cell,  and  some 
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one  shaking  him,  at  last  dispdled  sleep, 
starting  up,  the  fuU  glare  of  a  strong  ] 
upon  his  eyes,  and  he  found  an  armed  man  in 
the  cell  with  him.  He  sprung  from  his  bed  as 
his  visitor  held  up  the  torch  which  he  carried, 
and  in  its  blaze  he  distinguished  the  features  of 
the  Venetian,  Verrina. 

"Hush!"  said  the  latter.  "Be  seated.  I 
mean  you  no  harm." 

"Why  here,  then?*'  asked  Philip.  "Your 
visits,  like  your  wishes,  never  have  intended  me 
much  benefit." 

"True  for  the  past!  yet  listen.  I  would 
amend  for  the  future,"  and  placmg  the  torch  in 
a  ring  which  projected  from  the  wall,  he  seated 
himself  on  the  only  stool  the  cell  contained,  and 
motioning  for  Philip's  attention,  proceeded. 
"  This  night  has  produced  strange  events,  for 
now  the  city  of  Genoa  has  changed  masten^ 
and  is  in  the  hands  of  the  Count  Fiesoo  and 
his  adherents.  We  are  powerful— onmipotent 
here ;  and  prisons,  like  palaces,  can  be  opened 
as  we  will  One  word  I  Wouldst  thou  bi 
freer 
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"  Yes  !"  answered  Phflip,  astonished.  "  Who 
unjustly  accused  would  not  ?" 

"  Few ;"  continued  Verrina,  musing,  "  no 
matter  whether  they  may  have  offended  law  or 
not,  would  love  to  dwell  in  a  prison,  when 
ttiey  might  be  free.  Chains  of  hea^  iron  are 
no  gauds  that  a  man  will  wear  for  ornament, 
and  a  stone  couch  is  no  inducement  to  remain 
m  a  prison.     Thou  wouldst  be  free  ?" 

**  Why  ask  such  a  question  a  second  time  ?" 

"  Then  thou  shalt.  But  there  are  conditions 
that  must  be  fulfilled  ere  thou  canst  leave  this 
dungeon." 

"  Speak ;  name  them  P* 

"  That  thou  leavest  Genoa  for  ever,"  began 
Verrina. 

"  Go  on  !"  said  Philip,  interrupting  him. 

*'  That  thou  abandonest  a  vain  and  foolish 
design  now  occupying  thine  attention  with  refer- 
ence to  thyself." 

"  Thou  hast  declared  two  points  of  thy  pro- 
posed agreement.  What  next,  Signer  ?"  asked 
Philip  calmly. 

"That,"  continued  Verrina,  "fully,  and  on 
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them,   and   by   the 
diest !" 

"Then  by  the  \ 
oath !"  exclaimed  P 
in  his  words  aud 
Give  up  my  birt 
murderer,  flee  Gc 
rona!  Go  to,  Sij 
man!" 

"  Then  die !"  sai 
bitterness  ^of  fixed 
could  have  saved 
thee,  but  now  thou 
like  any  other  mi 
too,  though  innoce: 

"  I  thank   thee 
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bouis  within  its  wiSs  a  spirit  of  justice,  let  who 
win  rule  her!" 

''It  is  m  vain  hope!  Think  again!  Life  to 
thee  is  ererythii]^ !" 

"No,  Sigmn-;  honour  is  more!"  returned 
Philip,  firmly.  **  Leave  me.  I  ^Kim  th  v  pro> 
posals,  and  in  the  full  hope  <^  my  innocence  I 
may  live  without  entmng  into  conditions  dis- 
graceful  in  themselves,  and  if  confirmed, 
only  conferring  on  me  a  miserable  existence.** 

"Do  you  refuse?" 

"  Yes  ;  if  instant  death  without  trial  or  hope 
were  the  immediate  consequence,  I  would  not 
consent  to  such  an  offer." 

"  Then  listen  !"  said  Verrina,  in  low,  hissing 
tones,  that  seemed  to  come  fit)m  between  his 
closed  teeth,  as  if  the  very  spirit  of  vengeance 
steeped  to  the  lips  in  gall,  was  speaking,  and 
tainting  his  words  with  its  malevolence. 
"  Listen !  By  some  means,  to  me  unknown, 
thou  hast  learned  a  secret  which  I  believed 
confined  alone  to  myself  We  are  brothers  by 
the  same  &ther^  though  of  different  mothers, 
and  because  I,  the  elder-boni,  had  dared  to  lead 
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what  my  prudent  parent  considered  a  life  of 
excess,  I  was  cut  out  of  my  inheritance— left  to 
live  on  my  wit.  I  did  do  so  I  Thou  canst  see 
how  well,  for  I  determined  thou  shouldst  be  no 
bar  to  my  enjoyments.  Thou  earnest  into  the 
world,  and  hadst  well  nigh  as  silently  left  it;  but 
my  folly  in  employing  in  the  execution  of  my 
plans  a  villain  who  cheated  me,  and  has  saved 
thee,  defeated  me,  and  thou  now  livest — ^livest  for 
a  week  1  The  heir  of  wealth,  of  great  name, 
thou  shalt  die  like  a  mean  felon." 

"I  shall  live,"  said  Philip,  firmly,  "in  the 
consciousness  of  my  own  innocence." 

*'  Thou  relievest  me  !"  sneered  Verrina. 
"  But  one  word  for  all.  This  nighti  in  the 
excess  of  this  revolt,  I  can  break  open  thy 
prison,  strike  off  these  fetters,"  as  he  touched 
with  his  foot  one  of  the  chains  that  manarfed 
the  other's  limbs,  ''  and  restore  thee  to  fi^om. 
I  will  add  wealth  to  compensate  for  the  sacri- 
fice thou  makest.  Young  man,  shun  death 
when  thou  canst !" 

"  Not  for  worlds  would  1  B^cee  to  this  pn>- 
i!     Innocent,   I   do  not  fear  trial;  fiar  I 
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know  I  shall  be  safe.  Leave  me,  Signer!  I 
would  not  call  thee,  brother,  for  that  word, 
^^ich  with  others  would  be  a  link  of  love, 
becomes  with  thee  a  bond  of  hate.  Go,  Signer. 
I  would  be  alone!" 

"The  Lady  Verona — "  began  the  Vene- 
tian. 

"  Go  !  I  would  not  hear  thee !"  said  Philip, 
interrupting  him.     "  Go — go  !" 

"  Fool  1"  muttered  Verrina.  "  1  would  have 
saved  thee.  Ho !  jailer !  See  to  thy  prisoner ; 
for  no  matter  who  rules  the  State,  the  laws 
must  be  respected,  and  murder  punished !" 

Then,  taking  the  torch,  he  strode  to  the 
door,  and  turning,  gazed  for  a  second  in  Philip's 
face ;  but  the  latter  calmly  and  firmly  withstood 
bis  glance.  His  eye  did  not  quail  before  his ; 
his  form  swelled  out  and  grew  erect ;  and  the 
Venetian,  muttering  some  few  words  to  himself, 
passed  out.  The  door  was  instantly  closed ; 
the  heavy  chains  and  bolts  rattled  mournfully ; 
and,  again  confined,  Philip  was  alone  in  the 
solitude  of  his  dungeon. 

The    Venetian   gathered   his  soldiers  about 


198  THE   WILL;   OR, 

him,   and   rapidly    proceeded   to   the  gate  of 
the  arch  in  the  borough.     Foiled — dissatisfied; 
the  Count's  probable  fate  recurring  wiUi  thou- 
sandfold more  power — seeming  almost  a  fixed 
certainty,  he  felt  at  that  moment  how  unstable 
was  his  position.     The  revolt  had  succeeded  be- 
yond the  most  sanguine  expectation :  the  dty 
was  completely  in  the  hands  of  the  assailants, 
when  now  this  calamity  occurred,  so  distress- 
ing,  so    absorbing,  so  unpropitious.     He  still 
believed  in  success ;  and  passing  through  the 
streets   wherever  he  met   a   partizan,   he  had 
for  him  a  word  of  encouragement  and  hope. 
Not  a  syllable  escaped  him  with  reference  to 
the  Count ;  and  he  found  that  none  had  yti 
perceived  their  loss,  or  suspected  its  probability. 
In  the  streets  he  found  nothing  but  die  con- 
spirators  and   their  friends;   and   as    be  ap- 
proached nearer  the  arch,  he  heard  the  loud, 
rallying  cry  of  his  party. 

"  They  have  gotten  the  Count  I''  he  mutteredt 
as  he  pressed  forward ;  but  at  that  moment,  one 
of  his  messengers  met  him,  and  related  the 
intelligence   that   Fiesco  was  no  where  to  be 
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found.  iTien  came  another — a  third — a  fourth, 
all  with  the  same  intelligence,  and  when  he 
had  reached  the  gate,  he  perceived  Jerome  and 
Ottobon,  and  along  with  them  Sacco,  C<alcagno, 
and  the  chief  conspirators,  aQ  conversing  apart 
from  the  soldiers,  and  aQ  seeming  as  if  some 
heavy  calamity  had  fallen  upon  them.  He 
strode  into  the  midst  of  the  group. 

"  Ha  !  Signer  Verrina !"  exclaimed  Jerome 
Fiesco.  "  Hast  seen  my  brother,  the  Count  ? 
Knowest  aught  of  him  ?** 

"  Yes,"  said  the  Venetian,  firmly.  "  Be 
prepared,  Signors — " 

"  Speak !"  cried  Ottobon,  with  alarm  in  his 
coimtenance. 

"  He  is  dead  !'*  replied  Verrina ;  and  as  all 
drew  back,  amazed  and  aghast  at  this  un- 
welcome and  sorrowful  information,  the  other 
continued :  "  I  must  deplore  his  loss :  yet, 
Signors,  our  cause  and  his  name  still  sur- 
vive." 

"  I !"  observed  Jerome,  drawing  back,  and 
speaking  with  slow  emphasis,  "am  now  the 
head  of  my  house." 
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'*  And  the  leader  of  our  enterprize !"  adde^ 
Verrina,  before  any  other  could  interfere.  "  I& 
silent,  Signors;  and  when  we  daim  the  Re 
public  in  the  morning,  though  we  must  deploy 
the  noble  Count's  loss,  our  soldiers  will  ac: 
know  but  that  they  have  been  still  led  by  theij 
former  Lord.     Signors,  what  say  you  ?" 

"  I,"  said  Ottobon,  the  first  to  answer  the 
question,  "will  yield  to  my  brother.  Our 
enterprize  now  hardly  requires  a  leader:  yet 
we  must  have  a  head." 

"I  serve  the  house  of  Fiesco,"  said  Saoco, 
with  sententious  brevity. 

''  And  I  also  !''  added  Calcagno. 

"Signors,  then,"  observed  Verrina,  "to  our 
posts !  The  Senate-House  in  our  power,  and 
we  nJe  Genoa.  Ho  1 — Forward  to  the  Senate!" 
and  the  soldiers  commanded,  and  the  mob  thus 
encouraged,  about  four  hours  after  they  had 
first  burst  forth  upon  the  city,  the  conspirators 
turned  to  the  ancient  hall  of  the  Republic. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


The  Senators,  the  nobles  not  adherents  of 
Fiesco,  the  higher  classes  of  the  citizens,  all 
those,  who  at  first  confounded  by  the  sudden 
and  most  unexpected  outbreak  of  conspirators 
in  the  heart  of  their  city,  had  in  time  rallied, 
and  now  sought  their  own  protection  in  the 
safety  of  the  State ;  all  these  soon  banded  them- 
selves together,  and  attempted  to  wrest  from 
the  enemy  the  strongholds  they  had  already 
gained.  Yet  they  were  still  unsuccessful.  After 
a  short  and  bitter  struggle  they  were  defeated 
at  St.  Thomas'  Gate;  a  distinguished  noble  of  their 
party  was  made  prisoner ;  and  they  themselves 
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dispirited  by  their  overthrow.  In  the  Senate 
they  met,  at  extreme  peril,  to  devise  means  of 
safety ;  but  in  the  very  midst  of  their  delibe- 
rations, the  noise  of  the  mob  and  the  conspi- 
rators advancing  towards  them  stopped  debate, 
and  they  came  to  the  hasty  determination  of 
sending  some  of  their  number  to  wait  upon  the 
Count,  and  learn  his  demands. 

In  a  few  minutes,  the  wild  shouts  of  the  ap- 
proaching party — the  rallying  cry  of  "Fiesco 
and  Liberty,"  broke  upon  their  ears,  and  they 
were  immediately  afterwards,  brought  face  to  free 
with  the  Count's  party  headed  by  the  Venetian, 
Jerome  and  Ottobon,  and  the  leading  conspira* 
tors.  The  place  was  made  brilliant  by  the  light 
of  numerous  torches  which  the  mob  belonging 
to  the  revolutionists  bore  before  them;  and 
thinking  that  this  was  another  party  sent  for- 
ward by  the  Senate  to  charge,  Jerome  shouted — 

''  On,  friends !  To  the  Senate  House !"  and 
they  dashed  forward  upon  the  Senate's  Ambas- 
sadors, and  turning,  put  them  to  flight,  with  the 
exception  of  Ansaldo  Justiniani,  who  boldly  stood 
his  ground* 
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"Signers!"  he  began,  for  the  conspirators 
drew  back,  when  they  saw  him  thus  alone. 

"Hear  him/'  said  Verrina  in  an  anxious 
whisper  to  Jerome  Flesco,  who  stood  forward, 
when  the  Senator  bc^an  to  speak.  "Be  cautious ! 
Since  though  victorious,  yet  one  rash  word  may 
overthrow  all  our  successes.  The  house  of  Flesco 
Kves  in  thee !" 

"  And  shall  not  suffer  !"  replied  Jerome  petu- 
lantly. "  Signor,'*  he  continued,  addressing 
Justiniani,  "  thy  business  with  us !  Yet  stay — 
we  shall  meet  thee  in  the  Senate  House,  where 
we  can  better  understand  thy  wishes." 

"But  one  word,  Signor,  before  you  advance 
towards  the  palace  of  the  Republic.  I  would 
know  where  the  noble  Count  Fiesco  now 
is." 

"  That,"  said  Jerome  boldly,  and  advancing 
to  Justiniani,  as  he  spoke,  "  is  matter  of  slight 
import  now.  There  is  no  Count  to  be  treated 
with  but  Jerome  Fiesco.  He  represents  his 
house." 

"  How,  my  Lord  1"  asked  the  Senator,  "  is 
your  brother  no  more  ?" 
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"  He  is  not  here,"  said  Jerome  eva^vely,  and 
Justiniani's  countenance  instantly  evidenced  the 
importance  of  the  news. 

"  We  are  lost !"  mutt^^d  Verrina  in  Otto- 
bon's  ear.  "  By  the  saints  I  the  Count's  death 
is  to  them  new  life.  See  how  the  knave's  coun- 
tenance has  changed  with  his  information !" 

**  Brother!"  whispered  Ottobon.  "Caution, 
or  we  are  ruined." 

"  Tush  !"  exclaimed  Jerome,  sharply,  and  he 
turned  round  rapidly  to  Justiniani.  *'  Signor, 
we  shall  delay,  for  a  few  moments,  our  advance 
upon  tiie  Senate  House.  When  we  arrive  at  it, 
however,  it  must  be  surrendered  into  our  hands 
without  condition." 

"  Is  such,"  asked  Justiniani, "  your  determined 
resolve  ?" 

"  It  is,''  answered  Jerome  briefly. 

''  Then,  I  shall  proceed  straight  to  the  Senate, 
and  lay  before  them  this  demand.  Signer, 
give  us  a  few  moments  for  brief  consultation," 
and  Justiniani  turned,  and  rapidly  proceeded  to 
the  Senate,  where  his  news  was  to  his  party  the 
dawn  of  hope. 
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He  had  hardly  left  them,  when  Verrina  seized 
Jerome's  arm.  'Thou  hast  ruined  us  !"  and  he 
spoke  with  the  energy  of  despair,  "  utterly,  ab- 
solutely ruined  us.  TThou  art  unknown  to  the 
people — ^unknown  to  the  soldiers  who  lived  in 
the  Count;  and  when  this  news  gets  abroad, 
our  bands  will  melt  away  like  snow  in 
April" 

"  Thou  presumest,  Signor !" 

"  Tush !"  said  Verrina  fiercely,  for  in  that 
moment  he  felt  despair  subduing  his  energies, 
and  destroying  the  bold  hopes  which  the 
events  of  the  previous  few  minutes  had  pro- 
duced; and  it  was  with  a  savage  ferocity  of 
gesture  and  tone/ that  he  addressed  Jerome, 
which  almost  awed  him.  ''Thou  hast  ruined 
all.  On  to  the  Senate  House !  Seize  it,  proclaim 
thyself,  and  thou  mayst  yet  succeed.  On !  Delay 
now  is  death !" 

"  I  shall  be  advised,"  x)bserved  Jerome. 

"  Saints!"  shrieked  Verrina,  for  in  the  lapse 
of  the  few  minutes  since  Justiniani's  departure, 
the  report  of  the  Count's  death  had  spread 
rapidly,   and  the  very  troops  under  Jerome's 
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command  now  paused  and  hung  back.    Tk 
began  to  whisper — drew  more  apart  from  the 
leaders — the  shouts  of  the  mob  were  graduaD 
hushed,  the  lights  they  carried  were  being  extin 
guished,  while  a  low,  anxious  conversation  was 
continued  round  them;   and  true  to  the  Ve- 
netian's prophecy,   their  spirits   became  com- 
pletely changed.  "  On  to  the  Senate  !"  continued 
Verrina — 

"Nay,"   said  Ottobon,    "let  us  wait  them 
here." 

"  Oh  !"  exclaimed  Verrina,  "  must  aQ  my 
enterprizes  be  cursed  with  failure  !  Signois, 
there  remains  but  one  hope.  The  Senate  House 
in  our  hands,  we  can  retrieve  what  is  lost  and 
still  command  Genoa.  Be  advised,  before  the 
defection  from  our  ranks  leaves  us  bare,  and 
march  on  to  it — the  people  want  but  a  raDying 
point." 

"  True !"  observed  Ottobon,  with  sudden 
change  of  opinion,  *'  let  us  follow  the  Sigmar 
Verrina's  advice." 

"It  is  our  only  hope,"  said  Calcagno,  Bf 
proaching  Jerome.     "  Our  knaves  are  already 
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aiaimed,  and  the  people  iwe  rapidly  leaving 
us." 

"  Embrace  it,  niy  Lord !"  entreated  Sacco. 
But  now,  when  Jerome  would  give  his  instruc- 
tions to  march  forward,  and  seize  the  palace  of  the 
Republic  in  order  to  place  the  State  in  his  hands, 
he  found  that  there  were  few  to  obey  him ;  for 
during  the  pause  of  the  few  minutes'  conversa- 
tion amongst  their  leaders,  the  people  beginning 
to  fear,  and  not  being  disposed  to  trust  Jerome 
a$  implicitly  as  they  would  have  done  his  dead 
brother,  had  gradually  and  silently  departed  ;  and 
of  the  vast  mob  that  had  first  joined  the  conspi- 
rators, not  a  hundredth  part  now  remained.  The 
lights  had  nearly  all  disappeared — not  a  cheer, 
not  a  loud  word  broke  the  deep  silence  that  sur- 
rounded the  paid  soldiers  and  their  leaders.  Hope 
was  extinct  in  the  breasts  of  the  conspirators, 
and  now,  when  they  would  have  moved  forward, 
there  were  few  to  follow  them. 

In  the  interval,  the  Senate  had  made  good 
use  of  the  time  this  vacillation  among  the  con- 
spirators, consequent  upon  the  news  of  the 
Count's  death,  had  afforded  them.     They  ap- 
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pointed  officers,  rallied  their  troops,  called  out 
the  well-afFected  among  the  inhabitants ;  and  as 
towards  morning  the  mob  that  had  supported 
the  conspirators  was  breaking  up  in  despair,  the 
hands  of  the  Senate  became  strengthened  with 
the  light.     The  news  of  the  Count's  death  had 
filled  the  one  party  with  hope,  and  had  almost 
overthrown  the  other,  for  they  could  hardly  place 
much  dependence  in  Jerome.     Th^  arms  bad 
dropped   from   their  hands,   their  union   was 
broken  up ;  and  now  in  this  utter  prostratioo  d 
the  party,  the  extraordinary  secrecy  which  had 
been  adopted  throughout  the  organizaticm  of  the 
conspiracy,  was  most  detrimental  to  its  continu- 
ance.   With  the  death  of  its  leader  had  dqwrted 
the  great  bond  of  unanimity  that  linked  them  to 
his  cause,  and  most  of  those  who  acted  with 
him  knew  neither  his  confidants,  nor  the  objects 
he  aimed  at.     In  the  darkntes  of  night,  after 
the  first  reverse,  they  hastily  broke  up,  many  to 
their  homes,  who  believed  that  they  had  escaped 
observation,  and  many  fled  the  city. 

£ven  in  this  reverse  of  their  fortunes,  the  in- 
decision of  the  Senate  for  the  time  saved  them ; 
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forirfiDgt<»epMty|wi|iowd«ttMHM  thMB,«id 
QoinpeDing  tliem  to  yield,  anolfaer  tfaoQg^  it 
^ore  safe  to  tmt  with  dwm ;  and  dl  agreeii^ 
to  adopt  this  ooane,  Aey  Atmt  Bnil  Puaa,  who 
bul  left  the  Fiesoo  pahoe  shor^  befere,  to  wait 
iqxm  Jerome,  and  offer  him  a  pardon  far  himsdf 
and  an  his  aooompCcea. 

Alarmed  and  dismayed  by  the  sudden  and 
mexpected  change  whidi  the  prosperity  first 
ittending  the  conspiraton  had  now  taken,  all 
Kgan  to  look  out  fofr  Aemsdves,  reganfless  of 
he  fiite  of  each  other ;  and  when  he  saw  that  no 
lope  remained,  prostrate,  sfamned,  his  proud 
intic^tions  fer  the  morrow  darkened  and  de- 
stroyed by  the  SOTrowfiil  realities  o{  the  hour, 
^errina's  first  olgect  was  safety  in  fli^t.  Bitteriy 
parsing  in  his  own  heart  Jenmie  Resco,  and  seeing 
lowhopeless  was  the  cause  of  theconspiraUn^how 
tistant  all  his  own  speculations,  he  called  to  him 
Dttobon  Fiesoo,  Calcagno,  and  Saooo,  and  con- 
nilting  together  for  a  few  minutes,  they  resolved 
o  man  the  Count's  galley  in  the  harbour,  and 
mt  out  to  sea. 

"  But  an  hour  before,"  said  Verrina  with  a 
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bitter  sneer,  **  we  were  all  powerful— now  we 
are  fiigitives !" 

"  It  is,"  remarked  Ottobon, "  the  fete  of  most 
conspirators." 

"Yes!"  added  the  Venetian,  "when  fook 
become  their  leaders  I  Let  us  forward,  however, 
Signors.  Hark !  I  hear  the  approach  of  troops!" 
and  from  the  next  street  a  party,  numerous  and 
strongly  armed,  turned  towards  the  Senate 
House.     "  Signors,  time  is  precious !" 

"  By  the  saints !"  cried  Sacco,  "  the  Republic 
exerts  itself  when  the  danger  is  past!  On, 
Signors !"  and  they  quickened  their  pace  through 
the  streets,  then  silent  and  tranquil,  as  if  an  hour 
before  they  had  not  been  the  scenes  of  violence 
and  bloodshed. 

"  How  cahn  Genoa  feels  now  I"  observed 
Verrina. 

"  The  storm  is  over !"  said  one  of  his  com- 
panions. 

"  And  we/'  added  the  Venetian  with  a  wiM, 
bitter  laugh,  "  are  the  shipwrecked  mariners!" 
Yet  rejoice,  Signors !  Amidst  all,  we  have  saved 
life  I"  and  turning  into  the  harbour,  they  ^o^ 
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the  galley,  which  in  their  absence  had  been 
turned  into  a  receptacle  for  their  prisoners, 
ready  manned ;  and  ordering  the  sailors  to  put 
out  to  sea,  they  had  almost  slipped  their  cables, 
when  Ottobon  Fiesco  remarked  to  Verrina,  that 
they  had  some  prisoners  on  board,  who  had 
been  taken  during  the  skirmish  at  St.  Thomas' 
gate. 

"  Let  them  go,  then !  We  neither  desire 
their  company,  nor  in  this  state  of  our  affairs 
fear  to  free  them.     Let  them  go !" 

"  It  is  my  own  opinion,"  said  Ottobon;  and  the 
men  being  liberated,  they  passed  from  the  galley 
into  an  armed  felucca  under  her  side,  and  they 
had  hardly  pushed  out  from  her,  when  a  loud 
voice,  whose  tones  startled  the  Venetian, 
shouted: 

"  Ho  !  health  to  the  Signor  Verrina  !  He 
leaves  Genoa." 

"  'Sdeath  !"  muttered  the  Venetian.  "  That 
villain  Larcero  has  been  one  of  our  prisoners ! 
Delay,  men,  for  a  second." 

"What  folly!"  said  Ottobon.  "Slip  the 
ropes,  men,  and  to  sea !" 
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'^  Ha !  ha !"  and  Larcero's  loud,  boisterous 
laugh  sounded  fiendish  in  Verrina's  ears.  "Dost 
leave  nought  behind  thee  ?  No  love-token— no 
mark  of  r^ard — nothing  to  prove  thine  affec- 
tion for  Genoa?  By  the  saints  1  thou  ait 
ungrateful !" 

Verrina  turned  away  from  the  side  where  the 
felucca  lay. 

"  Farewell  for  a  time  !*'  continued  the  other. 
''  Thou  shalt  return  to  Genoa,  to  wear  a  rope 
furnished  at  the  State's  expense/'  and  he  laughed 
loud  as  he  spoke,  while  the  gall^  slowly  slipped 
her  ropes,  and  the  sails  lazily  flapping  in  Ite 
sofl  breeze  of  the  morning,  she  steered  towards 
France. 

Discontented,  moody,  every  hope  aniufai- 
lated,  Verrina  sat  looking  out  upon  the  hmA 
waters  before  him,  as  he  gradually  quitted  the 
bay  of  Genoa.  Yesterday  and  he  was  fiill  of 
hope;  not  an  hour  before  and  his  enterprizes 
were  crowned  with  success,  and  now  he  mi 
escaping  from  the  fears  of  death.  By  one  of 
those  strange  vicissitudes  in  the  career  of  men, 
by  one  of  those  mutations  that  too  often  occur, 
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and  cxHu  utjui  tz^  w»»q  Isk^  fjBrtsnttr  «^»yt  ]t 
grasped  but  a  maszieat  faefivr— ^vir  lador 
fxnfekninr  broken  m>~-^bat  final 


ezfleSy  and  tfaor  wiioile  <rfymry>  <li<ia1i,d  On 
ncHie  had  liu  tcnftk  <fisKter  filkn  midi  sidi 
astomidiiig  iraght  as  €o  the  Vnifdan  Tbe 
oChen  ei^aged  i&  it  hframp  its  instniments — a 
fisw  from  amfaitioD,  most  from  the  hope  of  re- 
ward—  some  from  tfaor  oonueuuii  with  the 
deceased  Coimt;  but  none  were  spumed  on  by 
audi  a  multiplicity  of  causes^  so  siroog,  so  en- 
duiiiig,  by  such  tenibk  indncements  as  the 
Veaetiaii.  With  suooess  he  had  r^arded  Verona 
as  the  reward  of  his  services  towards  the  dead 
County  and  yet  this  was  but  a  mincur  induce- 
ment amongst  many  others.  His  f<»tune  was 
at  stake,  and  Lomeliino's  accusation  had  saved 
Philip  from  all  participation  in  ^e  revolt,  or 
being  implicated  in  the  conspiracy  that  [uro- 
duced  it.  He  felt  in  his  own  heart  that  the 
evil  schemes  which  he  had  devised  against  others, 
were  about  to  cause  his  own  ruin.  Every  hope 
was  prostrate ;  every  device  a  failure,  and  covers 
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ing  his  face  with  his  hands,  in  utter  anguish  of 
spirit  he  groaned  aloud. 

Jerome  Fiesco  was  still  at  the  head  of  the 
soldiers  and  armed  partisans  of  his  cause;  but 
that  irresolution  and  want  of  prudence  that  had 
so  rashly  disclosed  his  brother's  premature  fete, 
led  him,  when  he  saw  himself  almost  deserted,  to 
listen  to  the  advice  of  the  Senate's  ambassador, 
and  yield  to  their  terms  of  a  free  pardon  for  him^ 
self  and  his  accomplices ;  and  as  morning  dawned 
— bright,  calm,  and  beautiful  did  it  dawn  upon 
Genoa — the  last  band  of  the  conspirators  filed 
slowly  through  the  gate  leading  to  the  Fiesco 
fortress  of  Montobbio.     Hardly  a  citizen  wit- 
nessed their  departure ;  and  if  a  stranger  had 
then  entered  the  city,  he  would  have  conddered 
the  report  of  the  insurrection  during  the  night, 
the  narrow  escape  of  the  Republic  from  a  change 
of  masters,  and  the  Count's  death,  as  almost 
improbable  fictions  ;  for  not  a  sign  of  the  night's 
riot  was  visible. 

The  city  was  calm  and  tranquil ;  the  enemy  had 
gone ;  no  marks  of  violence  were  left ;  since  in  the 
Adventures  of  the  night,  the  suddenness  of  the  at- 
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tack,  the  rapidity  with  which  the  conspirators  acted, 
the  darkness  that  assisted  them  had  terrified, 
dismayed,-  and  disarmed  their  opponents,  for 
surprised,  they  were  in  some  instances  con- 
quered without  a  blow.  Now  scarcely  a  vestige 
cf  the  conflict  remained.  Some  were  killed,  but 
the  niunber  was  small;  and  thus  ended  this 
remarkable  conspiracy,  remarkable  for  its  or- 
ganization, its  secrecy,  the  security  with  which  it 
lived  in  the  very  heart  of  the  city,  and  its  extra- 
ordinary success,  until  the  death  of  the  Count 
Fiesco  saved  the  State,  and  the  advantages  he 
had  obtained  crumbled  away  in  a  few  hours, 
when  his  name  and  presence  no  longer  gave 
influence  and  support  to  the  proceedings  of  his 
associates.  The  conspiracy  had  been  defeated, 
and  Genoa  saved. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

What  a  morning  broke  upon  the  palace  of 
the  deceased  Count  Fiesco !  Gloriously  beautiful, 
the  sun's  rays  penetrated  through  every  apart- 
ment, and  as  mid-day  approached,  the  heavens 
seemed  to  shine  with  a  briUiancy  and  splendoor 
seldom   witnessed  at   that  period  of  the  year. 
The  young  widow — ^but  the  day  previous  a  young 
wife  in  all  the  pride  of  life's  best  hopes— en- 
circled by  all  that  could  endear  the  human  heart 
to  the  enjoyment  of  existence  ;  wealthy,  power- 
ful,  loved  —  was  now   a    bitter,   disoonsdalie 
mourner.     The  Count's  death  had  been  related 
to  her  by  Paul  Pansa;  and  V«x)nay  shocked  and 
overpowered  by  the  sad  inteUigenoe,  feared  stiB 
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more  its  effect  upon  her  sister's  feelings ;  but 
tiie  latter  received  it  with  a  calmness  that  sur- 
prised, whilst  it  almost  awed  those  who  wit- 
nessed it.  She  never  moved,  or  gave  utterance 
to  any  complaint,  but  with  a  coldness  that 
alarmed  her  sister,  she  listened  to  the  sad  news 
so  circumspectly  and  tenderly  broken  to  her ;  and 
when  Verona  came  over  to  her  chair,  and  took 
her  hand,  she  gazed  into  her  face,  and  terrified, 
sprung  from  her  side.  Her  eyes  were  cold,  and 
fixed  in  their  expression  ;  her  countenance,  that 
of  one  whose  mind  had  become  a  wreck.  She 
neither  moved  nor  expressed  any  sudden 
emotion  consequent  upon  the  sad  intelligence 
thus  imparted  to  her ;  but  sat  as  if  stimned  by 
the  heavy  misfortune  which  had  realized  her 
own  most  painful  anticipations.  Her  feelings 
paralyzed,  her  heart  tortured,  her  strength 
sank  beneath  the  weight  of  the  blow  thus  in- 
flicted ;  and  in  a  temporary  derangement  of  intel- 
lect she  found  relief  from  the  contemplation  of 
the  terrible  realities  surrounding  her  position. 

Anxiously  Verona  and  her  other  relatives,  who 
crowded  round  the  young  widow,  strove  to  con- 

VOL.  III.  L 
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sole  her;  but  with  a  wandering  mind  whieh 
mercifully  towards  her  own  feelings  refused  to 
contemplate,  with  the  steadiness  of  reason,  the 
exigencies  and  misfortunes  of  her  situation, 
she  had  been  removed,  after  the  first  shock, 
from  the  necessity  of  dwelling  upon  herowB 
imhappiness;  and  in  the  calmness  of  partial 
insanity,  she  was  saved  from  then  gazing  upos 
the  dreadfnl  picture,  which  now  vdled  bom  her 
view,  might  at  some  future  period  be  uncovered 
*to  present  to  her  even  a  more  terrible  prospect 
than  it  could  then  have  done.  An  hour  afUr 
the  first  shock  of  the  Count's  death,  she  had 
become  in  feelmg  and  manner  a  second  chQd. 

To  add  to  Verona's  uneasiness  on  account  of 
her  sister,  her  mind  was  also  tortured  by  alarm 
on  behalf  of  Philip,  for  true  to  her  reooOectioD  of 
Alfeo's  promise,  she  counted  the  minutes  as  they 
slowly  progressed  towards  that  hour  when  she 
was  either  at  liberty  to  open  the  paeket,  or  he 
himself  should  appear.  Most  of  the  details  con^ 
nected  with  the  transactions  of  the  preceding 
night  had  been  made  known  to  her ;  yrt  strangely, 
the  Signer  Alfeo's  name  had   not  been  men- 
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tioned,  and  she  could  weU  now  understand  the 
reasons  that  influenced  him  in  leaving  with  her 
these  proofs,  and  stipulating  for  a  certain  hour 
until  which  they  should  not  be  opened.  In  the 
event  of  success  he  would  have  been  with  her ; 
and  in  the  c^tainty  of  defeat  she  despaired  of 
agab  ^seeing  him. 

It  was  now  one  hoiH*  after  noon.  Slowly 
passed  the  time  ;  and  Verona  had  been  left  alone 
with  her  sister,  for  there  had  been  an  extraordi- 
nary meeting  of  the  Senate;  and  all  those  who 
feared  the  Dorias,  or  apprehended  that  from 
connexion  with  the  late  Count  they  might  be 
liable  to  suspicion,  attended  it,  to  prove  their  inno- 
cence by  their  presence.  Verona  was  then  alone. 
H^  servants  waited  in  an  ante-chamber,  and  she 
sat  with  her  sister,  striving  to  allure  her  to  speech, 
but  in  vain.  Leonora  was  passionless,  silent,  not 
noticing  the  slightest  circumstance  that  occurred 
in  h^  presence ;  her  eyes  were  bent  upon  the 
floor  or  arras,  and  gazing  at  it, with  t^at  vacancy 
of  sight,  which  seeming  to  fix  attention,  neither 
\  nor  feels. 

**  My    sister  !**  «aid    Verona,   opening    the 

L  2 
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window,  and  allowing  the  sun  to  stream  in  upon 
the  other's  face,  "  Why  silent,  dearest  Leo- 
nora?" but  no  answer  rewaitled  her  anxious 
questioning ;  and  as  she  was  about  to  dose  the 
window  and  exclude  the  pale,  brilliant  sun- 
light that  streamed  through  it,  the  first  stroke 
of  the  second  hour  after  noon  sounded  with  a 
long,  dull  echo :  another  I  and  the  time  was  up. 

"Siurely!"  she  murmured  to  herself;  but 
whatever  was  the  train  of  her  reflections,  it  was 
instantly  broken,  for  the  door  opened,  and  the 
Roman  gently  opened  the  apartment. 

"  Signora,  thy  pardon  I  Ah  !"  and  he  gazed 
mournfully  upon  Leonora's  pale,  vacant  &oe, 
''  thou  art  secure  from  present  suffering,  yet  i 
thou  art  again  blessed  with  reason,  may  the 
Saviour  enable  thee  firmly  to  meet  the  tearikk 
future  !    Lady,  I  am  here  by  promise  1" 

"  Here  1"  said  Verona,  "  I  fear,  too,  at  much 
personal  risk.  Yesterday  our  agreement  was  a 
mystery.     Last  night  has  terribly  explained  it." 

"  Terribly  !"  muttered  the  Roman  between 
his  clenched  teeth,  '^  terribly  1"  and  an  ezpressioa. 
so  wild,  so  strange,  passed  oyer  his  features,  that 
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she  started  as  her  ere  enooimtered  his.     "  Yet 

m 

it  is  DOW  past !  I  woald  ciaiai  the  packet  yes- 
terday entrusted  to  your  care ;  and  though  in  a 
few  hoois  I  may  leave  Genoa,  still  I  have  pro- 
vided fcMT  your  chaige.  Even  Boni&ce  Lomel- 
lino  would  now  adaioidedge  his  innocence  !" 

^  Signer,  thou  wwkest  with  more  than 
mortal  power !" 

^  I  work  with  the  agem^  of  truth,  of  know, 
ledge,  and  d^ermination,  the  attributes  that  aDy 
man  most  doady  to  his  Creatcnr.  But  no  more 
%d  this.  Our  interview  must  be  brief,**  and 
tiJdng  the  pad^  which  Verona  had  by  this 
time  placed  in  his  hands,  he  added:  ''Th^ 
dgect  of  thy  great  interest  is  secure.  His  re-v 
lease  will  not  perhaps  be  immediate,  yet  he  is 
safe.  As  to  myself,  we  shall  meet  again  but 
once.  Tin  then  fareweQI"  and  kissing  the  hand 
which  Verona  in  the  first  surprise  of  his  decla- 
ration had  placed  in  his  own,  he  was  gone  before 
she  could  ask  another  question. 

^'  How  strange!"  she  murmured,  some  minutes 
after  his  departure.  ''  This  Signer  Alfeo  is  to  me 
a  mystery  I     He  knows  everything,  sees  every- 
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thing,  hears  everything,  and  whence  he  comes 
or  whither  he  goes,  none  can  teD !"  and  M- 
ing  into  the  train  of  thought  which  the  in- 
cident of  the  last  few  moments  had  |xt)duoed, 
she  seated  herself  heside  Leonora,  who  during 
Alfeo's  {M'esence  in  the  room  had  never  once 
raised  her  eye  to  his  face,  or  broken  her  contmued 
silence  with  a  single  remark. 

Some   twenty   hours   had  elapsed  since  the 
worthy  draper,  Jerome   Varras,   and  his  com- 
panion in  misfortunes  and  solitary  oonfinemoit, 
had  been  located  in  an  apartment  of  the  Kesco 
palace ;  and  after  the  first  shock  and  surprise, 
Jerome's  reflections,  with  the  true  matrimoDial 
instinct,    turned     homewards.      What    wouU 
Mistress  Varras  do,   think,  or  say?     On  the 
subject  of  the  conjectures  of  his  helpmate  the 
silk-spinner  was  silent. 

The  first  hours  passed  silent  and  most  un- 
pleasant to  both,  for  Jerome  was  annoyed  widi 
his  thoughts  about  his  own  domieOey  and  the 
other  was  tortured  with  periiaps  more  unpleasant 
reflection.     He  dreaded  the  sueoess  of  the  con^ 


THB   HALF-BROTHERS.  223 

spirators,  when  he  had  no  hand  in  the  movement ; 
he  feared  for  the  prospects  of  his  trade. 

The  apartment  was  well  stored  with  eatables 
and  wine ;  and  the  two  strove  to  console  them- 
selves in  their  misfortunes  by  taking  advantage 
cf  the  good  things  thus  providentially  placed  m 
their  way.  Towards  the  middle  of  the  night 
they  had  Men  asleep,  and  were  like  the  rest  of 
ike  Genoese ;  on  that  eventful  night,  started  from 
their  slimibers  by  the  shouts,  the  tumult,  and  the 
noise  that  raged  through  the  city. 

''  Body  o'  me  I"  exclaimed  Jerome  springing 
l^>,  for  the  silk-spinner  had  started  from  his 
uneasy  sleep  before  him,  "  what  is  all  this  ?  eh  ? 
Master  Bembo,  what  stirs  the  city  into  such 
awful  din?'' 

**  The  conspirators,*'  said  Bembo,  nervously 
dutching  his  chair,  '^  they  have  broken  out  into 
the  streets.  Master  Varras,  this  will  be  a  night 
of  trouble  r 

"  To  me  it  will,"  remarked  Jerome  with  most 
melandM)ly  tone  and  mournful  aspect,  ^'  What 
win  Mistress  Varras  say  ?" 

*'  Tut !  she'll  open  her  window  and  look  out. 
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Then  when  she  has  seen  the  cause  of  the  tumult, 
like  a  sensible  woman  shell  get  frighteDcd  and 
go  to  bed,"  rejoined  the  silk-spinner.  "Will 
Fiesco  succeed  ?" 

"  I  know  not/' 

"  Care  not !"  added  the  other.     "  Nor  do  I. 
There  again/'  and  there  was  another  wild  con- 
tinuous roar.     "They're  hard  at  work!"  con- 
tinued the  silk-spinner,  rising  and  pacing  the 
apartment,  "  hard  at  work,  Master  Varras  I"  and 
thus  in  such   conversation   removed  from  the 
means  of  learning  anything  connected  with  the 
movement,  whose  progress  th^  attempted  to 
judge  by  the  clamour  without,  did  they  pass  the 
long,  dreary  hours  of  that  eventful  night 

Towards  morning,  all  was  calm  and  quiet 
Not  a  sound,  not  an  echo  of  the  previous  night's 
tumult  broke  in  upon  their  sditude ;  and  now 
they  discussed  the  question  how  they  were  to 
be  released,  and  the  still  more  important  one, 
what  had  occurred  during  the  night  Who  had 
succeeded  ?  Which  party  was  victorious  ?  And 
Jerome  again  asked  himself: 
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"  What  would  Mistress  Varras  say  ?" 

Hour  succeeded  hour,  and  there  was  still  the 
same  continued  monotonous  silence.  Clocks 
heavily  tolled  the  hour;  the  sunbeams  grew 
stronger,  more  dazzling;  the  sim  ascended 
higher  in  the  firmament ;  yet  as  time  thus  pro- 
gressed, not  a  footfall,  not  a  voice  sounded  near 
them. 

**  We  must  get  out,"  said  the  silk-spinner, 
whose  courage  increased  with  the  light  and  the 
presence  of  day ;  "  we  have  suflfered  enough  for 
one  night !    What  think  you.  Master  Varras  ?" 

*^  That  we  can  do  little  good  here.  There's  a 
st^ ; — Glisten !" 

**  No  1  it's  fancy  1"  and  fancy  it  was,  for  no 
st^  was  near,  and  Jerome  still  continued  a 
prisoner^  when  long  after  noon,  as  they  judged 
by  the  decline  of  the  sun,  their  door  sprung  open, 
and  Master  Varras  drew  back  as  the  Roman 
stood  on  the  threshold  before  them. 

''  This  I'^  e3cclaimed  the  silk-spinner  angrily. 

"  I  know,*'  said  the  Roman,  "  thou  would'st. 
upbraid   me  for  this  long  confinement.    The 

L  3 
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fault    is    not    mine.      The    Count   Fiesoo  is 
dead!" 

*^  Dead  !"  rejoined  both  in  one  breath. 

''He  was  a  gallant  and  noble  gentleman!'' 
said  Jerome,  speakii^  first  after  this  expression 
of  their  united  astonishment,  ''  a  gallant  gende- 
man  !  may  he  rest  in  peace  1" 

"  May  he,  I  pray !"  added  the  silk-spinner, 
and  in  that  moment  he  forgot  all  but  his  noble 
and  endearing  qualities.  "  Signor !  the  Dorias 
are  triumphant  ?" 

*' Their  principles  and  partizans  rule,"  said 
Alfeo  with  bitterness  of  tone,  turning  to  Varras. 
''  Master  Varras,  I  would  confer  with  thee  alone. 
Signor,  thou  art  freeV'  and  the  three  quitted 
the  apartment  together. 

The  silk-spinner,  anxious  to  learn  at  greater 
length  the  proceedings  of  the  night,  and  now 
heartily  rejoiced  that  in  the  Count's  failure  he 
could  not  be  implicated,  hurried  out  on  this 
permission,  and  left  Alfeo  and  Jerome  together. 
They  conversed  long  and  with  seemingly  great 
interest,  whatever  might  be  tfieir  subject ;  for  the 
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worthy  drapor's  coantenanoe,  though  at  first 
mudi  clouded  by  the  intdligenoe  of  the  Count's 
mekncholy  fitte,  gradually  began  to  brighten  up, 
and  in  the  hurry  of  the  moment  he  grasped 
Alfiw's  hand,  and  exclaimed : 

^  in  do  it,  Signor,  with  mudi  pleasure.  But 
I  must  first  see  Mistress  Varras." 

**  lis  a  pleasure  I  would  not  forbid  thee/' 
said  Alfeo.  ^'This  matter  must  rest  on  thy 
own  management  for  the  present.  Before  its 
final  arrangement  I  shall  again  return  to  Genoa. 
Tried  in  the  fire  myself,  I  will,  if  possible,  pre- 
serve others  fix>m  its  flame.  I  owe  him  grati- 
tude, and  the  smallest  favour  paid  where  once 
he  did  a  trifling  service,  now  commands  my 
truest  thanks.  The  Signor  Lomellino  looks 
more  for  his  dead  uncle's  stolen  wealth  than  for 
Us  murderer.  Be  cautious  !  Farewell,  for  the 
present!" 

Jerome  paused  to  look  after  the  stately  figure 
of  the  Roman ;  and  his  own  heart,  more  relieved 
than  it  had  been  for  the  last  month  or  more, 
he   slowly  followed    him,  reached    the    street. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

Loup  shouts  filled  the  streets  of  Genoa.  The 
people  shrieked  and  bellowed  out  of  their 
thousand  throats.  Acclamations^  greetings,  lusty 
cheers,  rung  and  rung  again,  until  there  seemed 
no  end,  and  men  thought  they  could  not  shout 
enough.  It  was  an  evening  of  apparently 
universal  joy.  The  conspirators  were  crushed, 
the  revolt  suppressed,  the  Dona  party  secure,  the 
nobles  triumphant,  a  great  danger  defeated,  a 
powerful  citizen  no  more,  and  the  dty  fi^  from 
a  tyrant's  rule.  What  more  sought  they? 
Nothing;  and  so  the  mob  roared  forth  their 
satisfaction ;  and  the  very  men  who  but  a  few 
hours  before  had  joined  this  dark  conspirator^ 
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whose  rallying  cry  was  "  Fiesoo  and  Liberty," 
were  now  the  first  to  shout  after  his  downfall 
It  was  another  proof  of  the  mutability  of  human 
affairs — of  the  instability  of  human  passion. 

The  decisions  of  the  Senate  in  the  morning  had 
been  most  favourable  to  the  Doria  party ;  and  they 
had  deputed  two  of  their  number,  Signor  Bene- 
dict Centurioni  and  Dominic  Doria,  to  proceed  to 
Andrew  and  to  bring  him  back  to  the  city.  In 
the  meantime,  orders  were  given  for  such  pre- 
parations as  could  be  made  to  give  him  a  fitting 
reception ;  and  towards  evening,  accompanied  by 
almost  the  whole  population  of  Genoa,  he  re- 
turned in  triumph  to  the  city.  Music,  gariandsi 
triumphal  arches,  every  exhibition  of  popular 
joy  that  the  scanty  time  could  enable  them  to 
prepare,  were  put  m  requisition;  and  accom- 
panied by  shouts  and  praise,  he  entered  the  dty 
but  a  few  short  hours  after  he  had  been  compelled 
to  flee  from  it. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  manifestation  of 
the  popular  favour ;  nothing  save  its  hoIIowDesB. 
Many  a  bold  throat  shouted  success  to  the  great 
sea-captain,  while  the  owner's  heart  was  filled 
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with  alarm  and  his  oountenanoe  pale  with  fear, 
lest  it  might  he  known  that  but  a  few  hours 
before  his  hand  had  siq>ported  the  gallant 
Count. 

''Ah,  master  Ceodor  said  the  little  silk- 
spinner,  edging  his  way  into  the  crowd,  and 
shouting  lustily  for  the  Dorias,  '^  methought 
thou  wert  out  last  n%ht" 

f'  I !  Pooh,  friend,  thou  jestest  1"  returned 
the  other  thus  addressed,  a  stout,  buiiy  man. 
"  I,  indeed !  No,  no.  Hurra  for  the  brave 
Doria,  the  father  of  his  country !" 

"  They  said  as  I  state,  in  our  quarter — **  con- 
tinued the  other,  sticking  to  him  like  a  leech. 
"  Take  care,  for  these  reports  are  dangerous." 

"  They  Ked  1"  said  the  other,  vehemently ; 
''  lied  in  their  throats,  my  master.  Cheer  on, 
friends !     Hurrah,  hurrah  for  the  Doria !" 

Andrew's  progress  was  a  Roman  triumph. 
The  streets  were  strewed  with  the  early  flowers 
of  the  Italian  spring,  the  houses  decorated  with 
banners,  streamers,  ribands.  Joy  was  every  where; 
seemingly  glad  countenances  thronged  door  and 
window,  and  the  highest  nobles  and  officers  of 
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a  doad  that  hung  dark  and  lowering  over  the 
city,  for  no  man  knew  when  he  might  not  suffer 
from  its  effects ;  and  hundreds  who  had  been 
engaged  in  the  revolt,  fled  the  morning  after  this 
sentmice  became  known.  Consternation  b^;an 
to  fill  the  hearts  that  had  previously  beaten  strong 
with  the  joyful  anticipations  of  escape ;  and  the 
triumph  of  the  precedmg  day  was  but  the  pre- 
cursor of  that  morning's  misfortime. 

The  family  of  Cibo  used  its  influence  to 
lessen  the  cruelty  of  the  sentence,  more  terrible 
and  disgraceful  after  the  pardon  signed  and 
secured  by  the  Senate.  They,  however,  found 
Doria  strong  and  inexorable ;  and  at  last  Verona 
was  made  acquainted  with  the  piuport  of  the 
edict  which  had  gone  forth — with  the  contem- 
plated destruction  of  her  sister's  residence,  and 
the  confiscation  of  Fiesco's  estates. 

'*  Cruel  I"  she  murmured,  looking  upon 
Leonora's  dim  eye,  and  wandering  expression 
of  countenance.  ^^  These  men  would  drive 
even  thee  from  shelter,  if  they  could,"  and 
that  evening  the  splendid  palace  was  left  to  its 
fate. 
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The  aeoond  morning  after  the  violence  of  the 
(xmspmcy  had  passed  away,  and  its  boldest 
tforts  were  k»st  in  flesco's  melancholy  and 
suddoi  fate,  Philip  Calva,  exhausted,  worn 
down  by  his  position,  almost  desiring  death  as  a 
termination  to  his  melancholy  situation,  turned 
his  languid  and  moiunful  glances  towards  the 
dark,  bare,  and  gloomy  walls  of  his  ceD.  His 
mind  was  oppressed  with  the  news  of  the  pre- 
ceding day.  Dark  shadows  of  coming  evil 
haunted  him.  He  thought  fate  had  now  done 
her  worst.  She  could  hardly  do  more,  for  with 
the  account  of  Flesco's  death  had  perished  even 
hope.  Jerome  Varras  had  not  been  with  him 
for  two  days,  and  he  found  himself  alone  and 
friendless,  deserted — without  refuge  or  protec- 
tion. The  Lady  Verona  could  do  nothing  for 
him,  and  his  heart  was  fast  sinking  within  him 
at  this  evident  complication  of  misfortunes. 
He  turned  his  glance  sadly  upon  the  dark, 
damp  walls  of  his  cell ;  gazed  at  the  high  and 
strongly  grated  wmdow,  through  which  he  could 
see  the  sun's  light,  but  no  more — could  trace  a 
small  space  upon  the  dear,  bright  sky  over  his 
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head,  and  there  ended  his  contemplation  of 
external  objects.  His  jailer  was  surly,  his 
health  failing  from  confinement,  his  hope 
departing;  and  wearied,  heart  sick,  he  threw 
himself  down,  and  in  moody  silence  began  to 
think  of  his  position. 

"  I  will  never  suffer  such  a  fate  I"  he  ex- 
claimed, aloud,  when  the  thought  of  his  execu- 
tion for  murder  occurred  to  him.  "I  would 
die  a  thousand  other  deaths,  starve  mysdi^ 
drown  myself  in  a  mouthful  of  water  first !  Oh ! 
that  this  suspense  were  over  I  But,  end  as  it 
may,  I  will  endure  no  public  execution,"  and 
in  the  sternness  of  his  determination  he  ex- 
pressed this  resolve  so  loud  as  to  be  audiUe 
beyond  his  cell. 

"  You're  right,  Phil  1  Body  o'  me  I  but  yott 
are!"  was  shouted  from  without,  and  as  the 
door  was  opened,  the  little  draper  bounded  into 
the  apartment,  and  sprui^  into  the  othei^s  ann& 
''  All's  safe,  Phil !  Thank  the  saints  !  well 
defeat  this  fiend  of  a  Venetian  yet !" 

"  Jerome !"  exclaimed  the  young  soldier,  m 
wondering  astonishment^  for  the  little  draper 
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had  begun  to  dance  and  sing  in  the  full  delight 
of  his  own  heart,  and  could  hardly  be  restrained 
from  skipping  about  the  cell,  and  throwing  his 
arms  round  the  prisoner  every  other  minute. 
"  Jerome,  art  mad,  or  what  ?" 

"  Mad !  Body  o'  me,  yes !  Mad  with  pure 
joyr 

"Then/'  asked  Philip,  "what  is  the  cause?" 
and  even  in  all  his  sadness  of  heart  and  lowness 
of  spirit,  he  could  not  refrain  from  laughing 
outright.  "  What  of  the  Venetian,  the  Signer 
Verrina?" 

"  That  he's  Satan,  or  worse,"  said  Jerome, 
angrily.  "  A  cowardly  plotter  who  would  have 
robbed  thee  of  life,  but  has  failed  !  A  word  in 
thine  ear  1"  and  the  draper  looked  anxiously  to 
the  door.  "  We  have  discovered  Vincent  Lo- 
mellino's  murderer !" 

"And — and — "  the  young  soldier  paused. 
i£s  heart  was  full,  for  now  the  bright  hopes, 
nursed  through  the  past  time,  came  strong  upon 
his  memory,  yet  curbing  himself,  he  asked, 
"Who  is  he?" 

^*  A  knave  without  grace  or  God's  fear !  a 
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"  Mistress  Varras,"  said  Philip,  "  must  have 
been  sadly  frightened/' 

"  Frightened !"  interrupted  Jerome,  as  if  the 
word  didn't  convey  half  of  her  alarm  and  unea- 
siness. *^  But  no  matter.  I  waited  upon  the 
Signor,  stated  the  business,  and  he  instantly 
thanked  me,  got  the  requisite  authority,  and 
searched  the  house/' 

"  WeQl"  exclaimed  Philip,  deeply  agitated 
and  anxious. 

"  In  a  small  cabinet,"  contmued  Jerome, 
*^  we  found  proofs  which  no  man  could  gainsay. 
Gold,  immediately  recognised  by  Lomellino  as 
his  unde's,  and  several  jewels,  but  still  stronger 
evidence  remains — " 

''  Stronger  1  That  were  weQ  nigh  impossible," 
observed  the  other. 

**  Yes,  stronger !  A  bond  passed  to  Vincent 
Lomellino  by  Battista  Verrina  for  some  thou- 
sands of  crowns,  passed  two  or  three  days 
previously  to  the  Count  Fiesco's  great  revel,  and 
payable  on  the  morning  succeeding  it.  In  the 
mfaintimft  Lomellino  was  murdered.     And  far- 
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"  Be  patient  then/'  advised  the  little  draper. 
*'  Be  patient,  and  your  patience  will  certainly 
meet  its  reward.  In  the  meantime  some  relax- 
ation may  take  place  in  your  confinement.  The 
Signor  Lomellino  would  afford  his  influence.'' 

"  Perchance  he  might.  Yet  as  he  showed  no 
favour  when  first  this  charge  was  brought  by 
him  against  me,  he  shall  not  be  solicited  for 
favours  now,"  replied  Philip. 

"  Then  there  remains  but  the  advice  to  bear 
with  your  present  position,  now  that  your  life  b 
secure,"  said  Jerome.  "  If  you  will  receive  no 
favours,  you  must  be  contented  to  live  here 
without  complaint." 

"  To  all  I  am  silent,  unless  to  thee,"  replied 
the  soldier ;  and  as  the  little  draper  rose  to  leave 
him,  he  added,  "  commend  me  to  Mistress 
Varras,  and  say,  that  in  prison  I  do  not  forget 
her  former  kindness.  When  fi-ee  I  shall  be  able 
to  show,  I  trust,  that  I  value  it." 

"  Tut !  tut !"  laughed  Jerome.  "  Good  day  I 
and  hope  for  the  best,"  and  the  little  draper 
delighted  with  his  mission,  left  Philip  fi*ee  fi-om 
the  terrors  which  previously  to  his  arrival  filled 
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his  delighted  feelin 
he  came  rudely  in 
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**  Captam  Laroero  T  exclaimed  Jerome,  not 
much  rdishing  the  encounter. 

''  The  same,  my  yard  of  doth !"  said  Larcero 
with  his  usual  manner.  ''What  news,  now? 
How  fares  the  prisoner  ?  I  have  an  interest  in 
him*'' 

"  Then,"  said  Jerome,  "  though  he  is  not  yet 
a  free  man,  he  is  fairly  on  the  way  to  it.  We 
have  pleasant  tidings  on  that  score,**  and  Jerome 
rdated,  though  concealing  the  names,  his  reasons 
for  his  assertion* 

"  By  the  mass  !"  exclaimed  Larcero.  "  I 
know  it  aL  It's  dear  now,  and  there  is  to  me 
DO  aeeret  in  your  conummication.  The  Venetian^ 
Verrina^  is  the  man.  No  more  secrecy !  Master 
Varras,  for  thou  seest  I  know  it  all,"  and  Jerome 
started  as  he  mentioned  tiKe  name,  while  an 
additional  li^t  broke  upon  the  other's  mind. 
''  I  see  it  all  and  more  than  thou  canst  imagme^ 
His  reasons  are  clear  to  me.  Good  day,  master 
Varras !"  and  as  the  Captain  was  about  to  pro- 
ceed his  own  way,  he  tiuned  rapidly  round 
again.     ^*  But  the  youngster  is  still  in  prison  ?" 

"StiD,"  rejoined  Jerome. 
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the  court-yard  wj 
mer,  bar,  and  pi 
commencing  the 
splendid  piles  in  C 
a  sigh.  He  cou 
act. 
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CHAPTER  XVIL 

Nearly  a  month  had  elapsed  since  the  event- 
ful second  of  January,  now  so  remarkable  in 
die  annals  of  Genoa.  The  conspiracy  was  de- 
featedy  its  chief  originator  dead,  and  the  fortress 
of  Montobbio,  the  last  stronghold  of  the  Fiesco 
fiunily  besieged  by  one  of  the  Spinola,  as 
General  of  the  Republic.  Its  inmates  had  been 
increased  by  the  accession  of  Ottobon  Fiesco, 
Calcagno,  Saoco,  and  the  Venetian.  They  had 
safely  reached  Marseilles  in  the  Count's  galley ; 
but  not  being  received  as  they  had  anticipated, 
and  also  learning  that  Jerome's  pardon  had 
been  confirmed  by  the  Senate  on  the  next  day, 
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though  the  report  was  untrue,  they  had  deter- 
mined to  throw  thenQselves  into  the  fortress  and 
share    the  fiincied  advantages  of  their   party. 
Three  out  of  the  four  sought  to  recover  thor 
possessions,  and  homes ;  but  one  of  them,  the 
Voaetian,  had  deeper  interests  at  stake,  int«:ests 
only  to  be  managed  by  his  personal  attendance 
in  Genoa.     With  the  outbreak  and  consequent 
failure  of  the  conspiracy,  had  perished  much  of 
the  expected  success  of  his  schemes ;  but  bold, 
daring,  resolute^  not  easily  d^ressed,  or  turned 
from  his  purposes,  he  now  threw  his  life  upon 
another  chance,  and  had  returned  to  the  fortress. 
.  Besieged,  and  unable  to  withstand  the  forces 
of  the  Senate,  Jerome   Flesco  was  obliged  to 
yidd,  and  the  others  found  themselves  prisoners, 
where  they  had  expected  safety. 

A  horseman  rode  slowly  through  the  streets 
of  G^oa.  He  was  weQ  attended  by  some 
mounted  men,  and  all  had  the  i^pearanoe  of 
persons  who  had  ridden  far,  and  at  a  fast  pace, 
for  their  horses  seemed  blown  and  jaded,  and 
themselves  much  in  need  of  resL  Their  leader 
seldom  raised  his  &oe  fit>m  the  street  over 
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which  he  was  passmg.  He  hardly  turned  dae 
glance  upon  the  people  or  their  houses;  but 
with  his  hat  drawn  closely  over  his  face,  he  rode 
on,  until  he  reached  the  Balbi  pakce.  Having 
dismounted,  he  entered  the  house.  The  ser- 
vsnte  wfakpered,  shook  their  heads,  and  passing 
muttered  remaiics,  proceeded  to  their  various 
occupations. 

About  an  hour  after,  Verona  Cibo  was  sitting 
in  a  small  apartment  of  her  father^s  palace.  She 
was  alone,  for  her  sister,  whose  health  was  suf- 
fering from  the  confinement  of  the  past  weeks 
since  her  husband's  death,  and  whose  mind  still 
remained  in  its  state  of  partial  insanity  in  con- 
sequence of  that  melancholy  event,  had  been  led 
out  to  the  grounds,  and  in  the  care  of  a  faithful 
domestic  enjoyed  the  fresh  air  of  a  beautiful 
morning.  Verona  amidst  all  her  sorrows  had  at 
least  one  great  cause  of  satis&ction,  the  positive 
confirmation  of  the  young  soldier's  innocence ; 
and  though  she  was  hardly  astonished  that  the 
Venetian  should  be  discovered  to  be  the  mur- 
derer of  Vincent  Lomellino,  she  still  felt  it  un- 
seemly that  any  of  the  Count's  intimate  friends 
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should  have  been  guilty  of  such  a  Grime,  and  feared 
that  his  memory  might  suffer  from  this  stain  on 
another.     Never  liking   the  Venetian,  learmng 
that  Philip's  detention  was  his  own  work,  that 
his  probable  execution  might  have  resulted  from 
Verrina's  rapacity,  and  his  desire  to  hold  what  he 
had  so  unjustly  acquired,  he  now  seemed  to  her 
as  a  plague  to  be  loathed  and  shunned.    Calmly 
and  sorrowfiilly  she  reviewed  the  past.     Signer 
Alfeo,  perhaps  the  strangest  character  amongst 
all  those  with  whom  she  had  of  late  associated, 
had  departed  from  Genoa  ;  how,  when,  whither 
— none  knew,  at  least  none  could  tell ;  and  his 
very  name  was  not  mentioned  as  that  of  one 
who  had  taken  any  part  in  the  revolt.     He  had 
escaped  the  breath  of  even  a  whisper,  for  Je- 
rome never  spoke  of  those  assembled  in  the 
Flesco  palace  on  that  eventful  night,  and  the 
silk-spinner's  fears  preserved  his  prudence  fit)in 
reproach.     In  the  midst  of  her  meditations,  a 
servant   entered,   and  Annibal   Balbi  was  an- 
nounced, and  immediately  presented  himsdf. 

''My  Lord!"   exclaimed  Verona,  on  seeing 
that  young  noble,  now  much  altered  «nce  his 
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short  absence  from  Genoa.  "I  rejoice  to  see 
thee,  yet  methink  the  air  of  other  cities  has  not 
Genoa's  fuU  freshness  with  it — ^thou  hast  been 
aiUngr 

**  No !"  said  Balbi,  seating  himself  opposite 
to  her^  and  slowly  relinquishing  the  h^nd  which 
she  placed  in  his  on  his  entrance.  ''  All  cities 
are  now  alike ;  perhaps  all  superior  to  Genoa, 
as  regards  me/' 

"  Nay,  nay !"  replied  Verona.  "  We  are 
now,  Annibal,  as  brother  and  sister." 

'*  As  such  are  we  now !"  and  he  spoke  in  a 
low,  tremulous  voice.  "  Well,  my  sister,  thou 
wert  saying  that — " 

"  We  should  mutually  forget  what  is  covered 
by  the  veil  of  the  past,  and  live  for  the  future ! 
I  have  steered  much  during  these  few  weeks. 
My  sister  insane,  her  prospects  of  happiness 
for  ever  blasted,  her  relations  by  marriage  in 
great  peril,  do  not  think,  my  Lord,  that  mine 
has  been  a  life  of  joy  since  you  quitted 
Genoa." 

''  All  this  have  I  heard ;  and  my  mission 
here  was  to  serve  thee,  if  possible.     Our  family 
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is  powerful  with  the  State.  With  thine  united, 
they  should  be  irresistible.  I  also  heard  another 
circumstance,  which  urged  my  return,  it  re* 
garded  thee !" 

"  Me  I"  exclaimed  Verona, 

^'  Yes !  There  is  in  prison  here  a  certain 
Captain  Calva,"  Verona  looked  calmly  m  bis 
face,  but  she  instantly  saw  that  he  spoke  with 
some  sincere  purpose,  "  and  I  hear  that  he  is 
charged  with  the  commission  of  a  foul  crime,  of 
which  I  believe  him  innocent." 

"  He  can  be  proved  so  !''  exclaimed  Verona, 
warmly. 

"  I  rejoice  at  it !"  continued  BalbL  "  And 
one  of  the  causes  which  most  urged  me  hither 
was  to  seek  an  opportunity  to  save  him.  He 
is  accused  of  Vincent  LomeOino's  murder  \" 

"  Yes !"  said  Verona.  But  at  that  moment 
a  loud  shout  was  raised  at  the  end  of  the  street 
in  which  the  Cibo  palace  was  situated ;  and  as 
both  rose  in  wonder  at  the  noise,  it  approached 
nearer  them,  accompanied  with  the  tramp  of 
horses  and  the  irregular  tread  of  a  great  multi- 
tude.    The  shout  swelled  into  a  mighty  dieer. 
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far  the  putr  wppmtiaDgwts  dm  (Hfisuig  tbe 
residenoeof  AdunCcntunaoi;  ind  the  Santor's 
appearance  it  the  biloooy  of  his  dirdlii^, 
caDed  fordi  loud  ipphase,  as  he  was  known 
to  be  a  strong  partisan  of  the  Doiia  fiulion. 
The  crowd  roared — their  Toioes  swdUng  into 
one  mighty  acclamation  as  the  Senator  bowed 
repeatedly  to  them;  and  the  next  momait 
they  wero  in  Balbi's  Tiew.  A  glance  convinced 
him  of  the  cause  of  the  tumult;  and  turning 
hastify  to  Verona,  he  said : 

*'  Dear  lady,  this  is  no  sight  for  thee !  Par- 
don me,  if  I  would  suggest  thy  departure  from 
this  apartment." 

''  I  know  its  meaning  !  Montobbio  is  taken !" 
«  **  Such,  I  fear,  is  the  case.     The  two  Flescos 
— Calcagno — Sacoo — the  Signer  Verrina — " 

**  How !  all  these  prisoners  ?"  and  she  sud- 
denly advanced  to  the  window.  ''  I  had  heard 
that  none  but  Jerome  were  in  the  fortress!" 
Then,  instantly  withdrawing,  she  and  Balbi 
retired,  as  the  prisoners  approached  the  front  of 
the  palace.  All  were  mounted  and  strongly 
guarded  by  horsemen   ranged    on  each  side, 
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while  from  behind^  followed  an  immense  multU 
tude,  cheering,  commenting  upon  their  q)pear- 
ance,  recalling  their  history,  relating  the  events 
of  the  conspiracy,  and  filling  up  with  their  own 
accounts  what  was  wanting  in  its  details.  The 
prisoners,  with  Verrina's  exception,  looked 
dejected  and  dissatisfied ;  but  at  that  moment, 
the  Venetian  had  put  on  his  haughtiest  and 
sternest  look,  and  glanced  at  the  multitude 
with  that  proud,  contemptuous  aspect,  which 
seemed  to  tell  them,  that  he  was  of  different 
mould  from  themselves. 

They  had  hardly  reached  the  front  of  the 
palace,  when  the  Signer  Lomellino,  attended 
by  an  officer  of  the  Doge,  turned  the  comer. 
His  eye  rapidly  glanced  over  the  crowd,  for  that 
morning  he  had  learned  of  the  surrender  of 
Montobbio,  and  was  setting  out  to  arrest  VerriDa 
on  the  charge  of  murder,  fearful  that  some 
compromise  might  have  been  come  to  between 
the  besieged  and  the  besi^ers,  which  would 
enable  the  Venetian  to  escape ;  for  more  anxious 
to  obtain  the  gold  and  jewels  than  punish  the 
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murderer,  he  dreaded  a  confiscation  of  their 
property  before  he  had  proved  what  was  his 
own  in  the  Venetian's  possession.  He  spurred 
his  horse  into  the  midst  of  the  throng. 

*'  Back,  Signor !"  said  the  officer  riding  at 
the  head  of  the  troop ;  while  it  was  remarked, 
that  Verrma  grew  deadly  pale  as  he  saw  him 
approach,  and  beheld  the  party  accompanying 
him.     "Nay,  Signor!" 

*'  Your  pardon  !"  exclaimed  Lomellino.  "  The 
ndilitary  yields  to  the  civil  power  in  Genoa. 
And  with  the  Doge's  officer,  I  would  here 
arrest  for  foul  murder  a  Venetian,  your 
prisoner,  commonly  called  the  Signor  Ver- 
rina!" 

"  That,"  said  the  Venetian,  slowly,  for  the 
officer  then  drew  back,  "  is  my  name.  Thou 
art  Signor  Lomellino  !  Now,  what  wouldst 
thou?" 

"  Officer,  thy  prisoner !"  called  Lomellino, 
sharply.  "  Signor,  my  dear  dead  uncle's  blood 
calls  for  vengeance  on  his  murderer's  head — on 
thee  1     Thou  art  the  man  !" 

"  Liar !"  exclaimed    Verrina    suddenly,   for 
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from  the  first  word  spoken,  he  had  instantly 
learned  the  purport  of  the  other's  mission,  and 
determined  to  brave  it  out.  "  A  foul,  base, 
knave  I  who  when  thou  seest  a  man  stricken 
in  trouble,  wouldst  become  a  pander  to  the 
craving  appetites  of  thy  masters,  and  strive 
to  take  fix)m  us  all  that  now  remains— our 
honour !" 

''  Honesty  also,  thou  shouldst  have  added !'' 
said  Lomellino,  sneeringly. 

^*  Oh  I  for  one  quarter  of  an  hour  with  thee 
alone !"  cried  Verrina,  "  By  Heavens !  I 
would  carve  with  my  weapon  on  thy  craven 
heart,  a  character  thou  hast  so  well  earned — 
that  of  a  base,  lying  knave.  On,  Signer  !  Let 
us  get  to  prison  quietly.'* 

"We  are,"  muttered  Jerome  Flesoo,  "well 
enough  exposed  as  it  is.  Signer!"  and  he 
addressed  the  officer  in  command,  "  give  (xders 
to  march." 

"No !"  shouted  Lomellino.  "There  is  my 
warrant — here  the  Doge's  officer,  and  we  airest 
the  Signer  Verrina  for  murder !" 
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•*Who  nextr  asked  Verrina.  "Wouldst 
oflfer  a  hecatomb  to  thine  uncle's  manes?  I 
am  thy  second  victim  !" 

"  The  first  was  thine  own  I"  answered  Lomel- 
lino,  at  random ;  and  Verrina,  with  all  his  bold- 
ness, quailed  at  the  accusation,  while  the  speaker 
turned  to  the  officer:  ''Thou  hearest,  Signor, 
our  charge  and  arrest.  Wilt  deliver  the  pri- 
soner ?" 

''  At  the  door  of  the  jail,  I  may.  Thou  hast 
put  in  thine  accusation,  and  canst  then  seek 
him  there,''  and  ordering  his  men  to  march, 
LomeDino  was  unable  to  gain  more  than  the 
recognition  ci  his  arrest,  and  he  accompanied 
the  party  as  it  passed  on  down  the  street.  The 
mob  no  longer  shouted,  since  this  new  cir- 
cumstance gave  them  fresh  food  for  conversa- 
tion, and  slowly,  almost  solemnly,  the  party 
proceeded ;  and  as  the  high,  dark,  dreary  walls 
of  the  prison  loomed  in  the  distance,  the 
conspirators  looked  wistfully  in  each  other's 
faces. 

"  That,"  said  Jerome,  with  a  low  moan,  "  is 
my  grave  !'* 


356  THE  will;  or, 

"  Courage,  brother  I"  cried  Ottobon.  "  We 
are  not  the  first,  nor  shall  we  be  the  last,  who 
have  entered  and  returned  alive." 

''  We  shall  be  exceptions,"  said  Sacoo. 

"  No  !"  exclaimed  Verrina,  impetuously. 
"WeshaUUver 

"  I  hope ;  but  fear  it  I"  was  Calcagno's  re- 
mark, as  the  gate  opened,  the  mob  paused, 
and  the  prisoners,  with  their  guard,  slowly 
entered.  They  dismounted;  and  as  Lomellino 
again  tendered  his  charge,  the  Venetian  was 
separated  from  his  companions,  and  led  to 
the  cells  inhabited  by  the  lowest  criminals. 

"  Adieu,  Signers !"  he  cried  to  the  others, 
as  they  separated.  "To  you,  lying  knave!" 
and  he  turned  fiercely  to  Lomellino,  "to  you, 
I  say — ^we  shall  meet  again !  and  then — "  he 
passed  on. 

"  Thou  utterest  a  true  prophecy  !"  exclaimed 
Lomellino.  "  We  shall  meet  again  ! — ^Thou  on 
the  scaffold — I,  amidst  the  spectators!"  and 
with  a  low,  chuckling  laugh,  he  advanced  to 
the  gate. 

"  By  the  saints  !  that  blow  was  sent  home !'' 
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said  one  of  the  escort,  as  Lomellino  passed  into 
the  street,  and  the  answer,  with  this  remark 
on  it,  reached  the  Venetian's  ear.  He  did  not 
turn  his  head;  but  the  words  sunk  into  his 
heart 

The  greater  portion  of  the  scene,  in  which 
the  attempt  to  arrest  Verrina  for  the  murder  of 
Vincent  LomeUino  had  been  made,  was  visible 
to  Annibal  Balbi.  Verona  had  retired  from 
the  windows,  and  the  young  noble  instantly 
collected  from  what  he  had  heard  and  seen, 
the  whole  information  that  she  could  have 
detailed  to  him  respecting  Philip,  in  whom, 
from  the  past  circumstances  that  occurred 
between  them,  he  was  more  than  ordinarily 
interested.  Generous — ^brave  ;  though  pas- 
sionate, full  of  warm  feelings,  and  kind  in 
his  nature,  he  had  allowed  his  passion,  in 
the  case  of  Verona,  to  overcome  \ns  sense 
and  judgment;  but  the  last  meeting  with 
Philip,  his  determined  opposition  to  Balbi's 
proposals,  and  the  latter's  own  impression 
that  Verona  was  apprised  of  the  young 
soldier's  love,  so  operated  upon  his  mind,  that 
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in  a  moment  of  despair  he  had  attempted  his 
own  life.  Foiled  in  tins  by  Alfeo's  interpoation, 
his  better  judgment  triumphed,  and,  deteimined 
to  conquer  his  passion,  he  quitted  Goioa.  The 
Roman  was  right,  when  he  desired  Verona  to 
trust  to  him,  since  it  was  only  on  besriDg, 
by  chance,  of  Philip's  capture  ftr  the  alleged 
murder  of  Vincent  Lomellino,  that  sure  in 
his  own  heart  of  the  soldier's  innocence,  he 
instantly  set  out  for  Genoa,  and  on  the  road 
heard  of  the  revolt  of  the  Count  Fresco,  and 
its  melancholy  result 

He  turned  to  Verona,  who  sat  pale  and 
affrighted. 

''Captain  Calva  is  safe,  for  I  heard  the 
Signor  Lomellino  demand  the  arrest  of  the 
Venetian,  Verrina,  for  his  late  uncle's  mUhkr. 
Yet,  strange  1  Signor  Verrina  is  the  last  man 
in  Genoa  I  would  thus  charge!" 

''You  know  him  not!"  sobbed  WemOL 
"  But  has  the  Senate  no  pity  f  The  One  brother 
lost  his  life — his  property — his  all  in  this  mad 
revolt.    Will  they  saeriaoe  the  other  ?" 

"No — no!"  exclaimed  Annibal,  "and  now 
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lince  my  services  ore  nol  needed  by  him  whom 
I  came  to  save — " 

'^ThankS)  thanks!  dear  Aooibal T  mtmnured 
Verona. 

^  I  win  to  the  Senate,  and  stir  up  my  friends. 
They  could  not — they  shaD  not  think  iif  such 
an  act,  as  destroying  the  last  props  of  the 
Flesco  &mily  !  Courage^  dear  Lady  !^  and 
striving  still  mone  to  encourage  and  console 
her,  he  left  the  room« 

An  hour  after  the  arrival  of  the  consjrirators 
in  the  prison  of  Genoa,  the  Senate  met.  Many 
of  the  members  were  the  adherents  of  the  Doria 
party  ~  many  of  them  personal  friends,  rdatives, 
and  intimates  of  the  old  sea  captain,  who  felt 
with  him  in  his  bereavement,  and  at  the  same 
time  feared  lest  remission  of  punishment  in  this 
instance  might  be  encouragement  to  some  ftiture 
ev^it.  Nor  was  Andrew  Doria  himself  negli- 
gent to  secure  a  majority  in  &vour  ci  the 
views  which,  in  this  instance,  he  had  adopted ; 
^nd  when  the  Senate  met,  with  dark,  fit)wning 
brow,  and  severe  aspect  he  entered  the  HaB  of 
th'e  Republic.      Many  opmions  had  been  given 
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most  indiniDg  to  the  side  of  demency ;  and  Paul 
Pansa  strongly  deprecated  such  continued  crudty. 
The  State  had  stripped  the  great  famQy  of  the 
Freschi !  of  their  all  I  They  had  broken  their  faith 
with  Jerome  I  Banish  them  now — and  they 
would  scarcely  be  guilty  of  a  less  crime  than 
depriving  them  of  life ;  and  the  old  man  wept  as 
he  spoke  of  the  Count's  death. 

"  Thou  hast  no  tears,"  said  Andrew  Doria, 
turning  sternly  on  Pansa,  "to  shed  for  those 
who  fell  beneath  the  attack  of  these  cut-throats. 
Thou  hast  no  tears  for  the  widowed  wife  and 
orphan  children  of  Giannetino  Doria." 

"  The  Count  was  punished  for  his  crime  in 
his  own  person/'  mildly  remonstrated  Pansa. 

''  He  did  not  atone  for  his  victims,  nor  yet 
save  them,"  added  Doria.  "  His  life  does  not 
compensate  for  my  nephew's  loss." 

"  The  cause  of  his  conspiracy,"  said  the  elder 
Cibo,  "  was  to  be  found  in  the  conduct  of  thine 
own  nephew.  I  would  not  wittingly  break  the 
poet's  advice  r^arding  the  dead ;  but  had  my 
Lord   Doria  behaved  with  more  prudence  and 
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less  pride,  we  should  have  never  witnessed  these 
harrowing  scenes/' 

*'  Thou  speakest  unadvisedly,  Signor,"  ob- 
served Centurioni,  for  Andrew  did  not  imme- 
diately reply.  ''Unadvisedly,  and  leanest  too 
much  towards  these  conspirators/' 

"I  speak  with  truth,  Signer!"  replied  the 
3ld  man  haughtily,  "and  when  in  my  own 
iiome  I  look  upon  my  child,  a  poor  idiot,  since 
bhat  terrible  night,  I  will  spare  no  man,  be  he 
who  he  may,  who  has  been  the  cause  of  that 
revolt,  and  upon  Giannetino  Doria  I  charge 
much  of  it." 

"  He  was  my  nephew !"  said  Andrew. 

"  His  faults,  my  Lord,  do  not  lie  with  thee." 

"  Nor  his  virtues  !"  sneered  Andrew,  "  for 
it  would  seem  that  the  latter  was  but  a  sorry 
catalogue  of  false  wares !  Signer,  I  thank  thee. 
But  we  will  pass  from  this.  What  say  you,  Sig- 
nors  as  to  the  punishment  of  these  men  ?  Shall 
they  live  or  die  ?" 

*'  Live !"  exclaimed  Paul  Pansa.  "  Pardon 
them !     Let  them  live." 
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"  There  is,"  said  John  Balliano,  "  one  of  them, 
I  fear  me,  removed  firom  the  probabflity  of  par- 
don. He  is  charged  by  Signor  Lomellino  with 
the  murder  of  his  late  imcle ;  and  the  S^nor 
also  daims  certain  wealth  in  gold  and  jeweb 
which  are  in  Venina's  dwelling." 

*^That  is  for  afker-consideration/'  remarked 
Andrew  Doria,  **if  acquitted  of  this  crime 
against  the  State,  he  can  be  charged  for 
the  murder.  If  found  guilty,  one  death  must 
expiate  his  crimes.  What  may  the  votes 
say,  Signers  ?"  and  after  some  farther  discussion 
they  were  collected. 

"How  do  they  decide ?*'  whispered  Adam 
Centurioni. 

"For  death  !"  groaned  Pansa,  "for  death!" 
and  the  sentence  was  taken  up.  It  passed  from 
mouth  to  mouth,  for  in  a  few  seconds  it  had 
quitted  the  Senate  House,  and  was  rapicfly  tr»- 
vwsihg  the  city.  It  penetrated  streets  and  lanes, 
the  houses  of  the  poor,  the  palaces  of  the  nobia; 
and  afier  it  had  been  in  every  man's  mouih; 
after    it   had    been    discussed,  canvassed;  the 
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Senate  praised  and  blamed,  as  fancy  led  the 
speakers ;  Andrew  Doria  censured  or  lauded — 
it  at  last  found  its  way  into  the  prison. 

Jerome  Resco  coldly  smiled,  when  he  heard 
it.  Saoco  sat  down  to  draw  up  his  will,  though 
he  had  nought  to  leave.  The  State  had  strip- 
ped him  of  his  all,  and  Calcagno  blessed  the 
bearer  of  the  good  intelligence,  which  Ottobon 
received  in  solemn  silence. 

"  Death !"  exclaimed  the  Venetian,  when  he 
heard  the  sentence.  ^^  It  is  well !  They  do 
not  kin  the  soul;  and,"  he  muttered  to  him- 
self, when  alone,  ''I  die  for  conspiracy,  not 
murder.    Be  it  so.    Thus  has  fate  said  it !" 
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CHAPTER  XVIIL 


Two  days  had  passed — ^long,  anxious  days— 
and  during  them  all  the  interest  that  could  be 
applied  to  the  relief  of  the  prisoners  was  put 
in  requisition,  but  without  that  general  effect 
anticipated.  Ottobon  flesco  was  respited  finr  a 
time;  the  others  had  been  on  that  morning 
summoned  to  be  prepared  for  death.  Tliere  ms 
no  hope !  not  a  single  chance  of  change ! 

The  Venetian^  proud,  haughty,  and  repuki?e 
to  those  who  came  in  contact  with  him,  veiled 
under  this  exterior  the  anguish  of  heart  within. 
He  had  tried  bribeiy  with  his  keepers,  but  in 
vain.     Solicitation  was  useless;  escape  impos- 
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sible.  On  the  morning  of  this  second  day,  when 
they  had  been  warned  of  the  determination  of 
the  Senate  to  execute  the  extreme  sentence  of 
the  law  upon  them,  Verrina,  who  had  heard  his 
fate  with  calm,  sullen  indifference,  was  stretched 
upon  a  miserable  pallet,  watching  with  strange 
emotions  the  contest  of  a  fly  and  a  spider  upon  the 
opposite  wall.  Long  and  accurately  did  he  mark 
the  struggle  as  if  he  had  something  of  great  im- 
portance depending  upon  its  result ;  and  when  at 
length  he  saw  the  fly  drawn  forcibly  into  the 
greedy,  eager  grasp  of  its  powerfiil  enemy,  heard 
its  last  loud  flutter,  and  then  iharked  the  silence 
that  followed,  as  its  conqueror  in  the  first  enjoy- 
ment of  his  triumph  silently  sucked  its  still 
living  body,  he  turned  from  the  sight  and  mut- 
tered: 

"  Such  is  power !  The  weak  are  the  sacrifices 
of  the  strong,  who  feed  upon  them,  draw  the 
life's  blood  from  their  hearts,  and  then  trample 
upon  their  dead  bodies !  Such  is  power !  and 
all  are  alike  in  its  exercise !" 

He  ceased.  The  low  murmur  of  the  sounds 
that  filled  the  streets,  then  alive  with  the  bustle 
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and  traffic  of  a  great  city,  sounded  in  his  ears, 
deadened  by  its  distance  and  the  thick  vralls  of 
the  prison,  yet  he  listened  attentively  to  it,  as  if 
it  deeply  concerned  him;  and  frequently  he 
could  also  hear  the  shutting  and  opening  of 
adjacent  cells,  the  rattling  of  heavy  chains,  and 
the  grounding  of  an  arquebuse,  as  the  sentry 
came  to  a  halt  before  the  door.  Such  sounds 
could  bring  little  pleasure  to  a  prisoner's  mmd, 
to  the  Venetian's  less  than  to  afly.  Yet  in  aD 
the  wild  tumult  of  thought  consequent  upon  the 
events  of  the  last  few  weeks  in  which  he  had 
been  a  conspicuous  actor,  Verrina  felt  one  source 
of  consolation.  He  should  die  as  a  conspirator, 
not  a  murderer ;  and  when  some  nobles  of  the 
city,  who  took  an  interest  in  his  beJialf,  spoke 
to  him  of  life,  he  paid  little  attention  to  thdr 
intercession.  Death  was  before  him,  in  one 
shape  at  least,  and  he  would  secure,  if  posaiUe, 
the  less  dishonourable.  The  other  conspiratCHS 
were  elevated  by  every  hope ;  but  he,  by  none. 

The  morning  had  passed  into  mid-day,  the 
mid-day  was  gradually  disappearing  before  the 
coming  evening,  but  Verrina  from  early  mom 
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still  lay  stretched  upon  his  miserable  pallet,  hug- 
ging his  diains,  or  playing  with  them ;  and  as  he 
refused  food,  he  condescended  to  jest  with  his 
keeper,  and  made  some  inquiries  as  to  his  com- 
panions in  misfortune  ;  was  witty  upon  himging  a 
lawyer ;  and  stated  his  determination  to  demand 
the  axe  and  block  as  the  due  of  a  noble.  The 
keeper  was  more  astonished  than  edified.  He 
shru^ed  his  shoulders ;  Verrina  smiled ;  and  then 
another  hour  was  passed  in  the  loneliness  of  his 
ceU. 

"  I  have  not !"  he  uttered  to  himself,  and  he 
spoke  in  the  very  bitterness  and  anguish  of  his 
heart,  "  I  have  not  in  this  proud  city,  vast  and 
populous  as  it  is,  one  true  friend — one  man  or 
woman  who  loves  me  for  myself !  Oh,  crime  ! 
the  criminal  are  thy  last  and  surest  victims! 
Others  may  escape — ^they  never.  Neither  man's 
lament  nor  woman's  tear  is  heard  or  shed  for  me ! 
I  am  a  noble,  and  my  dass  would  save  my  life 
as  an  offering  to  their  own  order,  not  because 
they  care  for  me,  and — "  he  paused.  A  slow 
step  was  heard  at  his  cell  door.     The  lock  was 
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slowly  and  noiselessly  opened;  and  in  the  now 
fast -waning  light  of  the  short  evening,  as  it 
was  merging  into  night,  he  saw  a  muffled  figure 
enter,  bolt  the  door  behind  him,  and  then  ap- 
proach his  couch. 

"  Signor,"  said  Verrina  sneeringly,  "  thou  art 
a  late  visitor." 

"True,"   rejoined   the   other,   loosening  his 
doak. 

"  By  the  saints,  I  mistake,  or — ^no  I  am  right! 
The  Roman,  Michael  Alfeo,"  and  Verrina  sprang 
up  from  his  recumbent  position.  "This  is 
strange.     Thou  here  and  free  !" 

"  Both,  Signor !" 

"Some  borrow  the  fiend's  luck,"  muttered 
the  Venetian.  "Yet,  Signor,"  he  continued 
aloud,  "  I  rejoice  to  see  thee.  Be  seated.  My 
apartment  is  not  over  weQ  furnished,  nor  over 
well  lighted.  But  pray  be  seated.  How  hast 
thou  escaped  ?" 

"  I  left  Genoa,  when  St.  Thomas'  gate  feD 
into  the  hands  of  our  party,  and  spent  the  re- 
mainder of  the  n^ht  upon  the  mountains,     ht 
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the  morning  I  entered  the  chy  again,  and  waited 
upon  the  Lady  Verona  CSbo,  with  ynbom  I  had 
some  business." 

''  Indeed !"  muttered  Verrina,  strangely  and 
anxiously  regarding  his  visitor. 

'*  And,"  continued  the  o^ber,  **  when  I  had 
finished  it,  I  quitted  Genoaa  second  time,  never 
to  have  returned,  had  I  not  heard  of  the  M  of 
Montobbio  and  thy  capture.  I  have  journeyed 
thus  far  and  risked  life  to  see  thee." 

''It  was  kind,  Signer,  and  thou  hast  my 
thanks.  Yet  methinks  thou  hast  an  object. 
Be  fi-ee,  Signer,  predse,  and  come  to  the  point. 
Thy  journey  would  serve  others  not  me,"  and  he 
turned  his  eyes  full  and  searching  upon  the 
Roman's  calm,  mournful  countenance.  **  Am  I 
in  the  right,  Signor?" 

"  Partly,  thou  art.  Hear  me !"  and  drawing 
closer  to  the  Venetian,  who  maintained  his  seat 
upon  the  side  of  the  pallet,  he  continued. 
"  Thou  canst  remember  a  supper  once  given  by 
Vincent  Lomellino  to  a  party  of  Genoese  nobles, 
on  the  night  preceding  the  Count  Fiesco's  mar- 
riage?*' 
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The  Venetian  bowed  his  head  to  conceal  the 
emotions  which  the  reference  to  this  event  had 
reflected  in  his  countenance. 

''  I  see  thou  dost !  At  that  supper  an  un- 
mannerly knave,  called  Castrucci — ** 

"Stop!"  shouted  Veirina,  clutching  the 
narrator  fiercely  by  the  arm,  and  staring  into 
his  face,  marking  each  expression  of  feature 
with  a  painful  accuracy.  *'  Stop  I  By  the  saints ! 
I  remember  all!  Thy  visage,  Signor,  has 
puzzled  me  for  weeks.  Seen  before,  but  when 
or  where,  I  could  not  tell !  Now  all  is  dear  and 
bright  as  noon-day.  Yes,  I  can  be  no  longer 
deceived !     Thou  and  Castrucci  are  one  !'* 

'^  At  that  suppo",  this  knave,''  continued  the 
Roman,  without  noticing  the  other's  violent 
interruption, ''  contrived  to  make  his  «ppcax9nce^ 
though  an  uninvited  guest,  for  he  had  then 
objects  of  his  own  in  view.  By  the  coonivaDoe 
of  a  servant  he  obtained  admission,  and  favoured 
by  fortune,  happened  to  enter  vrtien  his  own 
conduct  was  the  subject  of  remark.  IVeviooi 
circumstances  in  the  lives  of  some  then  pntent 
had  become  known  to   him;  their 
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served  his  purpose  in  maintaiDing  the  character- 
he  had  assumed.  His  errand  there  appertained 
Co  the  late  Giannetino  Doria,"  and  as  he  men- 
tioned the  name,  his  face  was  slightly  flushed. 
"  You,  however,  also  came  under  his  remark." 
"  Go  on !"  said  Verrina,  carelessly,  "  go  on  !" 
*'  He  then  mentioned  to  thee  a  matter  of 
some  importance ;  of  none,  mark  me,  to  you 
now." 

"  Indeed,  Signor !"  remarked  the  Venetian 
bitterly. 

"  It  is  now  a  truth/*  continued  the  other ; 
*'  and  although  then  he  never  imagined  it 
would  be  his  duty  to  interfere  in  business  that 
did  not  concern  him,  for  being  a  charlatan  to 
carry  out  his  private  objects  and  not  for  the 
sake  of  gain — " 

"  One  word,  Signor,"  asked  the  Venetian, 
momentarily  turned  from  the  contemplation  of 
his  own  position  by  a  desire  to  elucidate  what 
was  strange  and  mysterious  in  the  conduct 
of  his  visitor.  "  You  remember  the  day  of 
our  conference  at  the  Fiesco  palace,  when  un- 
bidden you  entered,  and  were  enrolled  amongst 
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US,  on  the  strength  of  a  communication  to  the 
Count?" 

Alfeo  bowed  his  head  in  assent. 

"  The  Count,"  continued  the  Venetian,  "  was 
chary  of  thy  communication.  It  is  now  past 
We  are  all  scattered  !  changed,  yet  I  would 
know  its  import," 

'^  It  was  a  tale  of  passion  and  disgrace,'*  said 
Alfeo,  ''  still,  as  this  is  an  hour  of  explanation, 
thou  shalt  learn  its  purport.  On  that  night ;  I 
related  an  incident  that  occurred  at  Rome. 
Giannetino  Doria  was  the  merchant  of  my  stoiy, 
a  noble  lady  of  Rome  his  victim ;  I  a  passionate 
lover — now  an  avenger !  Thou  hast  all !  It 
was  the  same  story  that  moved  the  Count 
when  again  told  within  his  own  palace,  and  in 
the  council-room  of  the  conspiracy." 

"  Thou  and  Castruod,  then,  are  one !"  ex- 
daimed  Verrina,  again  interrupting  him. 

''  Be  it  so  I  We  are  I  But  let  me  on  to 
my  tale.  A  mark  of  kindness  shewn  to  one  in 
whom  the  interest  of  my  life  was  centred,  was 
treasured  then  in  my  memory ;  and  when,  in 
after  years,  I  returned  to  Genoa,  wrecked  in 
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hope,  with  vengeance  in  my  heart,  I  found  that 
with  the  progress  of  time  had  occurred  great 
and  most  important  changes.  I  found  that  my 
knowledge  and  power  could  be  useful  to  one 
who  had  more  than  served  me ;  to  another,  who 
deeply  interested  me." 

"  I  know  it  all,"  said  Verrina  impatiently, 
"  know  it  all.  Thy  clients  are,  Signor,  Philip 
Calva  and  the  Lady  Verona  Cibo.  Go  on ! 
What  wouldst  thou?" 

"  Philip  Calva  is  thine  own  brother — the  heir 
to  all  the  wealth  thou  now  possessest !  Of  the 
past  I  speak  not.  Do  justice,  now,  and  acknow- 
ledge the  relationship !" 

"  He  is  a  murderer  1"  said  Verrina  sternly, 
'*  and  his  affinity  to  me  would  need  more  than 
assertion ;  it  would  demand  proof." 

"  And  so  should  there  be  proof  of  his  crime," 
returned  Alfeo  gently. 

'*  There  is  proof.  Documents,  gold,  jewels, 
all  identified  as  the  property  of  the  late  Vincent 
Lomellino,  are  found  in  his  baggage  at  his 
lodging  1  What  seek  you,  Signor?  Is  not 
this  proof?" 
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''  It  is — of  another's  criminal  act — of  thine 
own  !" 

'^  Saints  1''  exclaimed  Verrina,  springing 
angrily  fi*om  his  seat. 

"  Be  calm/'  said  Alfeo,  interrupting  him, 
and  he  bent  upon  his  flushed  face  a  cold,  pene- 
trating look,  before  which  the  other  quailed, 
**  be  calm,  Signor.  I  advance  nothing  that 
cannot  be  proven.  That  ring  is  thine,"  and  he 
shewed  him  his  signet  ring.  **  It  ¥^as  found 
under  the  window  through  which  thou  didst 
enter  on  the  night  of  Count  Flesco's  festa. 
These  papers  were  in  the  possession  of  the 
murdered  man ;  and  his  heir  has  since  searched 
thine  own  dwellii^  here  in  Genoa — found  thy 
bond  passed  to  Vincent  Lomellino,  and  payable 
the  day  afler  his  unexpected  death — gcAd  known 
as  his— jewels  marked  and  prov^i  his.  All 
these  are  in  thine  own  house,  where  the  seal  rf 
the  Republic  now  guards  them.  What  sayest 
thou?" 

*'  I  am  a  victim  1" 

"  Thou  art  a  murderer  1"  said  Alfeo,  sternly. 
''  Let  us  have  no  more  of  this.    The  papers  are 
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the  ArjnmilMm  of  one  sinoe  dad,  into  wbose 
arms,  in  Venioe,  wis  entrasled  die  poslhmnoiis 
diikl  of  tbine  own  fiitfaer.  Ths  cafidity  of  its 
intended  destroyer,  pvtiallT  moved  as  he  was  to 
pity  by  the  in&nt's  smile,  caused  him  to  disobey 
thine  crdersr 

^  May  angels  and  saints  curse  him !"  cried 
Verrina.  **  May  they  pass  his  death-bed  with 
nou^it  but  condemnation  in  their  mouths !" 

"  These  depositions  are  here.  One  witness 
is  dead  ;  but  these  papers,"  and  he  held  out  to 
Verrina  the  verv  roll  that  once  seen  in  Lomel- 
lino's  house  had  caused  his  death — "these  papers 
prove  this  statement;  and  Adrasto  di  Vitelli 
lives.  He  heard  the  woman  swear  to  their  im* 
port,  and  in  Genoa  lives  the  other  witness  of 
this  crime.  Pause  before  thou  darest  to  dispute 
such  testimony.  Thou  art  a  doomed  man ! 
There  is  no  hope  for  escape !" 

"  I  know  that,"  answ^^  Verrina,  doggedly. 
''  Doomed  on  all  sides ;  denied  a  chance  of 
redress !     What  more  dost  demand  ?" 

"  That  on  the  verge  of  eternity  thou  actest 
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with  JTistice.  Acknowledge  this  youth  as  thy 
brother — ^prodaim  his  innocence  of  the  charge 
laid  against  him !" 

"  And  die  a  murderer  !**  sneeringly  suggested 
Verrina.     "  Signor,  thou  art  kind  !" 

^'  No  :  all  this  can  be  provided  against 
Andrew  Doria  said,  when  in  the  Senate  House, 
three  days  past,  the  Signor  BaDiano  mentioned 
this  second  charge  against  thee,  that  the  con- 
spiracy should  take  precedence,  and  if  the  Senate 
acquitt^  thee  of  that,  then  they  might  try  the 
other  crime." 

"  Well,  what  does  this  for  me?" 

"  Much  !  Prepare  for  death !  Acknowledge 
thy  brother,  and  calling  in  proper  witnesses  excul- 
pate him  by  a  written  deposition  from  the  gdlt 
of  murder.  There  is  interest  enough  in  the 
State  to  conceal  from  all  but  the  authcMities  the 
substance  of  thy  confession.  Do  this,  and  thou 
canst  die  in  peace.  Die  as  a  conspirator,  not  a 
common  cut-throat!  I  tell  thee,  thou  canst 
not  live !" 

"  I   may  escape  !"   suggested  VerriDa;  for 
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since  this  wholesale  revelation  of  his  guilt  thus 
made  by  his  visitor,  he  b^an  to  see  that  he  must 
do  as  advised;  and  the  terrors  of  death  also 
operated  upon  his  mind.     ''  I  might  escape !" 

^  To  the  other  world  thou  wilt ;  but  not  in 
4his  one.     What  sayest  thou  ?*' 

"  I  might  refuser 

''  Then  listen  !  Sebastian  Laroero  presses  on 
thee  with  more  than  mortal  enmity,  and  as  the 
firm  adherent  and  ready  knave  of  the  Doria 
family,  he  has  powerfiil  interest,  and  even  now 
he  strives  to  have  thee  tried  for  this  murder.  He 
can  easily  furnish  a  plea,  for  though  condemned 
as  a  conspirator,  he  can  allege  that  the  safety 
of  thy  brother  demands  thy  trial  as  a  murderer. 
Choose  thy  fate :  open  exposure  as  a  vile  cut- 
throat— or  private  reparation  where  thou  hast 
done  grievous  wrong." 

"  1  agree  !'*  gasped  Verrina ;  and  Alfeo  rose, 
and  for  a  few  minutes  quitted  the  cell.  When 
he  returned,  he  was  accompanied  by  a  priest, 
Julius  Cil)o,  and  Jerome  Varras.  The  Venetian 
regarded  the  young  noble,  who  bowed  to  him, 
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with  a  firm  look,  Jerome  with  a  careless  one, 
and  the  priest  with  a  half  frown.  Silently  they 
ranged  themselves  round  him,  waiting  for  some 
moments  in  calm  expectation  of  his  leisure; 
and  as  the  priest,  who  acted  as  scribe,  drew 
forth  some  paper  and  writing  materials,  Verrina 
turned  quickly  to  him. 

"  When  do  we  die  ?''  he  asked  in  a  careless 
tone. 

"  To-morrow,  at  noon !"  was  the  reply. 

"  Then  write,"  continued  Verrina ;  and  slowly 
and  calmly  he  related  the  circumstances  attend- 
ing Lomellmo's  death ;  his  own  entrance  to  his 
dwelling;  his  determination  to  possess  those 
papers  which  had  been  made  the  means  of 
forcing  him  to  sign  his  bond  for  a  large  sum, 
and  his  own  necessity  in  using  his  ¥7eapoD. 
"  Write  all  !"  he  added,  stemfy;  '*  for  I  would 
make  no  reserve.  This  confession  does  not  see 
the  light  until  after  my  own  death  makes  way 
for  it." 

"  No,"  answered  Alfiso,  **  its  disgrace  shaD 
never  touch  thee." 

"  Thanks !    As  to  the  other  matter,  Signor,'' 
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and  he  turned  to  the  Roman,  "  that  I  shall 
wtliie  otherwise.  It  needs  no  public  attestation; 
Farewell,  Signors,  aU,  but  the  Signor  Alfeo. 
He  remains  with  me." 

In  a  few  seconds,  the  Roman  and  he  were 
alone.  Verrina  turned  uneasily  towards  him, 
yet  without  speaking.  His  colour  was  excited, 
his  eye  flashing,  and  there  was  for  a  moment  a 
strange,  remarkable  change  in  his  manner. 
Both  remained  in  silence  for  some  minutes  more, 
until  at  length  Verrina  spoke. 

"  Thou  art  Castrucci,  then  ?" 

•*  I  am  Adrasto  di  Vitelli — a  noble  of  the 
Roman  city,"  said  Alfeo,  slowly. 

"Ha!"  exclaimed  the  Venetian,  "the light 
breaks  in  upon  me  !  Thou  wert  the  witness  to 
the  confession  of  which  thou  didst  speak.  The 
past  is  the  past  It  cannot  be  recalled,  and  I 
seek  no  more  information  regardmg  thee.  But 
a  word  I     Thou  art  satisfied?" 

"  Thy  brother  is  dear  of  this  murder.  He 
has  no  claim  on  thine  inheritance,"  replied  Alfeo 
to  this  question. 

"  That  too  shaU  be  settled  1"  and  whilst  Alfeo 
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sat  by,  he  took  the  pen,  and  wrote  with  a  steady 
hand  a  short  will,  acknowledging  the  young 
soldier  as  his  brother  and  the  rightful  heir  to 
all  his  immense  property  in  Venice.  That  in 
Genoa  had  been  confiscated.  ^*  Now,  dost  seek 
aught  else  ?" 

"  Nothing,'*  answered  the  Roman,  deddedty, 
and  rising  as  he  spoke. 

"One  word  yet!"  said  Verrina.  "I  am 
now  poor,  crime-stained,  condemned  to  die,  yet 
life  is  still  worth  strugglmg  for.  I  oould 
escape !" 

"How?"  asked  Alfeo,  astonished.  "Why 
shouldst  seek  to  do  that?  What  to  thee  is 
life  when  deprived  of  those  means  thou  hast 
always  enjoyed  ?" 

"Much,  Signer.  Lend  me  that  dagger  al 
thy  girdle,  and  i  am  a  fi*ee  man." 

Alfeo  looked  at  him,  heavily  ironed,  chained 
to  the  floor ;  then  he  glanced  his  eyes  up  at  the 
dose  grated  window  through  which  was  bardty 
now  visible  the  faint,  lingering  light  of  the 
departing  day ;  scanned  its  massive  inm  bars, 
the  strong,  iron  clasped  door ;  and  drawing  the 
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dagger  from  his  bdt,  hk)  il  at  hb  side  "  It  is 
a  fo(£sh  Tenture." 

"Nop*  said  Verrina,  eagerly  dutching  the 
weapoD.  "  Farewell,  S^nor !"  and  the  Roman 
thus  warned,  moved  to  the  door.  The  keeper 
opoied  it.  AUeo  walked  raindly  down  the 
passage.  He  paused,  turned ;  a  sudden  thought 
darted  through  his  mind,  and  rapidly  ap* 
proaching  the  keeper,  he  whiq)ered  in  his 
ear. 

*'  It  might  be  so,"  muttered  the  man,  and 
they  instantly  began  to  open  the  door.  The 
bolt  turned.  There  was  a  heary  rattle  of 
chains,  a  wld  laugh  sounded  through  the  cell, 
and  then  there  was  the  sound  of  some  weighty 
body  falling,  and  the  chains  and  irons  clanked, 
and  clashed,  and  struggled  against  each  other. 

"  Quick  r  shouted  Alfeo.  "  Quick  r  and 
the  door  was  opened.  **  By  the  saints  we  are 
too  later 

"  Too  late  !**  murmured  the  Venetiani  who 
lay  extended  on  the  floor  of  his  cell,  one  hand 
doubled  up  in  his  fetters,  the  other  crossing  his 
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bosom,  while  the  handle  of  the  dagger  seemed 
to  have  just  glided  from  its  grasp,  for  nothing 
more  but  that  part  was  visible,  as  the  blade  was 
buried  in  his  heart,  and  driven  home  with  a 
violence  that  showed  his  desperate  purpose. 

"  We  are  too  late,"  said  Alfeo  mournfully, 
as  the  other's  words  had  hardly  passed  out  of  his 
mouth  until  he  was  dead.  '^  He  has  escaped 
the  shame  of  an  execution  at  any  risk." 

Without  remaining  longer  than  to  see  that 
the  Venetian  was  really  dead,  Alfeo,  after  lifting 
the  document  which  V^rina  had  just  before 
written,  and  pointing  it  out  to  the  keeper^  left 
the  prison,  and  hurried  towards  the  residence 
of  the  Cibo  family.  On  his  way  he  met  Jerome 
Varras,  recounted  to  him  the  circumstance,  al 
which  the  worthy  draper  was  much  astonished, 
and  then  he  passed  on,  while  Varras  slowly  pro- 
ceeded towards  the  prison.  Whoa  within  a  few 
yards  of  the  entrance  to  the  building,  Sebastian 
Larcero  overtook  him. 

''  Hey,  Master  Varras  i  we  are  always 
meeting  hereabouts.     My  Lord  Dotia  has  the 
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Senate's  permissioD  to  star  BattisU  Verriiia's 
execution,  until  he  it  tried  for  the  murder. 
One  death  will  cover  both  cnrnes." 

"  Too  late,  Signor,"  said  Jerome.  ''  The 
Signor  Verrina  is  dead.'' 

''  Dead  T  shouted  Larcero,  stopping,  and 
with  a  fearful  oath  seizing  upon  the  draper. 
"  Thou  Best,  knave  !  Dead  !  Tut  !  It  is 
fancy.** 

"  He  stabbed  himsdf  to  the  heart  not  ten 
minutes  ago,*'  said  Jerome,  releasing  himself 
with  some  difficulty  from  the  other's  gra^. 

''  May  the  fiend  seize  him !  Curses  on  him ! 
He  has  dieated  meT  and  as  Larcero  turned 
away,  Jerome  was  terror-stricken  by  the  awful 
expression  of  his  features,  so  terrible,  so  male- 
volent, and  almost  fiendish  did  they  appear. 


284 


THE   WILL;   OR, 


CHAPTER  XIX. 


Some  hours  after  noon  on  the  following  day, 
the  streets  of  Genoa  swarmed  with  the  multi- 
tudes of  people  that  were  returning  from  hamg 
witnessed  the  execution  of  the  conspiratcn. 
Jerome  had  died  with  a  firmness  and  a  resohi- 
tion  not  expected.  Sacoo  and  Calcagno  imi- 
tated their  patron ;  and  Ottobon,  the  youngest 
of  the  family  had  been  respected,  and  his  sen- 
tence changed  into  a  violent  arrest  against  him- 
self and  his  descendants,  forbidding  them  as  &r 
as  the  fifth  generation  to  approach  Genoa  or  its 
dependencies;  while  every  inch  of  the  vast 
property  of  the  Fiesco  &mily  was  confiscated  to 
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most  beautiful  ornaments^  which  lay  scattered 
and  broken  in  the  yard  below — "The  Senate 
might  have  spared  the  stone  and  wood/' 

"  And  the  State  would  have  been  the  gainer," 
observed  another.  "  To  pay  men  to  pull  down  I 
By  the  Virgin  1  they're  not  half  so  ready  to  mend 
or  build." 

''  They  would  not  leave  a  trace  of  the  fiunily 
in  Genoa !"  added   a  third. 

"  My  Lord  Doria  would  not,"  said  the  first 
speaker.  ''  But  that  is  of  little  moment,  for  the 
Count's  name  will  live  with  his  own,  and  who- 
ever chronicles  the  deeds  of  the  Sea  Captaio, 
will  not  forget  the  conspirator,  jPte^co." 

"True,"  observed  the  second.  "They 
are  inseparable.     Didst  see  the  execution  ?*' 

"  No,  I  would  not  look  at  what  I  could  not 
approve.  They  say  that  the  Signor  Verrina 
cheated  their  vengenoe.     Is  the  report  true  ?" 

"Yes!  yesl  All  Genoa  knows  it  Stabbed 
himself  last  night  in  prison,  and  escaped  a  more 
ignominious  death  by  oommitting  a  suickiep 
There  are  various  stories  as  to  the  cause;  many 
strange,  and  many  more  improbable. 
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'^  That  18  ever  the  case,"  and  the  speaker 
moved  away  to  make  room  for  Master  Jerome 
Varras,  who  casting  his  eyes  for  a  second  upon 
the  dilapidated  buikling,  walked  hastily  on,  and 
passed  it.  Jerome's  countenance  exhibited  the 
satisfaction  of  his  fedings,  and  he  hastened  his 
steps,  directing  them  towards  the  prison,  whither 
for  many  mornings  now  past  he  had  been  a 
constant  visitor.  When  he  readied  the  building, 
he  shewed  to  the  keeper  an  order  for  Philip 
Calva's  release ;  and  the  Senate,  it  would  seem, 
tired  of  executions,  consented  to  overlook  any 
irregularities  in  the  case,  and  at  once  granted  the 
necessary  powo^,  which  by  an  act  of  kindness 
on  the  part  of  the  Cibo  family,  was  placed 
in  Jerome's  hands  for  its  immediate  employ- 
ment. In  a  few  minutes  he  was  in  Philip's 
cell ;  and  as  the  remonstrance  of  Sebastian  Lar- 
cero  had  been  attended  to,  the  young  soldier  had 
been  now  for  several  days  past  lodged  in  a  more 
comfortable  portion  of  the  prison,  his  irons 
removed,  and  many  littie  attentions  offered 
which  had  not  been  previously  shewn." 

"  Body  o'  me !"  exclaimed  Jerome,  when 
Philip  had  told  him  of  the  Venetian's  death ; 
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"  but  evil  tidings  fly  faster  than  good.     Did  no 
one  whisper  your  own  release  ?" 

"None!"  said  Philip,  for  the  little  draper 
till  that  moment  had  kept  it  profoundly 
secret.     "  None  !  that  would  be  good  news !" 

"  Tut !  indeed,  well,  there  it  is !  thou  art  a 
free  man,"  and  as  Philip,  though  from  what  he 
had  heard  and  knew,  he  expected  that  he  should 
not  long  remain  a  prisoner,  was  unpf  epared  for 
this  sudden  relief,  Jerome  took  to  explaining  its 
import  and  demonstrating  his  own  joy  by  sun- 
dry strange  jumps  and  skips:  "thou  art  free 
Phil !"  and  free  he  was,  for,  not  many  minutes 
after,  his  cell  was  opened,  the  great  gates  of  the 
prison  that  had  so  long  intervened  between  him 
and  liberty  were  wide  asunder,  and  leaning  on 
Jerome's  arm,  he  betook  himself  to  the  dnq)er's 
shop. 

"  Hey,  Mistress  Varras  I  Body  o'me  i  wife, 
but  I'll  grow  jealous !"  laughed  J^ome,  as  his 
young  wife  on  seeing  the  released  prisoner,  threw 
herself  into  his  arms.  "  Easy,  Master  Fhilip ! 
and  think,  if  thou  hast  no  conscience,  that  a 
husband  has  at  least  some  feelings.  Oh,  wife ! 
wife !     But  women  are  frail  vessek !" 
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''And  husbuMb  do  not  render  them  more 
valuable !"  rejoined  his  ^XNife. 

''  Never  mind,  good  dame.  Well  drop  busi- 
ness for  this  daj,  anj  how;"  and  getting  his 
shop  dosed,  Jerome  and  Philip,  with  his  wif e, 
all  three  remained  doseted  for  most  of  the  night 
together,  and  the  hour  was  late  when  Philip 
returned  to  the  '^  White  Cross,''  yfhae  his  wd- 
come  ^nom  its  gay  and  buxom  mistress  was  all 
he  could  well  desire. 

During  the  day  of  the  execution,  the  great 
alteration  in  the  young  sddier's  condition,  his 
elevation  to  rank  and  wealth,  had  been  made 
known  to  Verona,  and  by  her  to  her  brother, 
the  Marquis  de  Masse ;  and  as  they  talked  of 
these  events,  Leonora  sitting  by,  and  looking 
like  a  child  upon  whatever  interested  her  wander- 
ing &ncy,  die  Signor  Alfeo  entered  the  room. 
His  countenance  seemed  to  have  assumed  a 
more  mournful  expression  than  either  ever  re- 
marked it  to  have  worn ;  and  the  shade  darkened 
when  he  approached  Verona. 

"  I  leave  Genoa  on  the  morrow,"  he  said  in 
a    low    tone ;    ^  leave  it  after    seeing  much 
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misery,  and  the  wreck  of  food  and  brilliant 


''You  have  been  here  in  ev3  dqrs^''  re- 
marked Juliuf  Cibow  ''  But  the  past  is  a  daik 
doud,  which  will  be  dissipated  by  a  fari^ter 
future.'* 

''That  thy  prophecy  may  not  fail  is  my 
earnest  wish;"  and  he  turned  to  Verona. 
"  Dear  lady,  we  shall  meet  no  more  in  this  life!" 

"  No  more !  Thou  wouldst  jest  with  me, 
Signor!" 

"  It  is  sober  and  sad  earnest.  We  shaD  meet 
no  more,  I  fear  me  !  Ha !  my  Lord  Baibi !" 
for  then  the  door  opened  again,  and  Annibal 
advanced  forward ;  "  tiiou  art  dressed  for  the 
road.     Dost  leave  Genoa  ¥* 

"In  an  hour,''  said  BaIbi,  bowing  to  Verona, 
yet  not  meeting  her  ^e.  ''  I  have  come  to  bid 
thee  ferewell !" 

"And  whither,"  asked  the  Marquis,  ^'deet  gof ' 

"  This  morning  I  have  aooqited  a  coirnniMnn 
in  the  Emperor's  service.  I  join  hkn  imme* 
diately  at  Brussells.  Whither  I  shaUgo  thenoe^ 
or  how  long  I  shall  be.absent  I  know  not." 
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''By  tbe  anoto!  all  lam  Gcmi !  The 
Signor  Alfeo  is  biddiiig  us  a  final  fareweH  I 
shall  soon  quil  it  mywdL  Verona,  dost  thou 
gor 

''Not  that  I  Imovr,"  she  answered,  bhishing. 
"  But  these  mdaocfaolj  e?enls  of  the  past  wedcs 
would  well  n^  rid  the  citj  of  its  inhahttaots. 
Yet,  Signor  Alfeo,  think  again.  Thine  adieu  is 
not  for  ever  ?^ 

"  I  wish,''  said  the  Roman,  "  that  I  could 
ever  promise  to  myself  tbe  chance  of  meeting 
thee  again,  but  I  fear  we  part  fer  ever/' 

"  Signor,  I  owe  thee  more  than  oommon  grar 
titude  for  past  fiiVDun.'' 

"  I  am  more  than  rewarded  in  the  pleasure 
of  the  services  I  have  been  able  to  render  thee," 
returned  Alfeo.  "  May  God  and  his  saints  bless 
thee !  But  now,  fereweH" 

"  Say  not  for  ever !"  rq)Ked  Verona,  as  he 
took  her  hand.  "  Give  us  some  hope." 

"  I  fear  me  1  cannot,"  and  drawii^  from  his 
own  finger,  a  jewelled  ring,  he  fitted  it  upon  her 
hand.  "  This  wiU  sometimes  turn  your  thoughts 
to  one,  who  unfortunate  himself  could  fed  for 
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grief  in  others.  Farewell,  farewell  for  ever!" 
and  kissing  her  hand  he  turned  before  she  could 
speak.  ''My  Lord  Marquis,  &reweQl  Signor 
Balbi,  we  both  travel  together  a  part  of  the 
way.  •  I  shall  await  you  on  the  road,''  and  in  a 
moment  more  he  was  gone. 

"  A  strange  mystery !"  said  Julius  Cibo.  "  Ve- 
rona,  what  says  the  ring?" 

-'A  noble  and  generous  heart,"  replied 
Verona.  ''  The  ring,  ah  1"  and  her  fisice  changed 
its  expression  for  a  moment,  **  Castrucd  !  can  he 
be  Castrucci  ?* 

''Castruccir  exdaimed  Cibo,  taking  the 
ring.  ''  By  the  mass,  here  is  the  name  I  eh  ? 
Annibal,  what  sayest  thou  ¥* 

"  I  do  not  wonder  at  it  The  Signor  AUeo 
and  the  dread  magician  are  one.  He  is  mortal, 
yet  not  as  other  mortals  I"  said  BalbL  ''  But 
be  he  who  he  may,  I  also  owe  him  gratitude." 

''  All  are  indebted  to  him." 

"  All !"  murmured  Verona,  while  Balbi  hdd 
out  his  hand. 

'^  Farewell,  Verona,  may  you  be  happy  I"  he 
said  mournfully. 
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"Tut!"  exdaimecU  Cibo.  "  Thy  parting  is 
not  for  ever.     Is  it  ?" 

"War  has  chances !"  said  BalbL  "A  man 
may  live  through  them.  Yet  many  will  also  die. 
I  am  not  free  from  this  risk." 

"  May  God  bless  you  then !"  replied  Cibo. 
"  Time  separates  aL" 

"  And  provides  for  the  unhappy  !"  remarked 
BalbL  "  FareweD,  Verona !''  and  kissing  her 
hand,  she  burst  into  tears. 

"  Farewell,  dear  Annibal !  return  to  Genoa. 
Time  is  a  powerful  physician." 

''  Yet  in  some  diseases  his  only  potent  remedy 
is  death.  Farewell !"  and  tearing  himself  from 
the  apartment,  he  left  Verona  and  her  brother 
together.  They  both  sat  for  some  time  in 
silence,  then  Julius  rose  and  left  the  room,  while 
Verona  turned  to  her  sister,  who  childish  had 
sat  during  the  time,  regardless  of  what  had 
passed  round  her. 

Verona  felt  separated  fit)m  two  dear  friends, 
in  the  departure  of  Alfeo  and  Annibal  Balbi; 
and  she  no  longer  doubted  that  the  former  was 
identified    with     the    dread     Castrucci,    who, 
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years  heiofe,  had  fiDed^  Genoa  with  strange 
doubts  and  misgivings  as  to  his  being  like 
other  men.  His  knowledge  &r  beyond  that 
then  commonly  met  with  in  any  individual,  no 
matter  what  his  rank  or  position ;  his  calmness 
of  manner ;  his  daric  intelligent  fiuse ;  the  really 
strange  events  that  had  been  intimately  known 
to  him,  though  only  so  throu^  oonomon  chan- 
nels, and  his  assumption  of  a  diaracter  us^ 
towards  his  own  designs,  all  gave  rise  to  the 
imputations  current  in  Genoa ;  and  every  day's 
lies  or  inventions  strengtiiened  theoL  The 
secret  of  his  melancholy  had  been  discovered  to 
none  but  Fiesoo ;  and  it  was  its  communication 
that  made  the  Count  instantly  enlist  him  in  the 
conspiracy.  He  owed  his  escape  from  all  after 
peril,  by  not  being  known  as  privy  to  its  designs; 
for  amongst  all  who  had  been  assembled  in 
the  Fresco  palace  on  the  night  of  the  insurrec- 
tion, not  one,  but  the  silk-spinner  and  Jerome 
Varras,  remained  in  Genoa.  All  were  gone — 
fled ;  and  the  silkHspinner  did  not  know  AUeo*s 
share  in  the  Count's  designs;  while  Jerome, 
though  cognizant  of  it,  kept  the  secret  to  himself. 
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These  Gircumstanoes  passed  tbrongh  Verona's 
mind,  whilst  she  sai  beside  her  sister,  striving 
to  direct  her  attention  to  some  outward  object ; 
but  Leonora  was  pasnve  in  her  hands.  Her 
eyes  seemed  fixed,  and  Verona  wis  turning 
away,  when  a  step  without  sounded  on  her  ear. 
She  started,  grew  red,  then  pak,  fdt  weak  and 
trembling,  when  the  door  was  cautiously 
opened,  and  the  young  soldier  entered  the 
apartm^it. 

ThiUpr 

"  Venma,  dearest  Verona !" 

Ardenfly  and  affeoticniately  did  Philip  press 
to  his  heart  her  yielding  form ;  for  in  the  first 
expression  of  her  satisfaption  at  his  appearance, 
she  could  not  resist  his  warm  embraces.  He 
kissed  her  pale  forehead;  and  in  the  pleasure 
of  that  moment  of  extreme  enjoymmt,  he  did 
not  remark  the  presence  of  her  sister;  but 
Leonora  had  nev^  turned  her  &ce  to  him; 
and  in  the  absence  of  her  aster's  sympathy, 
Verona  felt  the  only  drawback  upon  her  own 
gratification.  The  first  minutes  of  their  inter- 
view were  passed  in  silence.      Fhflip  could  not 
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express  in  words  his  delight;  and  his  com- 
panion, trembling  and  blushing,  hid  her  face 
upon  his  shoulder.  The  rich  pleasure  of  those 
few  minutes  compensated  for  the  misery  of  the 
past  sufferings  both  had  endured  Nothing 
but  self  appeared  before  them.  They  did  not 
then  live  for  others,  and  they  forgot  for  the 
time  the  past,  and  heeded  not  the  future,  for 
their  world  was  in  themselves,  in  their  mutual 
joy  at  again  beholding  each  other. 

"  Verona,  dearest !"  whispered  the  young 
soldier,  "  thou  art  my  star  of  life.  In  prison,  on 
the  battle-field,  thou  only  art  in  my  heart.  Thou 
lovest  me  ?" 

She  looked  up  in  his  face  for  a  moment,  and 
in  her  countenance  he  read  the  answer  which 
she  did  not  express  in  words. 

''  I  am  happy,  dearest !  These  few  moments 
are  more  than  reward  for  the  past  life  with- 
out thee  would  be  worse  to  me  than  death !" 

''  Then  thou  shalt  not  die !"  she  murmured. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 


Dear  reader,  may  I  regard  you  as  one 
desirous  to  learn  the  final  career  of  some  of 
those  personages  whom  I  have  attempted  to 
delineate? 

The  fiite  of  Captain  Philip  Calva  was  at  last 
settled.  About  twelve  months  after  Fiesco's 
death,  Verona  and  he  were  privatdy  married  in 
the  presence  of  the  Cibo  family.  Neither  of 
them  had  ever  cause  to  complain  of  that 
destiny  which  had  so  strangely  imited  their 
fortunes. 

The  Signer  Alfeo  requires  some  notice.  He 
was  the  example  of  a  constancy  in  affection  not 
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dimned  by  the  death  of  its  object.  His  hand 
had  avenged  Giulia's  early  misfortunes,  and  it  is 
needless  to  remark  that  his  participation  in  the 
Conspiracy  was  to  make  it  the  instrument  of 
Dona's  punishment.  His  sympathy  towards 
Philip,  his  exertions  on  his  behalf  when  lying 
imder  Lomellino's  accusation,  resulted  firom  his 
memory  of  that  youth's  kindness  shown  to 
Giulia  on  the  day  of  the  Coimt's  marriage. 
Shortly  after  the  termination  of  the  struggle  at 
Genoa,  he  retired  to  a  monastery,  and  spent  the 
remainder  of  his  existence  in  the  cultivation  of 
that  literature  which  had  been  his  earliest 
passion. 

Guino  Spinola  lived  gay  as  ever,  and  married 
a  daughter  of  the  house  of  Durazzo.  His 
taste  is  celebrated  in  Genoa  to  this  day,  for 
it  was  his  advice  that  persuaded  his  brother- 
in-law  to  engage  the  celebrated  Fontana  in 
the  building  of  a  new  palace,  which  stands  the 
memorial  of  the  splendour  and  wealth  of  that 
period  of  Genoese  history. 

Annibal  Baibi  served  some  campaigns  with 
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great  honour  and  glory  under  Charles,  and 
time  was  relieving  him  from  the  consequences 
of  his  ill-fated  attachment  to  Verona,  for  he 
had  commimicated  his  intention  of  returning 
to  Genoa,  when  the  Emperor  entered  on  his 
unfortunate  expedition  to  Algiers,  from  which 
Balbi  never  came  back.  Sebastian  Larcero  died 
the  victim  of  some  drunken  brawl ;  and  Jerome 
Varras  succeeded  to  his  own  contentment, 
dying  by  far  the  wealthiest  and  best  respected 
man  of  his  guild  in  Genoa,  while  Mistress 
Varras  added  nine  annual  branches  to  the 
family  tree,  and  his  descendants  are  yet  resident 
in  his  native  city. 

Of  all  those  who  survived  Fiesco,  I  know 
not  one  whose  lot  was  as  melancholy  as  that 
of  his  young  and  beautiful  wife,  Leonora.  She 
died  two  years  after  her  sister  Verona's  mar- 
riage. Calm  and  gentle  was  her  passage  to 
eternity;  and  by  great  mercy  she  recovered 
her  faculties,  dear,  frdl,  and  powerful,  before 
her  death.  She  discoursed  of  the  past,  and 
seemed  thankful  that  the  derangement  of  in- 
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teDect  which  afflicted  her,  had  preterved  her 
from  witnessing  the  violent  proceedings  that 
succeeded  the  revolt 


THE   END. 


londoh: 
Priated  by  ScbuUc  uid  Cq.,  lA,  Polud  Stwct. 
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